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The Rejected Poetry of Lindsay 
Traynor 


Volume | 


Collators and editors select according to various subjective 
preferences; however, what appeals to one is loath to another, and 
so here presented are the poems of rejection which body, warts and 

all, reveals much about the author/poet and the prevailing 
sensibilities of reoressed Western and Eastern cultures. 
Nevertheless, the author/poet views all his works of merit and 
demerit Equally — enjoy. 


Ejecting 


a gardener piles organic waste until 
compost forms to fertilise his garden 


it pays at times to keep what is rejected 
and build upon what is thrown away 
until it ignites seeds of content and 
discontent which grow, flower and 

fruit in mind 


the discarded words that do not fit, 
language inappropriate, all cultural 
products, they only fertilise a regrowth 
of culture with negligible differences, 
as if culture is not perverse enough 
already 


the seeping sap of southern pines mix 
with tall blue eucalypts oozing gooey 
sap that sticks to my sleeves, trousers 
and dick if i stand drunk pissing too 
close to a tree trunk 


it seems the trees are taking their revenge 
on my dick as removing the sticky goo 
painlessly is quite a challenge; O that i 
didn't have such a big dick, which at times 
wraps around my mind and engulfs it in 

a garden of imaginary delights fertilised 
by all the rejected words and cultural 
acceptance | have never required 


and so i take refuge in the meaninglessness 
of culture which offers nothing to man, 
an organic being, tho i have proficiency 


in poetic tricks which perform like circus 
animals trained to jump thru hoops 
and ride the backs of young ponies 


the pile of refuse i have cast would 

create a fertilised jungle of meaninglessness 
if ever i let it loose and used it to create 

a poetic identity which culture would 
recognise, accept or reject, as culture must 
have its f/artists and whores, winning 

empty prizes and recognition by the arbiters 
of ‘Art’, and for what? a toxic refuse dump 
that grows no flowers, trees, food or weeds 
to sustain the greater harmony of natural 
Life 


but culture is not about sustaining anything 
but itself and draining the life from 
everything natural, so i leave my dick 
hanging out to prevent it adhering to my 
underpants or culture by accident 


walking intoxicated somewhere deep in 

the pine and eucalypt forests of Australia 
where every interrelated thing grows and 
sings in symphony, except for my sticky, 
dangling dick which culture has elevated 

to a status above its textually created Gods 


Fallen Feather 


to be a silent fart in the night 
that nobody hears not even the 
fartist is the life of a poet, this 
poet 


a bugle fashioned from brass 
emits the sound of fart, how 
inappropriate an instrument to 
play in remembrance of young, 
passionate fools dying for foreign 
monarchs and their bungling 
generals that feed naive boys 

to machine guns while they sip 
tea and discuss cricket 


poems are not read in silence like 

farts in the night they are symphonies 
of delight, horror and meaning where 
no meaning previously existed, a space 
always exists for poems not yet written 


some thunder, others whimper but the 
message remains in the lost aspirations 
of readers projecting everything except 
what was/is intended 


the sound that claws its way thru ur 
soul, the stomach punch which numbs 
the diaphragm momentarily, an Olympic 
swimmer that interjects tho this time 

i recorded the intrusion as it makes no 
difference to the outcome 


so i write this screaming silently in the 


night confident that no one will hear 
or see what it is to be completely 
misunderstood 


snow leopards do not exist in the 
tropics, it's simply a case of the wrong 
place, time and wrong everything else, 
yet it remains a poem written in the 
sparks, smoke and ash of my campfire 


Dead 


the flag, heavy with rain barely 
moves in the wind, the rotunda 
deserted; rain pellets strike the 
surface of the lake bugle and 
drum are silent, a nation without 
pity dies, inert bodies strewn 
like refuse in the field 


ur hair lifted and flowing in the 
summer breeze now drips heavy 
water, the colour of life is absent 
from ur face tho ur beauty remains 
like white porcelain, cold to the 
touch 


wild water birds shriek as they fly 
leaving a head lolling to and fro 
on the back of a black swan still 
moving but dying 


a neck broken that once held high 
the majesty of life; death has 
overtaken everything past and 
perverse making way for white 
swans and giant pelicans of 
future time 


a warning sign remains by the lake, 
“toxic” -- polluted water that 

once supported amphibians and 
birds only grows toxic algae today, 
fertilised by the folly of men 


Death and Loss 


we grieve for the dead, we 
grieve for Our loss, as the 
dead care little, they know 
there is no death -- nothing 
created can be destroyed 


change is of cosmic nature, 
flux is the only constant, no 
paradox here 


we love, and fear the loss of 
love yet the universe came 
into being for Love's sake, 
Love universal not personal, 
as the latter is selfish 


let go, live brave and victory 
is yours, there is absolutely 
nothing to fear, no loss only 
gain and that gain is universal 
of cosmic proportions, all- 
saturating infinite Love/power 


i hope u now understand 
there is nought to fear 


remain a warrior, a real heroine 
or live and die whimpering like 
the rest 


Cooking Spoon 


i needed a new cooking spoon to 
stir and serve, the old one finally 
carked it after 30 years 


by chance i bumped the owner of 
the kitchen supply shop from which 
i purchased the top quality original 


i engaged the jewish former owner 
regarding his shop and obtaining 
another spoon, approaching the 
subject obliquely -- the jewish 
gentleman was talking business, 
clearly he thought i too was jewish 
and engaged in business, why else 
would i have approached him and 
asked about his former business? 


it was quite amazing to confront the 
cross-communication of our 
conversation 


he asked which synagogue i attended, 
so to continue the conversation and 

in order to hopefully source supply 

i replied, Bon Accord Ave, where 
affluent jews attended 


he looked perplexed as he had never 
seen me in attendance, so i directly 
asked where i could obtain a similar 
spoon -- the request fell on deaf ears, 
he kept talking business in the area, 
rent escalations, etc, until it dawned, 


he had no idea about the stock he 
once sold, particularly a single cooking 
spoon, stock was simply a means to 
an end 


i had learned a valuable lesson about 
subjectivity and cultures, viewing/ 
creating and living in a specific 
cultural world 


i extended that knowledge to close 
friends and my partner whom | 

thought knew me intimately however 
focused perception occurred -- i may 
as well have been talking to that jewish 
businessman, as my female partner, 

it became evident, was focused on her 
agenda, marriage and kids, with me as 
her prospective partner when | had 
clearly explained previously, in the 
interests of honesty, that if she desired 
such she should find someone else 
who shared the same aspirations; but 
females being females, she chose to 
remain with me attempting all the while 
to convert me to her world view and 
needs, impossible! i am direct and honest 
with a very clear perspective/direction 


my friends were not much better, though 
we had behavioural and intellectual 
similarities; it became evident that each 
of us, and everyone else, lived in their 
own private worlds and dreams 


and so, at that stage of my life it became 
evident that we are born alone, live 


alone in crowds and die alone in crowds 
-- a tragic reality for most, but empowering 
for the few 


i have never settled for second best and 
have learned, when with fishermen talk 
fish, as then everyone takes you in, too 
easy; and it's not a matter of integrity, it’s 
a matter of smooth survival and obtaining 
quality kitchen spoons 


Plankton 


sea plankton luminesce in waves 
at night before crashing softly to 
the shore 


darkness is fought by the tiniest 
sea vegetation to compensate, it 
seems, for the fading light of man 
dimmed by designed ideologies 
and fantastic myths 


will they ever learn? 


day and night are inverted, sky and 
shore blur into an amorphous 
groundless space in which desperate 
people seek ‘meaning’ upon which 

to believe and fix their lives -- any 
fantasy is preferable to void and 
uncertainty 


and so the world is lost, in myth 
and dreams, far too many sub- 
scribing to the sick, selfish dreams 
of the ruling few but the beach at 
night is untouched by desperate 
fantasies 


u pull ur light summer frock over 

ur head and walk naked next to me 
along the shoreline, ur body a source 
of delight to my eyes 


u Clasp your fingers with mine and 
gently squeeze pulling me from my 


night introspections; the warm 
summer breeze lifts ur flowing hair 
mimicking the movement of the sea 
as u reel me in like a fish caught by 
a lure 


a night sky pilot is brought to ground 


Observation 


in awful dread do they face the 
day, the uncertainty of a restricted 
life 


corks in an angry ocean bobbing to 
every prevailing force, they file 
endlessly through narrow gates to 
trains and drive to their master's 
institutions to cower in fear of 
losing their meagre livelihoods and 
underpaid slave jobs though the 
entirety of their nations’ wealth, 
which they produce, is at their 
disposal but for the paralyzing 
social fear and debt chains that bind 
them tighter than a straight jacket 


the social enslaving chains bind 
the brain, reinforced daily by 
exposure to media in all its various 
forms that praise, titillate, intimidate 
and dis-empower, which narrow 
existing highways to freedom and 
joy are reduced to thin threads 
which appear as unattainable -- 

it’s a Lie, as social unity is the key 


foreseen Orwellian inversions are 
complete, the slaves and meek are 
exalted by clerics, not heroes and 
freedom fighters; hardships and 
tortures are a ‘blessing’, they say 

to be endured for a fictional heaven 
in death, another lie disseminated by 


men, not Gods, ask urself who wrote 
every religious text in existence, no 
God be assured, as it's all historically 
traceable 


but every now and then as nature sees 
fit, it imbues a few with clarity, vision 
and exceptional ability to rise above 

the herd of bleating sheep, and roar 

the same Truth that brought the cosmos 
into existence 


we dance for joy in cosmic creation 
which never repeats itself as it's infinite 
in scope, and so some selected by 
forces unseen rebel, others swim free, 
while others do what they Will, 
impervious to the slings, arrows and 
darts of the gibbering/cowering slaves 
-- no laws or rules exist for those born 
to Liberty and Freedom 


do not dread and fear the free as they 
have the key that opens to vistas of 
awe and ecstasy 


"When the Dharma is threatened | 
incarnate" -- Vishnu 


"... Beware! Beware! 

His flashing eyes, his floating hair 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 
And drunk the milk of Paradise." 
-- Kubla Khan, STC 


Muse 


i need a poem to break thru the 
discord of perversity, a lifeline 
to eternity in every poem 


save me now my muse, tho u 
never truly abandon me 


come with scintillations and sparkle 
in this black yuga and shed ur light 
to those that embrace it and burn 

bright in Truth in a world of opacity 


i need u now as now is where u live; 
breathe life into living and dead poets 
immortalised in verse 


the grains of white sand crystal slip 
thru my fingers, the roar of the sea 

in a storm on the hundred mile beach, 
the flying foam whipped by the wind 
and the sea foam of my unquenchable 
desire to reveal 


free me if only momentarily from this 
purgatory, | am urs always 


they continue to offer their warm flesh 
and slender contours but they lack soul 
which reaches beyond the beginning 
and annihilates the end where we live 
together in creation reflecting its 
mysteries to those with eyes to see 


Phosphorescence 


only on moonless nights is it seen 


the phosphorescent glow that 
surrounds and defines things in 

the night as all things emit light 

tho ever so faint, the light is seen 
by the keen eye and tuned mind, 

it defines each object tho living 
things emit a stronger light as more 
energy is generated working 
tirelessly in the night preparing 

for a different work during day 


the only real darkness is that which 
exists in the minds of men 

-- ignorance -- 

which breeds selfishness and stupidity 
to the point where entire populations 
are now reflected in the perverse 
actions of their nations 


such darkness is blacker than the 
darkest night, nothing is discerned 

or defined properly, it can’t be, so 

the denizens of that blackness attempt 
to rail against the light of day, to no 
avail, but what do the blind see? 
nothing outside their own puny 
perversity 


Die! 
Die! he roared 


i had for a period, too long to 
recall, sat at the feet of sages 
and failed to understand 


from one enlightened being i sought 
another, unsatisfied, always seeking, 
however, the last and first sage at 
whose feet i grovelled beseeching, 
looked disdainfully at this pleading 
thing, me, and slapped me so hard i 
almost lost consciousness, ‘you 
worthless idiot, how many times 
must you confront Truth and 

deny it?’ 


‘you have failed yourself so many 
times it's a wonder you have remained 
sane but here you are grovelling like 

a Slave at my feet, begging for 
enlightenment/Truth which stares you 
in the face daily’ 


‘ask yourself while you are still able, 
how is it possible for Truth to hide, 

it can no more hide than the midday 
blazing sun?’ 


‘you were born in and of Truth, all 
existence is Truth irrefutable, what 
is this seeking for something you 
already possess?’ 


He belted me hard again, 'Die you 
fool, just Die!’ 


with that shock i died to seeking and 
desire, to the rational and irrational, 
to all binary oppositions and false 
cultural values and lost what was left 
of my mind 


to this day i feel the sting of that retort 
and slap on my face yet i live in open, 
enduring glory 


my eternal thanks to that first and last 
Sage, who i finally realised was me 


Necromancer 


with the last remnants of Love and 
Harmony removed from nations/ 
populations, we live in the realm of 
the Black Arts 


necromancers abound spreading death 
in a loveless world -- ‘it’s easy,’ says 
the demon, the light of the world once 
extinguished is replaced by darkness, 

a blind world of blind people and human 
beasts hell bent on ripping out each 
others’ throats and devouring what they 
imagine is the life force, blood 


but it is a perversion, as blood is no 

more life than shit, both are products 

of the body and Life withdraws from 
bodies when bodies become uninhabitable 
due to perverse directions 


how so, you may ask? Life animates 
matter giving the appearance that bodies 
are alive, does dirt live? not likely 


Love’s progeny is Light, a guiding force 
which becomes matter dependent on 
frequency or vibration, each scale 
forming varieties distinct from the other 
yet Love is behind all creation and is 
inherently against death as it continues, 
while matter is discontinuous, it dies to 
one quality and becomes another within 
a particular sphere or realm -- each takes 
a portion of light as needed from which 


to gain 'sustenance' 


when light withdraws what has previously 
been invigorated must necessarily die 
though it takes time, as the impetus derived 
from light’s presence continues to propel 
matter but it must eventually die, as the 
world dies in view of the lack of Light today 


necromancers become leaders, leading the 
blind masses to more horrors and death, 

they are only able to lead their own kind, 
which constitute the majority today; and 

so love is lost and souls are lost to a darkness 
from which there is no escape 


yet the few that refuse the way of death 
and darkness overcome, as their light is 
impervious to the darkness of this world 
-- the power and art of necromancers 
only apply to the dead 


Forsaken 


currents alter to accommodate change, 
winds alter course affected by the heat, 
the once hidden future becomes 
predictable 


caught in the slow whirling cycles of 
change dervishes dance and mystics 
shudder in bliss, there is no force able 
to disturb the irresistible flow 


those given choice have erred and 
chosen death, a slow death of torment, 
hollowing out life in stages and yet 
they passively embrace their deaths 
as if harmonious sustainable living is 
somehow impossible 


sleepwalking to oblivion, the adversary 
triumphs over the horde, too many 
forfeit their gifts/options allowing 

dark forces to dominate the halls 

of power 


yet the immortal rose continues to 
unfurl its sacred petals in sympathy 
with the pattern of creation 


harmony and truth speak loud to those 
that have an ear, perfection and beauty 
reign supreme to those that have an eye 
though cleansing purges are visible on 
the horizon, once again the cycle is 
ready to repeat itself 


while all the while infinity dances, 
whirling, swirling in the ecstasy of 
creation though torment, for reasons 
known, is now preferred by the 
majority on this plane 


and so it will be 


Lux 


who would or could lead the blind 
in a blind world but the blind? 


light evades the blind, what do they 
know of light/truth in a world of 
darkness? 


light cannot be contained in a word, 
narrative or discourse, no amount of 
false representation approaches the 
Light, which remains unconstrained, 
un-captured, formless, infinite -- 
beyond all conception 


language is finite, limited, while Light 
is infinite limitless, who is able to 
capture infinity with the finite? 


yet we all seek the Light from which 
we came as it is our Life though we 
are subject to it as it created all things 
known and unknown 


are you able to walk without legs? 

why seek Light with the physical senses, 
they are limited by the physical world 
and Light is not apprehended by dense 
matter? 


so with deliberation seek your source, 
not with thought, which is merely 
language without articulation, all its 
signs and symbols resolve back to their 
source, culture, which is circular and 


always leads back, reproducing itself; 
it is a huge lie, nothing, no book or 
treatise produced by men is able to 
reveal truth as they were All produced 
by culture and are therefore enslaved 
by it 


Light is without bounds and if you seek 
your source be boundless, free of limiting 
thought and realise that nothing produced 
by men grants real freedom -- one form 
of slavery replaced with another is not 
freedom 


therefore be free as the unconstrained and 
all permeating Light, which is self-begotten, 
are you the progenitor or are you a created 
being subject to your creator? 


return to your source if you would truly 
be free as you carry within the spark of 
creation, which you have carried since 
before time, you are already free and 
have found what you seek but culture 
has blinded you and veils reality with 
intentional and unintentional lies/ 
fabrications 


break your culture/thought habit, it is 
poison to the soul, without it your 
consciousness would be a beacon 
displacing darkness/torment, 
ignorance 


all things emerged and resolve themselves 
in that which created them -- no-one is 
able to free you but yourself, who or what 


is superior, the God/s created by men/ 
culture or man, who created All the Gods 
and religions? 


it is really a simple matter to be free, 

mind is a cultural product that depends 

on thought for its existence, without 

mind your consciousness, which is Light, 
is liberated into itself, a radiance that 
transcends physical eyes though it is seen 
in wonder by the single eye of 
consciousness 


your liberation is delivered in an instant, 

you cannot work/labour for it, as you 
already possess it, you cannot seek it as 
you never lost it -- it only takes (thoughtless) 
awareness, which sublime quality cannot 

be captured or described by words, signs, 
or symbols 


You have nothing to grasp but your true, 
luminous, Self 


Toward 


its stillness draws me, the lake is 
mirror still tonight, a motionless 
mist hangs above it 


transported away from the shrill 
of town, people, the lake is more 
than it seems granting more than 
peace, its stillness draws into its 
depths, blacker than a moonless 
night 


enter and find ur rest, tho this is 

a projection not of the lake 

but of my tedium and the inability 
of the world to find peace and 
harmony which it had before 
Abraham spread his poisonous 
seed -- hollow dreams, trinkets 
and tinsel are the empty promises 
that feed impoverished minds 


of what use are these transparent lies? 
they do not fascinate or satisfy an 
experienced soul weary from too 

many sojourns into lost worlds 


yet paradise rests hidden in the 
bones, i/we feel it, but no map or 
indication is hinted, only its powerful 
silent call, u have had enough, why 
persist in folly, i am waiting for ur 
return 


the call is strong, the origin never 


ceases its pleas, imploring ceaselessly 
-- what a curse to know and not 
behold and embrace, why does it 
beckon, not for the cessation of futile 
pursuits or death but for triumph, 

a hero’s reward? 


the dark night is cool but not without 
comfort, the lake speaks silently 
knowing my thoughts, responding 
with its perfect peace 


dawn would soon dissolve the blanket 
of night and awaken the noise and 
static that cities and towns offer, but 
this is how it must be there is nowhere 
else to go when everything loses its 
allure 


in the last darkness before the 
screaming dawn a haunting familiar 
voice whispers, | have not abandoned 
you u are closer than u think, supreme 
peace to you, my enduring Love 


Contradiction 


it dawned on me as dawn itself 
that all my research into the 
Mahayana amounted to nothing -- 
it was obvious from the start, 
Nirvana or the quintessential 
state is beyond the known and 
unknown 


Nirvana must be apprehended, 
experienced not written about 
or discussed 


and yet i have wasted so much 
time pursuing a contradiction, 
foolishly attempting to capture 
the infinite with the finite, it was 
the Heart Sutra that jolted me 


it stated as much, it destroyed all 
the tenets of doctrinal Buddhism 
in poetic verse, i should have 
known 


my ‘doctrinal thesis’ follows: 


artificial lakes with fake islands 

for introduced water birds to 

breed and nest safely, tamed swans 
and ducks mostly 


today i stroll on the manicured lawns 
of this park, a black swan, originally 
from Western Australia, seemed to 
charge at me 


then stopped abruptly threatening/ 
dancing it seemed with its wings 
outstretched and lolling its long 
curved neck, indeed, it had learned 
to beg humans for food and lost its 
identity in the process, as the water 
catchment is now lost to a manicured 
park 


its mate also approached but with a 
different attitude and movements, it 
was not begging for food and seemed 
to care less about me 


its movements were speech to its 

mate that turned and entered the 
polluted lake, i watched them both 

land on the artificial island in the 

centre and disappear in the undergrowth, 
most probably to attend to their nest 


humans engaged in picnics, barbecues 
and beer, it is an Australian park 
after all 


i had nothing to sizzle on a park hotplate, 
now installed with gas bottles, so i 
turned into the ochre sunset and threw 

a fake silver coin into the fake lake 

and resumed my journey 


Stranger 


would u mourn a caged bird that 
takes flight from captivity? 
i think not 


why then stranger do u mourn a 
soul that escapes the body which 
has held it captive? giving up the 
ghost is no cause for sorrow, what 
u mourn is Your loss, a selfish thing 


aware spirits are happy to leave the 
mortal coil and enter a rarefied plane 
more suitable to their particular needs, 
no toiling for gross foods to feed gross 
bodies, no defecating, urinating, 
shaving, menstruation or fluid 
exchanges 


has it occurred to u that spirits mourn 
those trapped in bodies, lost to the 
finer realms of existence? would u 
trade a life free of dis-ease, for a body 
wracked from head to toe? | hope not 


consider ur imagination, limitless, 
unmolested and free to conjure 
whatever it pleases; it is not material, 
consciousness is not physical yet 
because u are imprisoned u falsely 
imagine ur mind is also trapped; not 
by anything except what u falsely 
believe 


u were created free and remain free 


the challenge of this earth existence 

is to create a free paradise on this 
plane, and what a fuckin’ mess u 

have made of that yet u mourn those 
that have escaped, get ur priorities 
straight before ur false beliefs condemn 
ur mind to live in a prison permanently 


u see, slavery only exists on this earth 
plane which u have transformed into 
a hell 


u are free any time u choose yet u 
continue to slave, i Suppose it’s 
symptomatic, as is mourning freed 
spirits -- notice i make a distinction, 
as spirits are only free if they have 
learned they are not imprisoned, 
nothing is able to confine a spirit — 
you confine and imprison yourself 


Ploughed 


in the deep furrows of memory 
danger lurks ready to paralyse 
those who dare explore abuse, 
terror, nightmares and daymares, 
the horrid misalignments of life 
trying so desperately to remain 
afloat in a sea of turmoil 


but dare i did -- fools rush in -- 

and was immediately stung by 

the scorpion’s poisonous tail; 

i could see it all, gruesome, 

painful and grotesque, from the 
birth canal, abusive toilet training 
and every torture defiling innocence 
onward 


including dying a few times to be 
saved in the nick, an infant drowning, 
an overdose 


after confrontation the painful poison 
diminished and i decided to plant 
new experiences of beauty and 
harmony to replace the horrors 


jumping head-first into everything 

i refused to allow trauma to dictate 
my life, i ploughed old fields and 
planted new seeds that would grow 
and overcome the tendrils and vines 
that were dragging me under until 
my new plantation produced the 


sweetest poetic fruits and spiritual 
sustenance, food fit for gods 


Waves 


ocean waves mimic, driven by the 
same force that pushes everything to 
the shoreless sea 


breaking into pluralistic existence tho 
supported by the same singular force 
that drives everything back into itself 


to return again as a fresh wave that 
propelled you/me into existence only 

to withdraw again, absorb its essence 
and thrust all existence into uncertainty 
leaving only a faint glimmer of itSelf 
though enough to bring forth everything 
that is and will be only to be re-absorbed 
back into new possibilities repeating the 
cycle endlessly until Liberation 


though with each roll and break 

a new unique game is played 
offering a chance to rob existence 
of repetitive dullness/bondage 
and the notion of separation 


Overhang 


bloody Aussie, there he goes again, 
fair suck of the sav, i mean really, 
why disguise a phallus with a phallic 
symbol when sucking a cock is raw 
and gratifying if not for two at least 
one? 


there he goes coming the raw prawn 
but nobody is buying, stick with 
english, slang is too confining 


yea, yea, consider for whom i am 
writing, all those bronzed melanomas 
in their budgie smugglers waiting 
their turn for onion joyce and adele 
turning it on for the boys, we're 
always ready they say 


ready for what? 

a rock ledge, stinking towel and the 
clap, nah, i'll speak the language of 
the raw event and the sub-culture it 
fits, unlike disinfected english or the 
rancour of formal australian 


ok, Okay, I’m just gallivanting, but i’d 
rather be shit-faced, there's always a 
slab, rollies and a joint at the surf club 


Apprehension 


that oddity which transforms a 
glance into a cosmic reaction 
seems lost, where are you today? 


i Know, the same place u've 

always been but i’ve lost something 
special, important, the flight of a 
sunrise at midnight and the hum 

of spring that once penetrated 

my bones, where are you now? 


perhaps i have overdone it, burned 
myself out like the blank page of 
a defunct writer 


i wish like a child for the violet 
eruption of ur embrace, the lack 
of which has hollowed out my soul 


if i had it one more time i would 
never let it go, but that’s what all 
bankrupt souls say, you see, | have 
lost it 


In Plain Sight 


today there is no better location to 

hide anything -- populations world- 

wide are unable to see what is before 
their noses but believe all manner of 
lies/propaganda and fabricated fantasies 


i should know i am a scribe, skilled 

in the belief arts (langue) which today 
are called, marketing, PR and 
‘perception management’ 


leading culture-formed slaves is simply 
a matter of exploiting the weaknesses 
created in the socialisation process 


look around you now, you see the victory 
of myths and religious/ideological 
fantasies and the assassination of Reality/ 
Truth, which lies manufacture slaves 
whether they think they believe or not 
they remain in the bind, as disbelief 

is the binary opposition of belief, which 
binds with psychological chains stronger 
than iron as these chains reside in the 
head and are of the slave’s own making 
tho taught the process of manufacture 
by culture 


and so i would hide Truth under the 
very noses of the blind(ed) that imagine 
they see; there is no safer place to hide 
anything of value, Freedom or instance, 
in plain sight 


recall old Lao’s poem recorded in 600BC: 


"if not for the notion of beauty there would 
be no ugliness, if not for the notion of good 
there would be no evil. 


Polarities alternate one with the other 
[qualify each other] and are mutually bound 
in perpetual conflict/opposition. 


The wise man (Sage) therefore achieves action 
through non-action and imparts his teaching 
silently as the Way (Tao) imparts all things 

that can be known, naturally and easily." 


therein lies freedom from the known cultural 
bind of oppositions in a few sentences and 
how very sweet that freedom is 


Transition 


night follows day as twilight, no 
light-switch changes in nature, 
transitions are usually smooth tho 
borders/boundaries between 
temporal states are sometimes 
squeezed when lightning strikes 
from dark clouds on an otherwise 
warm, sunny day 


i leave u return, one day our 
movements may synchronise 

so we both come together, leave 
and return together but as it stands 
it’s a futile expectation 


two distinct patterns, one spontaneous 
the other learned, too tidy to be real 
tho one pattern is always distinct the 
other is shared with anal personalities 
in every society 


how the fuck did such a personality 
find me attractive? perhaps it was 
unconscious need, the need to erupt 
into chaos and birth a fertile future 


feel my pulsing quasar throbs of light 
they are synchronised like my habits 
and pursed like my anus unlike ur 
semantic farts that u call poetry 


yes | understand, philistines are the 
majority in every society, farts indeed, 
don't u understand art when u see it? 


of course, the symmetry of a freshly 
laid table with silver shining knives, 
spoons and forks, tho u would use 
those words metaphorically 


O, that dinner table, the one we once 
fucked on and u pissed all over when 
u came and i went 


Quest 


i loved u before i was and when i 
became i loved u more 


emerging from primordial vapours 
without an identity but a burning 
love for You only 


i remembered when u cast me into 
existence with a kiss that tattooed 
my forming heart, formed to serve 
and love you until time itself died 
of exhaustion, spent, maintaining 
my search for You only 


i remember ur parting words, ‘find 
me so we may both live and continue 
in this eternal Love’ 


and so without direction i searched 
through lives and experiences, all 
of which brought me closer to You, 
tho i had no idea where u were but 
somehow always knew the distance 
between us 


ur final words perplex me to this day 
‘find me that we may both live ...’, 
implying that if i fail we would both 
perish in the void 


overwhelmed by the urgency i fought 
all manner of obstructions to reach a 
nearer proximity; i feel You now more 
than ever before 


spurred on by this quickening and 
much wiser from the lessons of 
experience, i now sail home to You 
carried magnetically like a Phoenix 
riding cosmic currents while always 
deftly manoeuvring around threats 
and obstacles 


i care little for myself, however, under 
no circumstances would i allow u to 

be absorbed by the void, a space 
reserved for meaningless and lost lives 


i must find you, to save you, perhaps 
i was given a great gift to know what 
i must do in existence, return to You 

and become again with You together 
as One 


some Say i was cursed, referring to the 
many tortures i have suffered in my 
search, perhaps, but the pains and 
tribulations only brought me closer 

so i would invite the increase in power 
of this curse, as i know it ends 

in Union 


never fear my Love, emancipation is 
nearer than we both may think 


i am so near i understand only now 
that my love is your Love, the Love 
that set all existence in motion 


Mute 


far more eloquent than speech is 
silence, how is one able to respond 
to subtle variations while screeching 
and gibbering from vocal cords 

and lips? 


there, where frequencies speak 
plainly in silent inaudible tones 

or hearing the sound of whirring 
galaxies and other symphonic 
sounds captured only by silencing 
the primitive mouth and listening -- 
that is where true communication 
occurs 


of course we are able to articulate 
but preference is given to the 
infinite lexicon of existence over 
the babble and shrill of ‘civilised’ 
men 


Timeless 


(The Secret of the Threefold Monad) 


those magical moments when a glance, 
a gesture or smile rupture the cosmos 
and all its power, beauty and ineffable 
Love pour through drenching being 

and dissolving all cultural lies 


if i could love u simply because of a 
moment, if i could appear and disappear 
simultaneously u would know me but 
while u search for an identity u have no 
hope of finding me 


rapture is my name and infinity my home 
where nothing exists that is fixed or able 
to be located 


cease ur endless search for what does 
not exist, a separate, individual identity, 
which i have gladly offered for my 
freedom and the flux of the unexplained, 
description-less and unformed from 
which everything is formed 


look behind what u see and see me 
immeasurable against the firmament 
which is dwarfed by that endless 
moment of rupture/rapture; it is 
those moments only that open the 
door to infinity, unplanned, unsought 
but discovered 


if it was an object i would gladly offer 


it to u, but if the hand of the Creator 
is unable to grasp it do not expect the 
impossible 


though if u able to catch the wind or 
contain the ocean in a thimble u would 
make progress 


a thunderbolt is silenced by its pleasing, 
continuous roar -- offer ur naked self in 
Love not of me but Love unconditionally 
then u would find and embrace ‘me’ 


however, if u diligently persist in ur 
search, u would find something surprising, 
u would find urself within what u imagine 
is me reflecting whatever passes by 


i am unable to describe it better than the 
following dialogue between the power, 
Shakti, the glory, Siva as Bhairava the 
fierce, who destroys all illusions, and 
You the third quality in this Trinity. 

read and be absorbed in the Trika: 


Vijnanabhairava Tantra (Divine Consciousness) 


Bhairava and Bhairavi, lovingly united in the same knowledge, left 
the undifferentiated state so their dialogue may enlighten all beings. 


1. Bhairava’s Shakti, Bhairavi, said: 


O God, who manifests the universe and makes light of this 
manifestation, you are none else than my Self. | have received the 
teachings of the Trika which is the quintessence of all the scriptures. 
However, | still have some doubts. 


2-4. O God, from the standpoint of absolute reality, what is the 
essential nature of Bhairava? Does it reside in the energy of the 
phonemes? In the realization of Bhairava’s essential nature? In a 
particular mantra? In the three Shakti? In the presence of the mantra 
which lives in every word? In the power of the mantra present in 
each particle of the universe? Does it reside in the chakras? In the 
sound Ha? Or is it only the Shakti? 


5-6. That which is composed, is it born out of both immanent and 
transcendent energy, or only out of immanent energy? If it were the 
product of transcendent energy only, then transcendence itself would 
have no object. Transcendence cannot be differentiated in sounds 
and particles for its undivided nature cannot be expressed in the 
many. 


7-10. O Lord, may your grace do away with my doubts! 


Excellent! Your questions, O Beloved, are the essence of the 
Tantras. | will reveal to you a secret teaching. All that is perceived as 
a composed form of the sphere of Bhairava must be considered as 
phantasmagoria, magical illusion, a ghost city hanging in the sky. 
Such a description only aims to drive those who fall prey to illusion 
and mundane activity towards contemplation. Such teachings are 
meant for those who are interested in rituals and external practices 
and stuck in duality. 


11-13. From an absolute standpoint, Bhairava is not associated with 
letters, nor with phonemes, nor with the three Shakti, nor with 
breaking through the chakras, nor with any other belief, and Shakti 
does not constitute his essence. All these concepts taught in the 
scriptures are aimed at those whose mind is still too immature to 
grasp the supreme reality. They are mere appetizers meant to spur 
aspirants toward ethical behavior and spiritual practice so that they 
can realize some day that the ultimate nature of Bhairava is not 
separate from their own Self. 


14-17. Mystical ecstasy isn’t subject to dualistic thought, it is 


completely free from any notion of location, space or time. This truth 
can only be touched by experience. It can only be reached by those 
entirely freed from duality and ego, and firmly, fully established in the 
consciousness of the Self. This state of Bhairava is filled with the 
pure bliss of unity between tantrika and the universe. Only this state 
is the Shakti. In the reality of one’s own nature thus recognized, 
containing the entire universe, one reaches the highest sphere. Who 
then could be worshipped? Who then could be fulfilled by this 
worship? Only this condition recognized as supreme is the great 
Goddess. 


18-19. Since there is no difference between the Shakti and the one 
who embodies her, nor between substance and object, the Shakti is 
identical to the Self. The energy of the flames is nothing but the fire. 
All distinction is but a prelude to the path of true knowledge. 


20-21. The one who reaches the Shakti grasps the non-distinction 
between Shiva and Shakti and enters the door to the divine. As 
space is recognized when illuminated by sun rays, so Shiva is 
recognized through the energy of Shakti, which is the essence of the 
Self. 


22-23. O supreme God! You who bears a trident and a garland of 
skulls, how to reach the absolute plenitude of the Shakti which 
transcends all notions, all descriptions and abolishes time and 
space? How to realize this non-separation from the universe? In 
what sense is it said that the supreme Shakti is the secret door to the 
state of Bhairava? Can you answer in common language these 
absolute questions? 


24. The supreme Shakti reveals herself when inbreath and outbreath 
are born and die at the two extreme points, top and bottom. Thus, 
between two breaths, experience infinite space. 


25. Between inbreath and outbreath, between stopping and going, 
when breath stands still at the two extreme points, inner heart and 
outer heart, two empty spaces will be revealed to you: Bhairava and 


Bhairavi. 


26. With a relaxed body when exhaling and inhaling, lose your mind 
and perceive your heart, the energy center where the absolute 
essence of Bhairava flows. 


27. When you have breathed in or out completely, when the breath 
movement stops on its own, in this universal lull, the thought of "me" 
disappears and the Shakti reveals herself. 


28. Consider the Shakti as bright, subtler and subtler light, carried 
upwards through the lotus stem, from center to center, by the energy 
of the breath. When it subsides in the upper center, it is Bhairava's 
awakening. 


29. The heart opens up and, from center to center, Kundalini rushes 
up like lightening. Then Bhairava's glory is manifested. 


30. Meditate on the twelve energy centers, the twelve related letters 
and free yourself from materiality to reach the supreme subtlety of 
Shiva. 


31. Focus your attention between your eyebrows, keep your mind 
free from any dualistic thought, let your form be filled with breath 
essence up to the top of your head and there, soak in radiant 
spatiality. 


32. Imagine the five colored circles of a peacock feather to be your 
five senses disseminated in unlimited space and reside in the 
spatiality of your own heart. 


33. Void, wall, whatever the object of contemplation, it is the matrix 
of the spatiality of your own mind. 


34. Close your eyes, see the whole space as if it were absorbed in 
your own head, direct your gaze inward and there, see the spatiality 
of your true nature. 


35. The inner channel is the Goddess, like a lotus stem, red inside, 
blue outside. It runs across your body. Meditating on its internal 
vacuity, you will reach divine spatiality. 


36. Plug the seven openings of your head with your fingers and 
merge into the bindu, the infinite soace between your eyebrows. 


37. If you meditate in your heart, in the upper center or between your 
eyes, the spark which dissolves discursive thought will ignite; you will 
then melt into supreme consciousness. 


38. Enter the center of spontaneous sound which resonates on its 
own like the uninterrupted sound of a waterfall. Or, sticking your 
fingers in your ears, hear the sound of sounds and reach Brahman, 
the immensity. 


39. O Bhairavi, sing OM, the mantra of the love union of Shiva and 
Shakti, slowly and consciously. Enter the sound and when it fades 
away, Slip into freedom of being. 


40. Focus on the emergence or the disappearance of a sound, then 
reach the ineffable plenitude of the void. 


41. By being totally present to song, to music, enter spatiality with 
each sound which rises and dissolves into it. 


42. Visualize a letter, let yourself be filled by its radiance. With open 
awareness, enter first the sonority of the letter, then a subtler and 
subtler sensation. When the letter dissolves into space, be free. 


43. When you contemplate the luminous spatiality of your own body 
radiating in every direction, you free yourself from duality and you 
merge into space. 


44. lf you contemplate simultaneously spatiality above and at the 
base, then bodiless energy will carry you beyond dualistic thought. 


45. Reside simultaneously in the spatiality at the base, in your heart 
at above your head. Thus, in the absence of dualistic thought, divine 
consciousness blossoms. 


46. In one moment, perceive non-duality in one spot of your body, 
penetrate this limitless space and reach the essence freed from 
duality. 


47. O gazelle-eyed one, let ether pervade your body, merge in the 
indescribable spatiality of your own mind. 


48. Suppose your body to be pure radiant spatiality contained by 
your skin and reach the limitless. 


49. O beauty! Senses disseminated in your heart space, perceive 
the essence of the Shakti as indescribably fine gold powder which 
glitters in your heart and from there pours into space. Then you will 
know supreme bliss. 


50. When your body is pervaded with consciousness, your one- 
pointed mind dissolves into your heart and you penetrate reality. 


51. Fix your mind in your heart when engaged in worldly activity, thus 
agitation will disappear and in a few days the indescribable will 
happen. 


52. Focus on a fire, fierier and fierier, which raises from your feet and 
burns you entirely. When there is nothing left but ashes scattered by 
the wind, know the tranquillity of space which returns to space. 


53. See the entire world as a blazing inferno. Then, when all has 
turned into ashes, enter bliss. 


54. If subtler and subtler tattvas are absorbed into their own origin, 
the supreme Goddess will be revealed to you. 


55. Reach an intangible breath focused between your eyes, then 
when the light appears let the Shakti come down to your heart and 
there, in the radiant presence, at the moment of sleep, attain the 
mastery of dreams and know the mystery of death itself. 


56. Consider the entire universe to be dissolving in subtler and 
subtler forms until it merges into pure consciousness. 


57. lf, boundless in space, you meditate on Shiva tattva which is the 
quintessence of the entire universe, you will know ultimate ecstasy. 


58. O Great goddess, perceive the spatiality of the universe, and 
become the jar which contains it. 


59. Look at a bowl or a container without seeing its sides or the 
matter which composes it. In little time become aware of space. 


60. Abide in an infinitely spacious place, devoid of trees, hills, 
dwellings. Let your gaze dissolve in empty space, until your mind 
relaxes. 


61. In the empty space which separates two instants of awareness, 
radiant spatiality is revealed. 


62. Just as you get the impulse to do something, stop. Then, being 
no more in the preceding impulse nor in the following one, realization 
blossoms intensely. 


63. Contemplate over the undivided forms of your own body and 
those of the entire universe as being of an identical nature. Thus will 
your omnipresent being and your own form rest in unity and you will 
reach the very nature of consciousness. 


64. In any activity, concentrate on the gap between inbreath and 
outbreath. Thus attain to bliss. 


65. Feel your substance: bone, flesh and blood, saturated with 


cosmic essence, and know supreme bliss. 


66. O gazelle-eyed beauty, consider the winds to be your own body 
of bliss. When you quiver, reach the luminous presence. 


67. When your senses shiver and you mind becomes still, enter the 
energy of breath, and, when you feel pins and needles, know 
supreme joy. 


68. When you practice a sex ritual, let thought reside in the quivering 
of your senses like wind in the leaves, and reach the celestial bliss of 
ecstatic love. 


69. At the start of the union, be in the fire of the energy released by 
intimate sensual pleasure. Merge into the divine Shakti and keep 
burning in space, avoiding the ashes at the end. These delights are 
in truth those of the Self. 


70. O goddess! The sensual pleasure of the intimate bliss of union 
can be reproduced at any moment by the radiant presence of the 
mind which remembers intensely this pleasure. 


71. When you meet again with a loved one, be in this bliss totally 
and penetrate the luminous space. 


72. At the time of euphoria and expansion caused by delicate foods 
and drinks, be total in this delight and, through it, taste supreme 
bliss. 


73. Merge in the joy felt at the time of musical pleasure or pleasure 
from other senses. If you immerse in this joy, you reach the divine. 


74. Wherever you find satisfaction, the very essence of bliss will be 
revealed to you if you remain in this place without mental wavering. 


75. At the point of sleep, when sleep has not yet come and 
wakefulness vanishes, at this very point, know the supreme 


Goddess. 


76. In summer, when your gaze dissolves in the endlessly clear sky, 
penetrate this light which is the essence of your own mind. 


77. You will enter the spatiality of your own mind at the moment 
when intuition frees itself through steadiness of gaze, love 
uninterrupted sucking, violent feelings, agony or death. 


78. Conformably seated, feet and hands unsupported, enter the 
space of ineffable fullness. 


79. In a comfortable position, hands open at shoulder level, an area 
of radiant spatiality gradually pervades the armpits, ravishes the 
heart and brings about profound peace. 


80. Steadily gazing without blinking at a pebble, a piece of wood, or 
any other ordinary object, thought loses all props and rapidly attains 
to Shiva/Shakti. 


81. Open your mouth, place your mind in your tongue at the center 
of the oral cavity, exhale with the sound HA and know a peaceful 
presence to the world. 


82. Laying flat, see your body as supportless. Let your thought 
dissolve into space, and then the contents of the inner core 
consciousness will dissolve too, and you will experience pure 
presence, freed from dreams. 


83. O Goddess, enjoy the extremely slow movements of your body, 
of a mount, of a vehicle and, with peace in mind, sink into divine 
spirit. 


84. Gaze at a very clear sky without blinking. Tensions dissolve 
along with your gaze and then reach the awesome steadiness of 
Bhairava. 


85. Enter the radiant spatiality of Bhairava scattered in your own 
head, leave space and time, be Bhairava. 


86. When you reach Bhairava by dissolving duality when awake, 
when this spatial presence continues into dream, and when you then 
cross the night of deep sleep as the very form of Bhairava, know the 
infinite splendor of awake consciousness. 


87. During a dark and moonless night, eyes open in the dark, let 
your whole being melt into this obscurity and attain to the form of 
Bhairava. 


88. Eyes closed, dissolve into darkness, then open your eyes and 
identify with the awesome form of Bhairava. 


89. When an obstacle gets in the way of gratification through senses, 
seize this instant of spatial emptiness which is the very essence of 
meditation. 


90. With all your being, utter a word ending in "AH" and in the "H" let 
yourself be swept away by the gushing flow of wisdom. 


91. When you focus your structure-free mind on the final sound of a 
letter, immensity is revealed. 


92. Waking, sleeping, dreaming, consciousness free from any prop, 
know yourself as radiant spatial presence. 


93. Pierce a place on your body and, through this one spot, attain to 
the radiant domain of Bhairava. 


94. When through contemplation, ego, active intellect and mind are 
revealed as empty, any form becomes a limitless space and the very 
root of duality dissolves. 


95. Illusion perturbs, the five sheaths obstruct vision, separations 
imposed by dualistic thought are artificial. 


96. When you become aware of a desire, consider it the time of a 
snap of fingers, then suddenly let go. Then it returns to the space it 
just came out of. 


97. Before desiring, before knowing: "Who am |, where am I?" such 
is the true nature of |, such is the spatial depth of reality. 


98. When desire or knowledge have manifested, forget their object 
and focus your mind on object-less desire or knowledge as being the 
Self. Then you will reach deep reality. 


99. Any particular knowledge is deceptive. When thirst for knowledge 
arises, immediately realize the spatiality of knowledge itself and be 
Shiva/Shakti. 


100. Consciousness is everywhere, there is no differentiation. 
Realize this deeply and thus triumph over time. 


101. In a state of extreme desire, anger, greed, confusion, pride or 
envy, enter your own heart and discover the underlying peace. 


102. If you perceive the entire universe as phantasmagoria, an 
ineffable joy will arise in you. 


103. O Bhairavi, do not reside in pleasure nor in pain, instead be 
constantly in the ineffable spatial reality which links them. 


104. When you realize that you are in every thing, the attachment to 
body dissolves, joy and bliss arise. 


105. Desire exists in you as in every thing. Realize that it also 
resides in objects and in all that the mind can grasp. Then, 
discovering the universality of desire, enter its radiant space. 


106. Every living being perceives subject and object, but the tantrika 
resides in their union. 


107. Feel the consciousness of each being as your own. 


108. Free the mind of all props and attain to non-duality. Then, 
gazelle-eyed one, limited self becomes absolute Self. 


109. Shiva is omnipresent, omnipotent and omniscient. Since you 
have the attributes of Shiva, you are similar to him. Recognize the 
divine in yourself. 


110. Waves are born of the ocean and get lost in it, flames arise and 
die, the sun shows up then vanishes. So does everything find its 
source in spatiality and returns to it. 


111. Wander or dance to exhaustion in utter spontaneity. Then, 
suddenly, drop to the ground and in this fall be total. There absolute 
essence is revealed. 


112. Suppose you are gradually deprived of energy and knowledge. 
At the moment of this dissolution, your true being will be revealed. 


113. O Goddess, hear the ultimate mystical teaching: you need only 
fix your gaze onto space without blinking to attain to the spatiality of 
your own mind. 


114. Stop sound perception by plugging your ears. Contracting the 
anus, start resonating and touch that which is not subject to space or 
time. 


115. At the edge of a well, gaze motionless into its depths until 
wonder seizes you and merge into space. 


116. When your mind wanders externally or internally, it is then 
precisely that the shaivist state manifests. Where could thought take 
refuge to not savor this state? 


117. Spirit is in you and all around you. When all is pure spatial 


consciousness, attain the essence of plenitude. 


118. In stupor, anxiety, extreme feelings, at the edge of a precipice, 
running from the battlefield, in hunger or terror, or even when you 
sneeze, the essence of the spatiality of your own mind can be 
seized. 


119. When the sight of a certain place brings back memories, let 
your mind relive these instants; then, when memories fade away, 
one step further, know omnipresence. 


120. Look at an object, then slowly withdraw your eyes. Then 
withdraw your thoughts and become the receptacle of ineffable 
plenitude. 


121. The intuition which springs from the intensity of passionate 
devotion flows into space, frees you and lets you attain to the 
domain of Shiva/Shakti. 


122. Attention focused on a single object, you penetrate any object. 
Relax then in the spatial plenitude of your own Self. 


123. Purity praised by ignorant religious people seems impure to the 
tantrika. Free yourself from dualistic thought, and do not consider 
anything as pure or impure. 


124. Understand that the spatial reality of Bhairava is present in 
every thing, in every being, and be this reality. 


125. Happiness resides in equality between extreme feelings. 
Reside in your own heart and attain to plenitude. 


126. Free yourself from hatred as well as from attachment. Then, 
knowing neither aversion nor bond, slip into the divine inside your 
own heart. 


127. Open and sweet-hearted one, meditate on what cannot be 


known, what cannot be grasped. All duality being out of reach, where 
could consciousness settle to escape from ecstasy? 


128. Contemplate empty space, attain to non-perception, non- 
distinction, the elusive, beyond being and not-being: reach non- 
space. 


129. When thought is drawn to an object, utilize this energy. Go 
beyond the object, and there, fix your thought on this empty and 
luminous space. 


130. Bhairava is one with your radiant consciousness; singing the 
name of Bhairava, one becomes Shiva. 


131. When you state: "I exist", "I think this or that", "such thing 
belongs to me", touch that which is unfounded and beyond such 
statements, know the limitless and find peace. 


132. "Eternal, omnipotent, supportless, Goddess of the whole 
manifested world..." Be that one and attain to Shiva/Shakti. 


133. What you call universe is an illusion, a magical appearance. To 
be happy, consider it as such. 


134. Without dualistic thought, what could limit consciousness? 
135. In reality, bond and liberation exist only for those who are 
terrified by the world and ignore their fundamental nature: the 


universe is reflected in the mind like the sun on the waters. 


136. At the moment where your attention awakens through sensory 
organs, enter the spatiality of your own heart. 


137. When knower and known are one and the same, the Self 
shines brightly. 


138. O beloved, when mind, intellect, energy and limited self vanish, 


then appears the wonderful Bhairava. 


139. O Goddess, | just taught you one hundred and twelve dharana. 
One who knows them escapes from dualistic thought and attains to 
perfect knowledge. 


140. One who realizes one single of these dharana becomes 
Bhairava himself. His word gets enacted and he obtains the power to 
transmit the Shakti at will. 


141-144. O Goddess, the being who masters one single of these 
practices frees himself from old age and death, he acquires 
supernormal powers, all yogini and yogin cherish him and he 
presides over their secret meetings. Liberated in the very middle of 
activity and reality, he is free. 


The Goddess said: 


O Lord, let us follow this wonderful reality which is the nature of the 
supreme Shakti! Who then is worshipped? Who is the worshipper? 
Who enters contemplation? Who is contemplated? Who gives the 
oblation and who receives it? What gets sacrificed and to whom? 


O gazelle-eyed one, all these practices are those of the external 
path. They fit gross aspirations. 


145. Only the contemplation of the highest reality is the practice of 
the tantrika. What resonates spontaneously in oneself is the mystical 
formula. 


146. A stable and character-less mind, there is true contemplation. 
Colorful visualizations of divinities are nothing but artifice. 


147. Worship does not consist in offerings but in the realization that 
the heart is supreme consciousness, free from dualistic thought. In 
perfect ardor, Shiva/Shakti dissolve in the Self. 


148. If one penetrates one single of the yoga described here, one 
will know a plenitude spreading from day to day to reach the highest 
perfection. 


149. When one casts into the fire of supreme reality the five 
elements, the senses and their objects, the dualistic mind and even 
vacuity, then there is true offering to the Gods. 


150-151. O supreme Goddess, here the sacrifice is nothing else than 
spiritual satisfaction characterized by bliss. The real pilgrimage, O 
Parvati, is the absorption in the Shakti which destroys all stains and 
protects all beings. How could there be another kind of worship and 
who would be worshipped? 


152. The essence of the Self is universal. It is autonomy, bliss and 
consciousness. Absorption in this essence is the ritual bath. 


153. Offerings, devotee, supreme Shakti are but one. This is 
supreme devotion. 


154. Breath comes out, breath comes in, sinuous in itself. Perfectly 
tuned to the breath, Kundalini, the Great Goddess, rises up. 
Transcendent and immanent, she is the highest place of pilgrimage. 


155. Thus, deeply established in the rite of the great bliss, fully 
present to the rise of divine energy, thanks to the Goddess, the yogin 
will attain to supreme Bhairava. 


155 a - 156. Air is exhaled with the sound SA and inhaled with the 
sound HAM. Then reciting of the mantra HAMSA is continuous. 
Breath is the mantra, repeated twenty-one thousand times, day and 
night. It is the mantra of the great Goddess. 


157-160. O Goddess! | just gave you the ultimate, unsurpassed 
mystical teachings. Let them only be taught to generous beings, to 
those who revere the Masters’ lineage, to the intuitive minds freed 
from cognitive wavering and doubt and to those who will practice 


them. For without practice, transmission gets diluted, and those who 
had the wonderful opportunity to receive these teachings return to 
suffering and illusion even though they have held an eternal treasure 
in their hands. 


O God, | have now grasped the heart of the teachings and the 
quintessence of tantra. This life will have to be left behind, but why 
renounce the heart of the Shakti? As space is recognized when lit by 
sunrays, so is Shiva recognized through the energy of Shakti which 
is the essence of the Self. 


Then, Shiva and Shakti, glowing in bliss, merged again in the 
undifferentiated. 


The above same message encoded below in the Heart Sutra of 
Mahayana Buddhism 


Heart Sutra 


When the Bodhisattva Avalokitesvara, 

Was Coursing in the Deep Prajna Paramita, 
He Perceived That All Five Skandhas 

Are Empty, Thus He Overcame All Ills 

and Suffering. 


Oh, Sariputra, Form Does not Differ 
From the Void, And the Void Does Not 
Differ From Form. Form is Void and 
Void is Form; The Same is True For 
Feelings, Perceptions, Volitions and 
Consciousness. 


Sariputra, the Characteristics of the 
Voidness of All Dharmas Are Non-Arising, 
Non-Ceasing, Non-Defiled, Non-Pure, 
Non-Increasing, Non-Decreasing. 


Therefore, in the Void There Are No Forms, 
No Feelings, Perceptions, Volitions or 
Consciousness. 


No Eye, Ear, Nose, Tongue, Body or Mind; 
No Form, Sound, Smell, Taste, Touch or Mind Object; 
No Realm of the Eye. Until We Come to No realm of Consciousness. 


No ignorance and Also No Ending of Ignorance, 
Until We Come to No Old Age and Death and 
No Ending of Old Age and Death. 


Also, There is No Truth of Suffering, 

Of the Cause of Suffering, 

Of the Cessation of Suffering, Nor of the Path. 

There is No Wisdom, and There is No Attainment Whatsoever. 
Because There is Nothing to Be Attained, 

The Bodhisattva Relying On Prajna Paramita Has 

No Obstruction in His Mind. 

Because There is No Obstruction, He Has no Fear, 

And He passes Far Beyond Confused Imagination. 

And Reaches Ultimate Nirvana. 

The Buddhas of the Past, Present and Future, 

By Relying on Prajna Paramita 

Have Attained Supreme Enlightenment. 

Therefore, the Prajna Paramita is the Great Magic Spell, 


The Spell of Illumination, the Supreme Spell, 
Which Can Truly Protect One From All Suffering Without Fail. 


Therefore He Uttered the Spell of Prajnaparamita, 
Saying Gate, Gate, Paragate, Parasamgate, Bodhi Svaha. 


Note how the above Sutra seems to completely 
subvert the teachings/doctrines of Buddhism, 
yet it is the quintessential Heart of Buddhism. 

| also refer readers to the “Flower Sermon” of 
the Buddha, during which he did not utter a 
word. The ‘silent’ sermon was understood only 
by Buddha’s most ardent and loving disciple. 


Reality/enlightenment is beyond All (dead) 
doctrines/teachings/religions. There is nothing 

to learn but there is plenty to unlearn! We already 
have what we fruitlessly yearn and seek for. 


Peace 
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Books by the Author: 


The Rejected Poetry of Lindsay 
Traynor 


Volume Il 


Collators and editors select according to various subjective 
preferences; however, what appeals to one is loath to another, and 
so here presented are the poems of rejection which body, warts and 

all, reveals much about the author/poet and the prevailing 

sensibilities of reoressed Western and Eastern cultures. 
Nevertheless, the author/poet views all his works of merit and 
demerit Equally — enjoy. 


Production Line 


squeezed, contorted to a pre-designed, uniformity/ 
shape, which above all labels a production line -- 
which process must necessarily produce duplicates/ 
repetitions ad infinitum 


consider sausages, chocolates, and a multitude of 
moulded products then ask yourself how broad ur 
perceptive abilities are 


ur ability to think creatively outside the formulated, 
prescribed patterns, which you share with millions 
of other human social products 


an escape offered opens new worlds, seeing what 
few see, from one degree perceptive awareness to 
360 degrees of increased awareness that blooms 
into the continuous/expanding, elevating you above 
the herd forever 


the spirit of freedom, the prime ingredient/requisite 

of true creativity, which erupts volcanically from the 
unknown, undiscoverable spaces as they disappear 
once their progeny are delivered, notwithstanding 

that many new spaces open when other apertures, 
revealing the flux of existence, close; all of which 
un-mapped spaces are not detected by myopic society 
which is subverted by simply venturing into the unseen 
giant pores of the breathing living body of existence 


formulated/confined products ask, how did you, or 
could u think of that ‘twist’ and transmit what is usually 
incommunicable linguistically? 


indeed, all-encompassing views do not allow for repetition 


or the repetitive, social productive routine which is death 
to creativity and Freedom 


one does not think about an outcome, the outcome guides 
itself, breaching time and space in the process, such is the 
exhilaration, beauty of the unknowable, and so my honest 

answer is, i have no idea, it’s simply a matter of a symptom 
of true freedom which every creative work verifies 


there is no mystery regarding how 'sausages' are made 
but ever mysterious, and completely satisfying are the 
unknown processes of Creation 


refuse walking/living in step, walk/live to ur own unique 
pattern/rhythm/beat and you would have no need to doubt 
or ask ur questions as ur questions attempt to locate, map 
and categorise -- and where does that process lead? 


back to the human production line of living death and social 
slavery 


Interrupted 


while grappling with existence frantic 
door knocks rudely interrupted a possible 
victory 


it was you -- rejection doesn't seem 
to affect an obsessive personality, 
so i stepped aside while you rolled in 
pissed as a fart 


‘take it easy, don’t bring me down again’ 
'no, no, i have reformed my ways' 


tho i would have preferred transformed, 
while you plonked literally on the sofa 


‘well, what is it this time, u've already 
exhausted ur dastardly repertoire?’ 


‘| love u and can’t stay away,' spreading 
ur knees revealing lust, desire not love, 
more like an alley cat lifting its rear, 
offering itself 


‘close ur legs, it won’t work' 


with that she sprang from the sofa into 
my arms without falling over 


amazed, i held her tho it became apparent 
that she was acting more intoxicated 
than she was 


‘okay, take it easy, the last time u were 


here u wrecked the place in a fit of rage’ 
‘no, no, i truly am reformed’ 
that bloody word again 


‘well good on you, so what do u intend to 
do with ur new reformed self?’ 


‘fuck you, now!’ 


‘put there’s nothing new in that,’ while she 
rubbed her crotch up and down my thigh 


‘release me u maniac, it won’t work' 


oblivious to my comment she dropped to 
her knees and began sucking my cock, 
easily accessed thru my night attire 


‘for christ’s sake, does anything penetrate 
that head of urs, it won’t work, do u 
understand?’ while my phallus began to 
react -- that damn traitorous appendage 


‘look, don’t imagine ur usual tricks are 
working, a man has two heads but only one 
has a brain, the other only mindlessly reacts’ 


she could only respond in gags, she was 
desperate 


faced with this predicament what would you? 


‘okay, one last time’ -- how many times have 
i said that? 


another disastrous future was in the making 
and to think, i had almost beaten existence 
until that bloody knock, tho i have an ace up 
my sleeve 


so, until we grapple again, existence 


Apparent 


sometimes it shimmers like the wings 

of a dragonfly, other times it flickers 

like the refracted light of hummingbird 
feathers and icy stars in a clear night sky, 
but more often than not it accommodates 
the perceiver 


oozing like oil in the sea, splashing foam 
onto the unsures of human existence 


i care not for control as all attempts fail 

in the end, i happily allow it to assume 

any manner or shape it chooses, sometimes 
this, at other times that; it shapes reality 

like we dream our desires or should i say, 

it shapes its dream which is reality for us, 
actors, in a dream within a dream 


confronted again by my choices/directions, 
some in tune others clanging like worn, 
discordant cymbals; i do not fret over 
illusions, i belong to no culture 

of blind believers/subscribers 


again it approaches, it’s unmistakable -- 
this time it assumes the shape and illusions 
of this poem 


who am i to resist it? 


Language 


i threw three polished river pebbles 
onto the ground again and again 
until a sequence became apparent, 
i threw again and from each 
successive throw letters formed 
from the patterns 


at last an alphabet, which i arranged 
into words, soon a phrase then a 
sentence, narrative and the known 
world was created/recorded encircled 
by words of power 


the little mothers (letters) soon 
delivered the entirety of the known, 

well done father, they said, with your 
artifices you have captured all humanity 
and chained them in bondage with 
language, every literary artifice that 
exists verifies your power over all 


what would you have us do next? 


what is power without Love, i thought? 
nothing! indeed, without Love there is 
nothing whatsoever and so i gathered 
my little mothers and instructed them to 
hide the real meaning of this word as it 
is the key that unlocks the gates to 
paradise and everlasting joy, peace and 
Freedom 


with that accomplished i took my treasured 
magic three pebbles from my silk purse 


and threw them into the raging river making 
this world a prison with only one avenue 
of escape 


Grass Eaters 


the earth's green provides for 
our needs and the most prolific 
vegetation is grass but do not 
compare humanity with bovines 
and other grass eaters tho there 
is no escaping it, rice, rye, barley, 
wheat, maize/corn etc, are all 
grasses which provide staples 
for the populations of entire 
continents 


discovered as a reliable food source 
they were/are cultivated allowing 

for stores of food without the need 
to gather and hunt daily, which led 
to the formation of communities 

and free time which led to the 
development of writing and culture, 
moo, chirp and baa’aa, and so 
modern man has more in common 
with sheep than lions 


notice how easy large herds of 
humans are led by their shepherds, 
follow me this way but not that 
way, baa’aa 


ive often wondered if a chemical 
exists in grass based foods that 
facilitate servility, the need to follow 
rather than cut a solo course like 
tigers, what is it about human sheep 
that makes them so susceptible to 
servitude, the urge to obey/follow? 


have u seen how easy it is for 
slaughterhouses to lead grass eating 
cattle and sheep to their deaths, the 
victims not realising they have been 
led to the slaughter until the very 
end, but by then it’s too late? 


perhaps if we paid more attention to 
the shepherds it would awaken the 
herd 


they are wolves that delight in 
managing, exploiting and consuming 
passive, fear ridden grass eaters 


Drifting 


there were times when conservatives 
desperately attempted to fix the drifting 
plains, floating lakes and walking 
mountains of mind, time and being, 
though nailing water is impossible 
but try telling that to ‘educators’ 

from kindy to the tertiary heights 

of verbose convolutions -- empty, 
soulless, dry as white, rain/sun- 
bleached street dog shit, which 
incidentally no longer exists as 

dog owners are now forced to 

collect dog shit in black plastic bags 
supplied by local councils, how 
considerate and desperately anal 


and so my metaphor is lost on those 
younger than fifty, they were the days, 
the beats and their incessant 
philosophical chatter, cool man 


today they are but memories mixed 
with the smog that issues from city 
corners where the splutter and drips of 
imported italian espresso machines 
once sang, gurgling like drunken 
plumbing 


the lanes and vacant lots that once 
reeked of cunt and fermented cum 

are now apartment blocks tho haunted 
with strange moans and grunts in the 
dead of night 


yet the past overtakes the present from 
various perspectives complete with 
sight, smell and sound drifting slowly 
up through the tar, cement, new bricks, 
mortar and iPhones, 


have u ever heard the roar of a 650cc 
kick-starting? 


the coo of doves woo’ing is no longer 
heard in backyards nothing from then 
enters now, the digital age of alienated 
slaves with iPhone in one hand and 
the other on clit or cock, tragic 


the old pond surrounded with rushes 
and all manner of catchment weeds 
bounding with frogs and amphibian 
ejaculate frothing on the water are 
replaced with concrete shores and 
manicured grass lacking shelter and 
hides for water birds nesting and raising 
their young 


my head turns skyward, hoping its 
blueness has remained, it has, tho tinted 
with the brown of city smog 


the devoid scene is so sterile iam 
forced to project my memory into 
the real world and dress it in its 
previous fertile glory 


i am now able to see the kids playing 
i'll show u mine if u show me yours, 
and elderly walkers tipping their hats 
as they stroll in the park 


rangers rode horses then, now they drive 
swiftly past disconnected like the educators 
that do not see the floating lakes, drifting 
plains and the open neighbourhood doors 
of the 50‘s 


The One 


an abused infant child reaches high 
for the sky and cries 


You came swiftly to my aid and 
comforted me, to whom do i owe 
allegiance? 


in desperation throughout my young, 
innocent life, i clung to you for dear 

life itself -- the torturers were relentless 
until i turned and said enough, you are 
unjustified whipping and attempting 

to shape me into your horrid world, 

i am not, nor could i ever be one of you, 
so why not just kill me and be done 
with it? that was the last time my 
‘teachers’ administered corporal 
punishment, i was not yet seven 


i detested them and their brutal ways, 
how bitter and vanquished their souls 
must have been to bully and inflict 
pain on a child, but i endured while 
my peers watched passively while | 
was victimised as this and that, 
‘reprobate,’ which word i had to look 
up at the time, reprobate, me? iam 
real, helpful and true to the core, 
what offended these lunatics and 
sadists? 


i didn’t discover the reason until i 
entered university, i was an outsider 
it seems who refused to conform -- 


my identity and safety were elsewhere, 
incomprehensible to herd morons, 
sadistic brutes and spiteful abusers 
particularly my man-hating mother 
who tormented my disgustingly weak 
father until he blew his brains out 
when i was ten, though as a father he 
was useless except for one thing, he 
was the sole target of my mother's 
psychotic abuse, who now lacked 
someone to torture so she turned on 
me, at age ten, and persisted with her 
psychotic abuse and torments until i 
put her behind me, permanently 


and so i entered the world on my terms 
and discovered how easy survival was 

for someone who refused to think 
myopically or live in a box, i discovered 
loopholes you could drive a truck thru 

and taught my friends how to navigate 

in this perverse world, we bled insurance 
companies, workers’ compensation courts 
and every other exploitable institution/ 
financial organisation for $millions - i'll 
teach them the consequences of whipping 
innocence; but the best was forming an 

IT company/consultancy, it was then that 

i encountered others that had similar 
experiences to mine but they hacked for 
revenge, everything imaginable and 

were never known/located to this day 


i learned much from them and them from 
me, we were all in our element as we 
triumphed over a perverse and mediocre 
system that had dealt all of us injustice 


and abuse for what? being exceptional 
and out of tune with a shit-heap culture, 
may we fight and never stop until we 
end the perverse system, which now 
murders and thieves openly, but have 
no idea who their real enemies are, they 
lack the skills required to identify and 
locate 


nevertheless, the power and the glory i 
reached for as an infant and have clung 
to all my life has never forsaken me 
though i was all but murdered in my 
youth 


so dear reader, you may wonder why i 
now consciously expose myself, well, 
wonder no more, it is what it is, an open 
taunt, and i/we will never stop 


the Russians hack well, tho they always 
could, we know them; the Iranians and 

the Chinese are behind the Russians, 
everyone is, tho all of them know us, 

at least some of our ever-changing handles 


Good luck searching, you mass murdering, 
star-spangled scum, u can't even catch the 
Chinese 


now that’s a real threat to the evil that 
pervades the world -- good luck doodles, 
u are failing and falling as i write 


Startled Stare 


i had a friend once an odd fellow 
that had been rigorously moulded 
by religion, it matters not which, 

as they all separate the forming 
child from its essential nature 

and substitute with abuse, coercion 
and fear all manner of crapulous 
fantasies and regulatory behaviours 
as guilt and fear work on most 


religious indoctrination is tantamount 
to child abuse 


however, most people survive the 
brainwashing to become maladjusted 
functional slaves in society, not quite 
right but not too wrong so they are able 
to function as slaves, which after all is 
the purpose of religion -- sacrifice 
earthly paradise for a false promise 
of heaven in death, an ongoing 
unsubstantiated claim/lie, as the texts 
were written by men -- God writes 
existence only, not Hebrew, Arabic 

or Greek 


the Old Testament goes to great 
pains to describe a fall anda 
consequential world of blood, sweat 
and tears (how convenient) which 
justifies a priest class offering hope/ 
salvation when in essence life could 
be paradise without the pollution of 
any ideology or haven't you noticed 


how nature endures harmoniously or 
how traditional ‘illiterate’ societies 
respect their environment, attributing 
spiritual life to all things, hence not 
wreaking havoc/pollution on the world 
and killing each other like the 
Abrahamic religions teach 


the OT is not short on genocide, theft 
and worldly gain, i mean, the “treasury 
of the Lord,” whose treasury? 


over a few short years in early adulthood 
my odd friend became more dissociated 
until a permanent startled stare graced 
his tortured face, which expression 
transmitted loss and agony though 
unable to be expressed sanely and 
coherently as the priest's instilling 

guilt and fear had done its job in 
destroying what could have been a 
productive, happy, peaceful life, alas, 
another one bites the dust but most 
survive to function, in a manner of 
speaking; now notice, greed, narcissism, 
selfishness, violence, murder you name 
it, all the negative characteristics of that 
early very sick pathological god of the OT 


why would any learned scribe lend his 
once specialised talents to such perversity? 


well, Kings ruled and everyone under fear 
of death did what they were told, the envy 
of today's leaders, but they are getting there 


did you know that Catholics are the most likely Christians to convert 


to fundamentalist Islam; we know why, the Jesuits explained it 
perfectly, to paraphrase, ‘give us a child till seven years of age and 
you can have him after that, as ‘we’ own him/her 


indeed, but they failed to realise that other fundamentalists could 
exploit that training/brainwashing as do secular states today that 
require an obedient, exploitable passive, fearful work force, slaves in 
other words. 


now you may wonder where all this is going, tragically suicide for my 
totally lost friend, though he was supposed to be ‘saved’ by religious 
indoctrination, and of course not forgetting Jehovah's dictate to 
“subdue the earth,” not harmonise with it, which accounts for 
pollution induced climate change and all the environmental 
vandalism of corporations filling the ‘Lord's treasury’ — their own 
pockets. 


the earth is an expression of universal harmony, therefore | say to all 
ideologues, either heal or fuck thyself, as all your perverse beliefs 
are about as useful as tits on a bull, in fact they are totally 
destructive, as is clearly evident today. 


though never fear or despair as my next short article will be on ‘the 
serene gaze’ of enlightened beings that refused to forgo that inner 
connection to the universal harmony, notwithstanding the torture they 
faced and endured, of course delivered by ‘well-meaning’ social 
sadists, regulators and cowardly conservatives 


Space 


between the centre and circumference 
of the circle of existence is space 


it is that space which defines the circle 
and everything else, as without it there 

is nothing, no centre or emanating radius 
and no circumference, therefore no form/ 
circle -- space is that necessary something 
which defines all things 


now consider that a jar is only useful due 
to the space it contains as is a house, we 
live in the space, not the walls, roof or 
floor and yet space is ignored or at best 
taken for granted but it fills/saturates the 
void, its emptiness is vital to existence 


and so emptiness is the essential component 
which exalts all things, including man 


what occurs if we turn our minds to that 
‘emptiness’? we know that emptiness is 
something and thoughts are things/ 
formations, structures of the mind; thoughts 
are not the space in which they form 


you have noticed that space is consistent, 
unvarying there is not this or that space, 

only one space that permeates all existence 
and so that space has quality/meaning, as it 
is the substrate that carries/defines everything 


if you wish to find meaning then enter the 
space between thoughts and you would 


discover wonder, something truly special, 

and if you hold that for a duration then thought 
itself subsides leaving only awareness and 
perfect clarity in which all vexations and 
problems are solved/dissolve 


only in that infinite space is true freedom and 
Perfection found 


surely it now becomes the height of folly 
to underrate or not address/embrace that 
unpolluted, continuous, unvarying perfection 


there is so much more to it than here indicated 
but you must discover its wonders for yourself 


Sky Blue 


the sky cracks, shrieks and shatters like 
blue crystal and all the nations and their 
people realise how insignificant they are 
without Love to support them 


how paltry their ambitions, aims 
and bickering compared to the magnificence 
and its enduring power of Love 


the drear is displaced by panic and alarm, 
it's ending, as they clutch desperately to 
idiotic myths and religious texts written 

by men 


the winds scream across lands sweeping 
steel towers like weeds and brush; folly, 
now full grown has become the monster 
dreaded, created by perverse deeds 


lives are incinerated in a flash faster than 
cognizance of the confronting reality, we 

did it, we finally did it, yet its course and 
final outcome was no secret from the outset 


the seas roar and swallow continents, the 
earth spins and loses its axis, loosening its 
grip on cohesion, nothing remains as it was 
yet the earth survives but without the 
aberration that caused the cataclysm 


it wasn't the fault of creation/evolution it 
was the perversity of men flying in face 

of gifted Love, Peace and Harmony that 
demolished everything 


Pond 


a natural pond in close proximity to 

the slums of Darlo, adjacent to the 

SCG, once thrived, few aware that the 
site was once a water catchment and 
swamp before it was drained as a sports 
and show ground 


early sydney settlers used it as a tip 

tho nothing toxic existed in those days 
and so a natural pond with rushes frogs, 
tadpoles and dragonflies flourished as 

a favourite place of play and adventure 
for slum kids that made rudimentary 
rafts and played pirates on the Moore 
Park pond left to its nature through the 
middle and later decades of the 20th 
century 


huge fig and other trees surrounded the 
pond their buttressed sturdy branches 
making excellent climbing -- very few 
televisions or enslaving digital devices 
existed then so kids grew closer to their 
wild independent nature 


their abilities honed by games pushing 
limits in one of inner sydney’s last 
natural spaces 


i returned recently much older and 
experienced, to witness its ruin, gone 
are the frogs, rushes and dragonflies, 
it had been dredged and concreted, 
a ‘modern’ metal sculpture/fountain 


set in the centre of now dead waters, 
the shore concrete, grass manicured, 
nice, neat and anal to the extreme 


lost is the vibrancy of natural life -- 
the scene devoid of playing children 


the fear that grips our cities today 
grows due to kids deprived of real 
play, adventure and natural learning, 
they now play with enslaving digital 
devices, shaping their brains to accept 
slavery in modern sterile cities as a 
manageable, expendable, labour force 
-- cities now stand mute witness to the 
soulless living dead 


yet the wild survives deep in the psyches 
of men; wars planned by sick, avaricious 
pigs are transparent to those that learned 
to differentiate between real and fabricated 
fears during the course of youthful play, 
which acquired skill has no problem dealing 
with (modern) man’s poisonous nature that 
always succumbs to the subtle victories of 
the natural tho hidden and unappreciated 


so wage your wars, fools, and destroy your 
diseased civilisations, the now tamed majority 
offers no resistance, their complacency verifying 
yet again that nature remains victorious over 

all -- what do u imagine drives perversity to 
self-destruction? 


perverse man has failed to understand the seeds 
of his own destruction, which nature implanted, 
are triggered by persistent perversity; humans 


are and remain forever powerless before nature's 
awe and its harmony 


so, do your destructive best, you tragic, pathetic 
losers, the outcome is assured 


Wet 


hearts are plucked by the sweet 
breeze of love and move with 
the wind to the exquisite 


seas rise and fall reaching for 
the sky agitated by the frenzy 
of the sweet winds roaring as 
cyclonic spirals 


all fluids respond to each other, 
bodies swim internally and 
externally whipping high 
dropping low in spasms and 
according to the flow at any 
given moment 


sweat pours from bodies in 
excitation as blood courses fast 
then easy 


birds catch the fluid wind without 
which no birds or flying insects 
would have evolved 


fish catch the fluid waters darting/ 
swimming in its invisible blueness, 
no creature is aware of the medium 
that supports it 


the fluids of man transport the 
essence and basics of life which 
grow in/with fluids in the wet 

bellies of women tho human bodies 
also swim in rarefied fluids of 


light before they are born that dim 
almost to darkness in parched, dry 
civilisations 


Geometrics 


its secret is a key to the multiverse, 
infinite dimensions opening to the 
Light of existence not constrained 
by any one dimension it opens like 
a flower containing everything inside 
and outside, micro and macro which 
are one 


are you able to conceive a nine 
dimensional prism? not likely 

as the human mind is of this 

third dimension and to enter other 
dimensions contained in the same 
space you must lose yourself to infinity, 
a simple yet impossible task for the 
trained, contained and disciplined mind 
limited by the feeble 'knowledges' 

of men 


conceptions, false knowledge which 
may build towers here, do not apply 
to infinity, only the tell-tale galactic 
spirals which appear here like a road 
sign indicating more, much more 


follow the pulse, the sound as it 
continues as Light of varying 
frequencies through space/continuity, 
life is not static, it is hyper-kinetic 

as it fills the void with its joy 
continuously 


it laughs and dances at all the perversions 
of men and other beings trapped in 


their realms, indeed, the entirety is 
saturated with life, are you able to speak 
jupiterian or saturnian? 


what issues from the Life is light 
saturating everything, beginningless 
and endless 


and so it dances and pulses forever 
expanding, while men imagine they live 
and die trapped in the third 


yet all life is able to connect to its source, 
The Life and so is revealed the vehicle -- 
what were you before the third dimension 
imprisoned you with a form and identity 
which separates you from the continuous 
whole? 


Consciousness without content (unfettered) 
-- and therein lies Freedom, birthless and 
deathless 


Lost 


lost in the outback, un-mapped dirt tracks 
offer routes to somewhere near or too far 
for my near empty tank, such is life and 
death out here 


a wrong turn and ur screwed 


i stop and climb onto the roof of my trusty 
EH wagon, a city vehicle they said is 
inappropriate for the desert, well, it’s 

the driver that makes the difference 


binoculars to my eyes i pan 360 in the 
searing heat, it’s all the same to my 
city eyes, O that i could read the desert 
like the indigenous that see vastly more 
than i am able, their survival depends 
on their perceptions and knowledge 
gained 


but iam a white invader that sees 
with white eyes, which now fail 
to read the scene 


water for one day max and 10K 

gas remaining, it ain't looking good, 
the bush track is visible but devoid 
of fresh tyre tracks, i feel doom 
approaching so i drop to the ground 
and fix a tarp for shade and try not to 
think, as (white) thinking for me 
would only lead me further into 
hopelessness 


the burning brass sun sinks slowly, 

night follows dusk, i welcome its 

coolness and make a small fire to repel 
the snakes and scorpions, tho one legless 
reptile slithers too close so i dispatch 

it for a meal searing it first in the fire 


i sleep and dream of strange incongruities, 
excisions from my life displayed before 
me watching me in dream, one observing 
the other 


holding my issue rifle i see dead asian 
bodies, the park in which i delighted 
as a kid, my sweet first love and the 
sapphire blue sky above the danube 
of my motherland, which i was forced 
to abandon at four 


so now i'm an aussie thru and thru 
rugby, beer and the local vernacular 
my mother tongue now lost and buried 
deep in memory 


but i love this place like i emerged 
from its sacred red soil 


how many lives and deaths have | 
experienced? tho my current life is 
distinguished by a cultural anomaly, 
my european birth saved me from the 
anglo-aussie cringe which has plagued 
our politicians to seek a mother/father 
figure since the Brit empire failed, 
colonial infantilism continues to plague 
this nation as it continues to cling to 
apron strings 


but here in the red desert no such 
infantilism or other white tendency prevails 


i have done well not to entertain my 
predicament -- a new dawn, a packed 
wagon and off to who knows where 


driving moderately in the heat until i 
reach a threeway intersection on the 
road -- the initial track offered two 
choices only, now three so if errors 
were/are made doom lies ahead 


i do not think, which allows my primal 
brain to guide well below reason but in 
closer proximity to survival 


i remembered my first visit to an Indian 
capital wandering the streets fascinated 
by the foreign sights, night fell and i was 
lost tho surrounded by millions of people, 
a little apprehensive due to my youth 


i allowed what i call my remnant pigeon 
brain to guide me back to my hotel; 

after two hours of walking on instinct 

or rather latent unconscious impressions, 
i arrived but this choice was different 

as i had not previously experienced the 
terrain so i let it go and allowed my arms 
to turn the wheel taking one in three 
chances for life 


i was committed tho passively, so i drove 
until the last of my petrol was exhausted; 
not giving it a thought i took to the track 


on foot, water and light pack on my back 


right on dusk i saw an unfenced dilapidated 
gate on the track, a cattle station -- and so 

i am able to write this account four 
decades later 


The Book 


scratched, brushed and written on mediums, 
man’s signs and symbols deliver the limits 
of men’s minds 


confined by rudimentary languages they 
all fail to deliver Truth and the meaning 
intended as interpretation is limited to 
subjective understanding and personal 
experience yet a book exists that delivers 
all the secrets of infinite existence, Truth; 
this book is said to be older than time 
and remains open, freely available for 

all to see/read 


some have attributed the mystical allusions 
of Hermes the Thrice Greatest to this book, 
others refer to the poetic works of mystics 
and the riddles in the Gospel of Thomas, 
they come close but a micron is one 
measure too far as they fail to deliver the 
immediacy of Truth itself, tho they infer 
and allude 


so i embarked on a journey to locate this 
book that opens existence, Creation/God 
and all else, exposing all the lies of men 
-- life becomes meaningless if one does 
not apprehend the True, there was no 
turning back for this entity 


forty and three years i searched fruitlessly 
tho the mystical poets inspired and 
comforted 


others tripped unknowingly on this text 
but failed to understand it, therefore it 
remains ‘lost’ to the world of men 


i now refer to Fibonacci, Turing and others 
who understood the open mathematics of 
this book but failed to comprehend its full 
significance, Infinity! 


it is Known that galaxies, pine cones, 
flowers and certain sea shells indicate 
this truth but it evades finite minds 
trapped in languages signs and symbols 
that only reproduce culture/themselves 


yet the spirals found in galaxies and on 
earth are repeated constantly, screaming/ 
whispering, Look! 


after years of persistence the realisation 
dawned, the medium is man, it was/is 
written in All existence before the 
beginning and expresses itself in kinetic 
Creation, it must 


this process bears its own witness and 
displays itself openly for open eyes to 
see, expressed in the puzzling statement, 
“1 Am That | Am” and figuratively 

signified in naturally occurring spirals 


the book once read and understood allows 
the most obscure texts of men to be easily 
decoded; The Emerald Tablet of Hermes 
and other obscure mystical writings/texts 
open like flowers according to the rhythm 
of the Sequence as do living galaxies, the 


Cosmos ... which all throb to the pulse of 
Life 


nothing could express the ineffable joy of 
this discovery as truth/infinity is its own 
reward 


understand that there are no secrets in this 
universe, what blinds men is ignorance, 

self and superimposed limited cultural 
‘learning,’ all humanity sees the open book 
daily but cannot read it, blinded humans 
continue to ruminate but do not comprehend, 
they do not live or die as they have never 
fully existed -- without Truth there is 
absolutely Nothing 


so what would you? Truth, all Knowledge, 
Bliss, Peace and Harmony or the nothing 
world of discord and deluded, ignorant men? 


the Book of Life must necessarily Be Alive, 
i hope You understand 


Original 


turning back into the desert scrub 
like a dingo avoiding a road train, 
i watch 


heavy rainclouds billow in the 
blueness not yet ready to deliver; 
the postal wind has not reached 
its destination to pour the wetness 
and so i watch the living territory 
unfolding like a flower, dancing in 
the light 


rocky monoliths fixed in the ground 
move like clouds in the dreamtime 
which opens for me like dawn freeing 
itself from the confines of darkness 


the desert shimmers in the bright 
heat like a variegated gem unlocking 
refracted prismatic colours hidden in 
the (white) light 


i inhale the entirety, free of the poisons 
of the city 


i have left it and dying civilisation 
behind to return to the source of my 
being -- dead and dying realities are 
no substitute for the living dream of 
my heritage, my skin is comfortable 
and easy here far from the poisonous 
paleness 


offered all their precious products, 


unnecessary gadgets and liquid poison, 
i could not trade my soul to accept 


only a fool would sell their being and 
freedom for trinkets and lies 


i belong here, where the land wraps me 
in its purity, it is good to be back home 


Song 


whales sing in the oceans birds sing 
in the sky, existence is a song which 
harmony man ignores 


do the flowers of the field toil and 
spin, aS was said of old? 


galaxies spin creating their particular 
song, a symphony complete with stars 
and all manner of singing bodies/lights 
vibrating according to their character 


is it sad that man fails to hear and heed 
the music of the spheres; is it sad that 
the cosmos dances for joy without man 
as a companion -- the answer is the 
same 


discord is not tolerated for long in 
perfection yet man fails to hear, see 
and learn, the future for man is 
easily read 


should i mourn the loss of a failed 
species when many have failed before? 
no, as the pattern is set, enduring 
harmony (not discord) always prevails 


should i mourn the loss of my temporary 
home on earth when my true home is the 
Light and life eternal? 


would i be enslaved by man’s creations, 
gadgets, culture/language -- which are 


easily dispensed with? 


man kills only himself as he has no 
power over real life, only the life-giver 
is able to extinguish life if it could but 
its perfection prevents it as it would 
extinguish itself/everything as All is 
One in the Creator/infinity 


temporal life is but a dream that fleas 
and gnats dream 


return to ur original flame which nothing 
could extinguish and u would see that 
temporal death is a joke, bodies simply 
returning to the elements from which 
they were composed freeing essential 
nature and accumulated experience in 
the process 


are you the body? surely not, seek refuge, 
joy and peace in the Light which animates 
the gross, you are of the most rarefied 

but u must Know it to Be it 


learn that consciousness does not require 
thought which mind must express in order 
to exist, mind and consciousness are 
distinctly apart 


if u watch mind-thought, as they cannot 
be separated, u too would learn that all 
your thought-signs, symbols, words and 
images are derived from culture, a prison 
of fools, slaves and the blind 


are you a sovereign Being or a product of 


culture, therefore a slave of culture? 


all things are created free, why would you 
forfeit ur greatest treasure for a turd? 


u have two choices, personal freedom or 
aligning with a sick culture, they all are 
-- make haste and choose wisely 


Futility 


the vacuous dress well and live 
in luxury yet they have traded 
their souls for tinsel and lies 


fly in your toy jets and drive ur 
limousines, play with ur stock- 
markets, banks and paper money 
printing presses until u exhaust 
what remains of ur souls then 
where are you? bereft, hollow, 
poorer than dirt, and defenceless 
tho u continue to count ur paper 


the herd of humanity u exploit, 
enslave and fear will devour u, 
you know it, enjoy ur short time 
here as there is no future for you 


every animal knows the story 


the burdened, exploited beasts 
hear the whispers in the wind, 
they raise their heads sniffing 
the scent of Freedom the air 


Captured 


this earth plane is a contained, sealed environment, some would say 
our atmosphere seals and protects all life below and within it 


yet the cosmic harmony that knows no bounds effects all things here 
as it does everywhere 


there is no real escape from its harmony tho few have realised; this 
plane unpolluted would have been a paradise -- however, all things 
being mutually e/affective, our paradise is lost due to the perversions 
of a profoundly lost species 


two choices present for humanity, cease inharmonious disturbances 
and restore balance or seek personal freedom from the polluting, 
poison forces that have doomed the planet and enslaved the 
species, notwithstanding these pursuits are complimentary 


one choice (social) presents as difficult, many dynamics must be 
altered to re-establish social harmony and hopefully restore the 
paradise lost, not an impossible task but extremely fraught; the other 
is freely available to all humanity, seek a doorway or avenue, where 
none is apparent, to real freedom which would remove the entity 
from the fate that dooms all 


do you see a doorway or are you trapped by your own ignorance and 
folly? 


the foremost facilitator or attribute to effect change is consciousness, 
use it, tho its dampening by culture is requisite for ongoing 
slavery/destruction and the status quo 


consider your thoughts, all of which are composed of cultural signs, 
symbols, words and images then ask, where has culture led you/us? 
Disharmony, destruction and financial slavery! it, culture, is simply 
perverse and perversion in this universe leads to oblivion 


yet we constantly entertain thought and are therefore 
subject/enslaved by it to culture, simply thinking, animates culture 
internally and externally; mind feeds unconsciously from the 
reinforcing apparatuses of culture via the media in all its forms — 
which speak the same language as our thoughts, which 
consequence reduces our broad expansive scope to transmitted 
linear, fixed belief, and/or binary options/oppositions only, yet the 
expanse of existence exalts Being, infinity, as is self-evident, and 
therefore presents limitless options. 


the doorway to real freedom is discovered simply by becoming 
aware of the cultural thought-walls (beliefs) that confine us and the 
dynamics of cultural learning/re-enforcement (socialisation) 
facilitated by all manner of media, primarily text, which build our 
belief prisons. 


Therefore it becomes expedient to reject superimposed 
media/cultural beliefs and utilise new harmonious creative patterns 
to gain our independence and freedom -- the chains that bind us all 
are truly tissue-thin. 


the easiest path to freedom is to cease thinking (obvious) as culture 
resides in the thought process -- let it go, Be Still to the core of your 
being And Know! 


Once free your new creative thought patterns would guide you and 
others to harmony, safety, and the joy that issues therefrom. 


understand that culture resides in your mind, how simple it is to 
simply change/reform your mind permanently; beliefs/convictions, 
tho completely unnecessary, bypass vetting as they enter or already 
exist in mind -- have you ever asked yourself why you believe, when 
belief is entirely dispensable to a fulfilling Life. 


Existence is not insecure it requires no support whatsoever, it is self- 
qualifying and shines as the stars shine without doubts, crutches or 


others to support mutually accepted cultural fictions, and note that 
man has created all cultural beliefs -- why would you enslave 
yourself to the perverse fictions of other men when existence/Being 
is on offer and requires nothing external to support it? 


It is parasitic culture that frantically and violently requires you to 
believe (in it) -- you do not require it to Be your true and unique Self. 


You too would shine as the stars after you gain your Freedom from 
the known 


Eagle 


soaring high above, telescopic sight 
makes the ground immediate, two 
worlds are brought together with 
wings and eyes 


eagles emit a piercing shriek tho 
no-one has determined to what it 
shrieks, perhaps it alarms the 
creatures below making targeting 
easier 


the smallest mammals are not missed 
by the bird of prey, targeted animals 
must evade skilfully otherwise 

it’s over 


it's a matter of timing as once committed 
the bird at hellfire soeed is unable to alter 
its trajectory and so little creatures escape 
tho out-matched in every respect except 
judgement/tactics 


deadly talons withdraw as the bird seeks 
an up-draft to lift it to the heights in slow 

gliding circles from where it must attack 

again 


almost defenceless, a person is surrounded 
by armed aggressors that rely too heavily 
on their technological superiority, the 
defenceless have only three effective 
weapons with which to evade the aggressor, 
judgement, speed and camouflage 


uniformed human regulators (morons) 
continue on their way not realising 
the person they stopped was their target 


thus the free, unassuming and meek 
always prevail against the larger, dull, 
cumbersome and ‘superior’ opponent 


Branded 


the herd is guided by trained blue dogs 
and green riders but owners never get 
their hands dirty 


millions of dumb animals are easily led 

to their slaughter but only after they are 
exploited as beasts of burden until unable 
to produce for their owners any longer 


the young are rounded up daily and 
branded with a mysterious brand that 
owners have designed, invisible to the 
naked eye but clear and burning to 
trained eyes 


the brand circles the brows of the 

dumb beasts and its power is renewed 
daily tho the beasts remain unaware; 
they are owned and their every move 

is monitored and guided tho they imagine 
they choose of their own accord, such is 
the ease with which an invisible brand 
manages the many 


it's slaughter time today 


various beasts are prepared for their fate 
and herded to distant lands where they 
are killed for the benefit of the few 


various breeds join in the game of death 
until they assure mutual destruction, 
owners delight in this game of death -- 
herd beasts have always been expendable 


occasionally a branded beast becomes 
aware of the band/brand around its brow 
and charges, which alerts the blue dogs 
and riders 


owners have specified that these beasts 
be neutralised immediately one way or 
the other; these beasts now aware they 
are enslaved and exploited are dangerous 
to owners as they could disrupt entire 
herds, which occurred often in days past 


one such aware beast whispered to the 
enslaved herd and promised freedom in 
a land of plenty, he led the others to the 
promised land where the herd became 
enslaved again with a newly arranged 
brand/band around their brows 


and so the cycle repeats itself for the 
want of one freed beast to pause and 
read the invisible name on the band, 

its symbols are arranged thus: 


B-E-L-l-E-F 


it is this band/brand that always binds 
and enslaves 


Loop 


a roller-coaster loops back and 
above before speeding forward 
tho the rails always offer an 
apparent forward motion 


the mind loops back before 
proceeding -- culture offers a 
convoluted course to its inevitable 
destination 


mind views the matrix of culture 
from the top of the loop, it reveals 
a retrograde motion yet it appears 
to be proceeding forward tho 
moving backward 


i was given two toy six-guns and a 
cowboy hat when i was six tho these 
were foreign objects in the slums 

of Sydney where i grew -- cutural 
pollution in Oz which incongruity i 
remembered while i developed 


i had no use for guns and idiotic 
cowboy hats which symbolic 
directions jarred the magical 
pathways of Oz 


an indigenous school friend casually 
remarked that his uncle had walked 
from Melbourne to Sydney to see 
relatives; this loop presented an odd 
and astounding perspective -- who 
walks such a distance when trains, cars 


and planes offer transport? 


i learned that walking was more than 
simple locomotion for the indigenous, 
which had walked the veins of this 
nation for thousands of years -- the 
view from above revealed their tracks, 
intersected with bitumen roads and 
steel tracks 


i found one of those toy guns in the 
shed today 


the Australian news on radio and TV 

is American today (permanent wars) 

but i had learned to see and walk like 
an indigenous Australian 


i move freely like a native through 
invisible veins to the red heart and 
back to the coast of Australia 


i remain out of sync with popular 
culture looping back and above to 
see before proceeding on my way 


Caught 


this strange forest articulates it emotions 
which befits its location 


vines hum as they throttle the entwined, 
slowly, each turn squeezing the life from 
the hapless captured 


screaming leaves urge trees to reach 
higher and higher to escape the murder 
lower down, but trees are fixed to the 
ground tho their sturdy trunks protect 
them from many attacks 


winds whistle and shrill thru the canopy 
whipping leaves mercilessly for daring 
to speak 


clouds are caught in up and downdrafts 
spinning like wool in an invisible tube 


the hissing and taunting is directed at 

the hapless fools beneath caught in every 
imaginable way, they cannot see the sky 
or ever see the sun, they read and 
consume the digital signs promising all 
manner of things leading all astray 


the perpetual churning of people seeking 
release eventually liquidates them as they 
have no clear direction -- few survive to 
tell the story of the orchestrated horror of 
the sinister few that delight in murder, 
torture and power 


tho occasionally one or two escapees cry 
warnings, and map escapes which they 
cast to the ground to assist the lost 


and when found after being trodden 
underfoot by the churning masses they 
are unintelligible tho decipherable words 
hint at something inconceivable 


Freedom for All 


Be 


from the sylphs i learned to be quick, 
the salamanders taught me how to burn 
the dross from my being and purify, 

the undines’ lesson was how to flow 
without resistance while maintaining 
integrity; the earth taught me patience 
and nurturing 


from these four elements i was made 
whole, lacking nothing -- iam 
accomplished without exertion, without 
thought as nature accomplishes 
everything in perfect harmony without 
a care 


what was your instruction again? 


Lost Poet 


output has failed, i went looking for 
the poet and could not locate him 
here, in my place 


perhaps he’s hiding somewhere 
familiar, as i Know he only haunts 
familiar ground but not here lately 


i was overdue to visit my mother 
but i had another motive 


she was pleased to see me, her man- 
hating target of abuse had returned, 
what is it with mothers? 


she hadn't started up yet but it was 
sure to occur so i asked where’s my 
stuff from the past stored? 'in ur old 
room,’ which was now full of her shit, 
she had filled a two storey, five 
bedroom house with her shit since i 
left 


but i found an old cardboard box, 
which contained some of my stuff 
which she had not thrown out 


she was behind me babbling as usual, 
'u refuse to believe they’re after me,’ 
‘yea mum,’ 


‘| called a carpet cleaner, he was one 
of them,’ 'did he do a good job?" 


she ignored the question and said, 
‘he threatened to kill me, i told u they 
were out to get me,’ look mum, i've 
copped this paranoid shit all my life 
and ur still at it’ 


‘u won't believe me,’ 'yea mum, is 
there something on the stove?’ 


my feeble attempt to get her out of 
my hair, it worked, she went to the 
kitchen 


rifling thru the box i found my old 
sleeveless Levi jacket which i wore 
on every trip i took in the Valley of 
the Waters 


i imagined the poet was in one of the 
pockets regressing to the womb of 
creation 


she returned, babbling another para 
story, i walked, thanks mum, see u 
again -- 'i thought i threw that jacket 
out, look at it, it’s a rag’ 


she was never sensitive to spirit, that 
lunatic woman, 'see u later mum,’ | 
left with my jacket in hand 


when i got back home i went thru the 
pockets desperately searching for the 
poet, instead i found a stained cotton 
swab with a drop of blood, now over 
forty years old 


i was getting closer memory is now, 
in the present, unrestricted by time/ 
space, i was a junkie again trying to 
close the doors the acid blew open 


i hadn’t used a Lux Rose for over 45 
years -- that damned drop of blood 
was now chasing me around my flat 
but | Knew the poet was born in the 
acid, the jacket would save me and 
reveal the poet 


i wore that jacket thru my late teens 
and early 20's, it was in my hands 
again, a talisman more powerful than 
a crystal-tipped wand and a silver 
chalice 


but i failed to find the poet 


this piece was written by an old, 
worn and weary denim jacket while 
i watched from my desk, sipping 
laced green ginger wine 


Something Special 


there’s a wild natural air that emanates 
from your being, something special 


the moment i cast my eyes on you, tho it 
was that ‘presence’ that turned my head 


i immediately understood that you were 
above the fashion-addicted, desperate, 
insecure herd of female slaves that were/ 
are taught their twats are a commodity to 
be used as a lure, barter or currency 


it’s a shame for these whores that real 
males are averse to these learned 
behaviours and easily see through these 
tired tricks and pretences 


i wait patiently looking for something 
special, true and real -- a culturally 
unspoiled female able to stand without 
tinsel props and a mother’s perverse advice 
transmitting a clear message of whoredom, 
which substandard primitive males fall for 

-- indeed, a man has two heads but only 
one has a brain 


but the slags seem content catching any 
male that chases his dick, mother was 
right after all but she failed to inform that 
quality males reject these approaches 


for mine, give me intellect, independence, 
an athletic body and most important, 
something special that exudes from every 


pore of being 


this is not an aspiration or dream-chasing, 
as i have met a few that fit the criteria 

and felt my mind, body, soul jump thru 

my throat when i attempted to speak, such 
is real feminine power tho most were 
unaware they wielded magic, ever so strong 
but soft, smooth, devoid of all jagged 
edges, like rolling ocean waves caressing 
the shore, or wild mares with tails and 
manes whipping in the wind as they prance 
for joy 


i watch as u run past, light shooting from 
ur being, average slags in the street cringe 
when they see you, they also know that 
you are something special 


Olgas 


the huge moving stones of the Olgas 
now frozen in time, precariously 
balancing, appearing weightless 

on outcrops, arranged on the red 
sands of the interior 


i remember when they rolled freely 
searching desperately for a place, a 
position to prop, off-balance until 
the great southern land was shaken 
from top to bottom setting the red 
boulders on another journey 


these are not the devil’s marbles 

but a tribute and salute to a timeless 
land, dry, but ferociously wet at times, 
teaming with life then withdrawing 
into the starkness of the red desert, 
home to precariously balanced 
boulders known as the Olgas 


u took a path into a crevices which 
whistled in low tones and howled 
in strong winds 


i followed u knowing u would expect 

it, u entered a deep fissure and 
disappeared from sight, a cave system 
illuminated by the sun penetrating 
through a ceiling collapse -- shafts of 
light supporting green life in this moist 
cave 


ur shirt cast aside then ur bush shorts, 


i wondered 


i called ur name only echoes responded; 
i hastened and entered a domed cavern 
-- u had lit a fire and sat behind it, nude, 
body silhouetted on cave walls 


u sat with knees apart relaxed, waiting, 
propped it seemed slightly off-centre 


how congruous, moist fissures of flesh 
with contoured stone cracks, uneven walls 
dripping water laced with minerals 


u smiled when u saw me and spread urself, 
waiting 


The Life 


u have groaned ur way 
to this material shore 
yet u know u are light 


faced with the dilemmas of life on 

this plane u/we groan some more 

and some groan until they depart 

from the body and return worse off 
yet there is a purpose, you have made 
the choice no-one else, u must take 
responsibility for ur life and the lives 
of others close to u tho those near you 
may test ur patience to the extreme 


to give up or retreat is to crucify 
urself not for good or liberation but to 
groan with greater exasperation 


u have choice to expedite ur evolution 

or delay it, no-one else is able to interfere 
with ur evolution tho u may imagine 
otherwise 


both enemies and friends instruct and 
offer opportunities for ur evolution 
some would enhance, others would 
deter but u are always free to react 

in such a way as to turn everything 

to ur advantage/growth 


u have invited all experience seemingly 
good and bad tho neither quality exists 
in/of itself -- binaries are only essential 

until understood as cultural illusions, 


arbitrary comparisons 


note the binary qualities of this plane 
yet ur light is the same as that in others 
tho each expresses it thru their own 
experience, but the Light is the same 
divine, inviolate, indestructible, ineffable 
blissful, yes blissful, spark of creation 


there is only one infinite Creation 
expressing itself in infinite ways/patterns 
in order to experience or know itself, 

what other option is available to Creation? 


deal with it and become aware of the 
process, it is one entirety only appearing 
as many 


and so creation announces victory for 
every liberated soul and itself 


until then u are the world, deal with it 
and take responsibility for it, would 
you create a hell or a heaven? it is 
your choice to create either 


avoiding this obligation to urself/creation 
would see you regress and hobble urself 


when confronting a mountainous obstacle 
think of the undaunted ant that moved a 
mountain a grain of sand at a time until 

it was no more 


understand that u are immortal, unaffected 
by illusory qualities such as time and space 
no challenge you have given urself is 


beyond ur ability to overcome, be consoled 
by this 


We, on this material plane are One 

we are our brothers and sisters tho some 
may view them as obstructions, enemies 

-- understand that souls have no enemies 
they only have helpers 


if we are united in creation surely we 
should take the lead and unite here on 
earth 


be constantly vigilant otherwise division 
would destroy your security and peace; 
division borne of fear is the only real 
enemy on this plane, by restoring unity 
and harmony we are all restored in peace 
and harmony 


this universe came into being for Love’s 
sake, Love is the surest and safest road 
home 


tho u may lose ur temporary body in the 
process do not, never fear -- do trees 
mourn fallen autumn leaves? 


you are the tree that supports the entire 
universe there is nothing to fear as 
nothing is able to destroy you in essence 
-- bodies are like garments/vehicles 


you are the Life, Love and Truth of 
Reality and Existence -- understand it 
and prosper 


Quill 


after more lives than stars 
in the sky i finally merged 


my quill has written millions 
of words 


but the ink never flows 
when i attempt to encode 
totality 


so, | have written it clearly 
on the wind 


Zen and Poetry 


“the frog jumped in the water, plop!” 


how do you beat the immediacy of that, 
which simplicity realises the poem? 


western poets would do it with magical 
allusions, metaphors, etc, buffered by 
appropriate descriptive poesy 


nevertheless, i wish to capture the 
immediacy of the moment like the frog/ 
plop, written years past but still immediate 
today 


it’s like dancing on egg shells with 
boots, i wish to dance hard like a 
throbbing cock and leave no trace 
or cracked shells, impossible! 


perhaps i am dancing with the wrong 
shoes, so i use my cunt, which is able 

to mash peeled boiled eggs and spit them 
onto toast for breakfast, tho my secret 
walls are also able to caress glans like 
silk tendrils 


perhaps i should ask you which sequence 
of words freezes time and delivers the 
totality of experience/meaning 


i am a conceptual poet delivering open 
ended ambiguities and non-concepts via 
concepts 


perhaps i should invoke the tortures of 

the inquisition or the continuous lies 

of today’s media, which works wonders 
maintaining trance in entire populations 


it’s time to admit failure, so i turn toward 
my favourite sound and watch the rain 
weaving unrepeatable patterns on my 
window 


rain writes unique immediate poetry 
without thinking or effort 


perhaps i should just hang in and see 
what develops 


Inverted 


an empty church overlooks the cemetery 
not used today but protected by a heritage 
act, whose heritage, what heritage? 


gravestones populate the necropolis 
though earth has reclaimed its own, 
spirits long departed 


i enter the empty church, so incongruous, 
devoid of the pleas of the living to secure 
everlasting peace for the dead 


all souls without exception seek/pursue 
peace at the moment of death yet we 
ignore it in life and foolishly allow 
needless wars and conflict 


a slave in life is a slave in death, the only 
thing we take with us is experience or 
our harmonious and inharmonious deeds 
-- what do slaves know of the joy of 
freedom and the bliss of perfect peace? 
nothing, as subservience in life is carried 
to the after-life 


it is well the church is empty, devoid of 
the mindless mutterings of futile prayers 
as nothing eliminates a jot of a person’s 
life 


are the living bereft of lucidity, wny seek 
peace only in death when it is available 

in life? this species is indeed curious if not 
irrational and insane/perverse 


we are promised paradise in death by 
lying clerics if we slave for living elites 
and believe their lies; are we more bereft 
today than at the dawn of civilisation? 


what fool would accept slavery in life 
for a transparent promise of paradise in 
death, the Brooklyn Bridge is easier to 
sell 


the dead take their experiences to a place 
that accommodates those experiences and 
if we do not take the paradise we created 
while alive, what hope of paradise after a 
fool’s life and death? None! 


the present always formulates the future 
in life and death, souls continue as they 
carry the spark of the indestructible creator 


is it not time that we cleanse the earth and 
our nations of the vermin in ‘high’ places 
and trample their lies underfoot? 


i turn behind and see a multitude of souls 
kneeling in the pews acknowledging my 
thoughts with contorted smiles of approval 
and tears in their eyes, which betray they 
should have Known 


if you wish peace in the after-life, pursue it 
with the same passion and vigour you 
would pursue it in life -- whatever you make 
now you will inherit after death, can you not 
see the simple sequence of truth at work? 


think and you would know instantly that 
you have been duped and deceived by the 
darkest souls of your kind; is it not time to 
walk/live free? 


every war and social problem is easily 
remedied by clarity of mind and pureness/ 
integrity of heart -- seek peace by waging 
peace, seek paradise by creating it on earth 
while alive, paradise is only built on the 
foundations of enduring peace and 
unconditional Love 


this is sure and truer than anything a lying 
cleric or politician would trade for your 
slavery 


running fool’s errands should be left to 
fools that do not understand the simple 
open truth -- do not forfeit your real 
heritage, freedom and peace for feeble 
lies and your passivity when faced with 
needless wars and violence for the profit 
of a few evil men 


Peace to all that would act/spread peace, 
and paradise for those that overcome evil 
and take responsibility for their lives and 
destinies, in life and death 


Pushing into Light 


all existence is a manifestation of the impulse 
to pure Light/Love/Truth 


we originate from it and return to it in order 
for it to know itself, a mystery to many 


the origins of humankind are not as is 
taught, monkeys remain monkeys as is 
evident today; humans, in the push to the 
Light in this particular dimension possess 
a free consciousness with which they are 
either perfected on this earth or drowned 
in its dense material qualities; nevertheless, 
we learn through experience and progress 
or fall according to our behaviours, mental 
and physical, as the spirit never varies, it 
is that inviolate spark of creation, pure 
beyond comprehension by the limited, 
finite mind 


the pattern in our dimension is perfect as 
are the laws of existence on every plane, 
though various challenges confront all souls 
here and elsewhere 


though here it is simple, light or darkness, 
make your choice and pursue what you 
already know to be the correct course, 
selflessness and service without expectation 
of a reward, as the reward is in the act itself 


how easy to understand what we already 
know to be true, you see, we are not beguiled, 
as we know the course but most fail to pursue 


it; we all ‘asked/chose,’ to be here/there where 
the most favourable conditions exist for our 
development, and my brothers and sisters, we 
all chose earth at this stage of our journey 
toward the most exalted 


you have been promised by that Light, expressing 
itself everywhere that you are assisted in every 
way if you turn your face and heart to it -- and so 
we all face the challenge of overcoming dense 
materiality, and associated physical desires/follies 
etc, and so it is 


no leaders are required and no followers, we 
already know, it’s a matter of choice and 
accepting responsibility for those choices, 
so be brave, and remember that no coward 
has ever entered paradise 


rise, overcome every tribulation and challenge 
that we in actuality have invited as a result 
of previous actions 


we are not cursed we are in fact blessed, 
surrender and nurture the all-knowing/loving 
Light within, as nothing is able to successfully 
resist that choice/direction 


this is the distilled story of humankind on this 
plane 


we must overcome to be Free, as freedom cannot 
be gifted or granted by anything/one, it must be 
earned via right knowledge and behaviour; 
perfection/liberation is our responsibility alone, 

we know it 


wage peace if you would attain peace, express 
Love unconditionally if you would be enveloped 
by it, the more you give the more u gain and so 
it goes for everything 


Discontinuity 


a puzzle thrown onto the ground, pieces 
dispersed, the whole fragmented 


living in the 21st century is a shattered 
discontinuity, constant interruptions not 
remembering, memory wiped clean every 
24 hours by the media 'news' cycle 


the picture-puzzle confronting all must be 
returned to wholeness/integrated, sixty six 
pieces left, 6 more to complete the picture 

and return to continuity, though this is my 

task alone, others have given up and retreated 
into slavery 


the six pieces must be inset to form the whole 
otherwise it makes nothing, have you ever 
made nothing? 


you would answer yes or no, as you have no 
clue though some were something before 
they were nothing, i was nothing before i 
was something and remember, so i know 

i must return to my nothingness 


i attempt to place a piece as the picture is 
not readable until completed, no guides 
exists visually or by an other physical 
means, | have learned to utilise intuition 
as though it were a compass 


i place the piece successfully with eyes 
closed, it is foolish to use sight, as it is 
a distraction 


i watch the lights with my single eye, 

both eyes closed, images spin forming 
geometric mandalas then disperse, faces 
fleet across the screen of my mind, blurred 
at first then razored into crystal clarity 


i wonder who they represent as they emerge 
from deep within/without, there is no inside/ 
outside only viewing, remote viewing, which 
i did not realise i had mastered until i saw 
'reality' presented across the screen of my 
mind 


no secret is safe, i hear and ‘see’ what very 
few see as the pearls are jealously guarded 
by the hooded ones, they imagine they work 
their evils in secret though they sense 
something listens and sees 


the sea rolls, winds blow, clouds flow 
across my eye, all is revealed in the 
continuous, the evil ones foolishly imagine 
they are safe 


i place another piece, leaving four or one 
potential solid -- interlacing circles form 

in my mind, flowers emerge in perfect 
symmetry, within them is a cube, within 

it, a Cross, are you able to see three when 
only 1 appears? 


i hear them speak in whispers all wondering 
which of them is leaking (secret) information; 
none trusts the other as each suspects the other 
though the leaks are easily read by the mind’s 
eye 


exposure would see them destroyed by the 
slaves they created and lead like nose-ringed, 
tortured beasts performing in a circus, which 
they have named on banners and flags 


soon the symmetrical cube will open and lay 
its sides flat to reveal a calvary cross 


the continuous seems palpable now though 
impatience is a recipe for disaster, one 
misplaced piece and the puzzle shatters 

to the ground again with double the pieces 
to assemble 


i almost misplace a piece but my intuition 
stops me, it has never failed me, though 
slaves are trained to resist its guidance 


i place it without thought, only three pieces 
remain 


it now begins to form an amorphous vapour 
lacking solidity though appearing three 
dimensional, one must not be distracted and 
lured by an appearance of success 


i am swept into chaos though i do not resist 
its power, which response neutralises the 
threat 


with a piece in each had | insert two, 
simultaneously, the puzzle holds 


i have led you to your freedom or doom, 
you stand at a precipice with the last piece 
in Your hand, place it carefully i have here 


encoded how 


if you misplace it you would become nothing 
and be forced to begin the process again and 
again until you succeed but you would have 
returned me to something indestructible 


the hooded ones days are numbered 


but do not be displeased, i couldn’t have 
done it without You 


Mystery of the Emerald Tablet 


in a secret valley called the mother 
of all things a tree grows from the 
earth though its branches extend to 
the heavens and farther to the outer 
reaches of infinity 


this tree bears strange fruits each 
with its real (magical) power the 
consumption of which juices bestow 
immortality, all Knowledge and 
complete rejuvenation/healing 


this tree is not easily found 
because it is more immediate 
than breathing which is only 
remembered when attention is 
directed to it 


from below it rises to that which is 
above and returns to the earth, and 
so the sky/heavens and the earth are 
caught in an orbit which enlivens 
what was once dead and buried in 
the earth 


nothing is lost in this orbit, all is 
transformed, the mythical phoenix 
nests in its branches and incubates 
its infinite transformations in the fire 
that issues from the top of the tree 


the subtle wind moves from the sun 
to the moon until a fluid is formed, 
soma is the fluid of life drawing 


together everything from the heavens 
and everything from the earth -- it is 

the perfect elixir or rather the elixir 

of perfection, there are no mysteries 
here as indeed the tree is creation itself 


if you would know, then you must ascend 
and descend following the course of the 
fluid/soma, which rejuvenates the dead 
and launches the risen to infinity 


the only mystery in this process is that it 

is not a mystery, it is as plain as the sun 

in the sky and moon seen reflecting its 
light at night, thus day and night are joined 
in this tree of 33 steps and only man is 
able fathom its open and closed secrets 


for those of different temperament follow 
the seven angels that ascend and descend 
on the ladder (tree) of Light 


and thus the secret of all secrets is revealed, 
so it ends in the beginning 


For Whom? 


it is bright in the withering clasping at 
hope, vassals wait while chaos directs 
nothing 


going forward tho moving backward 
hordes lost in implanted myths and 
fabricated realities 


bees, trees are dead weakening further 
the lost, vacant drones of humanity, 
the fallen leaves of dead human trees 


this is not a nightmare but the reality 
we have created in the denseness of 
ignorance tho the Light is never 
extinguished except for the blind, the 
created blind with mute eyes unable 
to see the seas or hear the coloured 
songs of long dead forests where 
deafening silence now pervades 


slime covers everything, once touched 
it infects causing horrible deformations 
and an excruciating death 


yes, this is a nightmare which has 
replaced the pure dreams of children, 
also absent, no life is able to reproduce 


turbid darkness overhead hangs tempting 
everything to breathe promising another 
excruciating death 


where is the Light or avenue of escape? 


wake up into another dream of your 
making, see with eyes closed or open, 
the Light is unaffected by externals 


pierce the darkness with clarity to 
emerge in the Light or hesitate and 
remain in death’s tangled claws 


indeed, it is all a dream or nightmare 
of your choosing but it’s your nightmare 
and my dream 


i am the seven stages, rungs of escape 
leading to the Light tho few ascend, 
you must be equipped and able before 
undertaking any task 


the useless subterranean walking dead 
that travail for demons in their kingdom 
are only fit for slavery while another 
dawn approaches 


but for whom? 


Circular 


compound texts swirl in circles, fictions 
feeding fictions serving the priests of 
old and the ruling elites of today all 
weaving fantasies/lies to believe in 


scribes scratch lies onto mediums 
of choice, once papyrus now digital 


yet nothing has changed but the mediums, 
false narratives persist unchanged, elites 
harnessing hordes maintaining slavery 
with illusions/lies, algorithms implanting 
behaviours and nose-ringing almost all 


the scribes of today know their art well 
spinning lie upon lie until truth is smothered 
but not extinguished, never extinguished 


as of old some scribes adhere to truth/ 
reality which few read and those that 

do refuse to believe, such is the power 

of repetitive inculcation, fantasies are 
more comfortable than hard reality, as 
reality demands people take responsibility 
yet the masses feed like babies from the 
poison breast of a whore, preferring it so 


since before man could read or write 
those that rule spun myths and legends 
to enthral and terrify their subjects 
maintaining their hold with fear 


time is irrelevant, it repeats itself, its ticking 
oscillations refer to nothing of significance, 


no measure, no progress only arbitrary 
notches on a circular face going nowhere, 
to which people remain fixated 


clocks and texts lie as existence performs 
according to its own creations/rhythms, its 
eternal pulse, but man has lost connection 
and is buffeted by fabrications, illusions 
constantly 


so what would rebel scribes do in vain 
whisper or shout truth from the roof tops 
and mountains or listen to their own 
echoes? 


the ears and eyes of humanity have ceased 

to function as they were intended, only the 
words and designs of ruling elites are heard 
as their repeated media messages deafen and 
blind everything except the poison dreams 

of evil 


believe nothing, test the lies of contrived 
narratives and realise that it's just more 
meaningless movements on a circular face 
endlessly repeating itself, going nowhere 


Pages 


the page waits eagerly for someone 
to despoil it, i seem created for that 
task, how many have i defiled? 


my pencil always volunteers to defile 
virgin white with strange scribbles, 
jolts, rhythmic pulses, showers of 
written tears, joys and sorrows 


on closer inspection, irregular designs 
form words, which form images, that 
lure minds to gift them with life until 
what appeared to be violent becomes 
petal soft, soothing, a witch’s balm to 
cure or kill 


never underestimate the power of words 
in the hands of a wordsmith/scribe, more 
potent than a gun is the pen which is not 
loaded with lead but soma which it slurps 
from the cosmos like a thirsty beast then 
gifts it to virgin paper until the fluid is 
spent until renewed again 


ur eyes imprinted on my memory/soul 
etched there for eternity watch me always, 
they dance with the rhythms of my hand 
racing across the page offering everything 
for you 


your eyes watch mine watching yours as 

i write, sometimes refined like maps, more 
often swirling directions, arrows, circles 
and magic sigils, they all become poems, 


hundreds of poems that issue from one 
medium, driven by millions of impulses 
dented in time by the living and the dead 
all wishing to speak out of turn, waiting 
impatiently for me to sculpt them into a 
message saturated with meaning that only 
the reader understands 


another piece completed though behind 
me a chorus sings, please play it again 
one more time, and so it never ends 


Buddha's Door 


is there a point to this, allowing America 
to plunder Australia’s gold reserves in 
return for toilet paper greenbacks? 


when it’s bitter outside would u not seek 
the comfort and warmth of a hearth? yet 
people choose to remain in the cold 


if a person has everything and turns his/ 
her back on wealth, power prestige, 

fame and determines to understand reality 
or die trying, is not that heroic act 
commendable? if that person discovers 
Truth and maps a course for anyone to 
follow is that not a compassionate act? 
yet the Buddha’s door is not besieged 


is there a point to this? 


a beggar accustomed to eating scraps 
and garbage refuses a King’s banquet 
as eating refuse has become habitual, 
a feast is refused in favour of a 

shit sandwich 


so what is the point of truth and a 
harmonious life to a mind-manipulated 
cretin? 


it is to know that gold has more value 
than toilet paper and that Truth is 
preferable to lies, deceit and self- 
delusion 


who would reject the option of peace 
and harmony in favour of war, and 
ruination for the profit of a few? 


why offer pearls to swine or truth to 
dogs, be prudent if u value your safety? 


be content to know and remain in the 
flow, let the dead and blind bury each 
other 


Radiant 


from light into Light though darkness 
is ever present, a hammer searching 
for an anvil 


besieged by every possible perversity 
we are shaped/pounded 
into materiality 


rage against the opaqueness of time and 
social space like the intoxicated poets 
of bygone eras 


allow nothing to contain or hide your 
Light everlasting, refuse every attempt 
to diminish its luminescence and you 
will never be defeated or contained by 
the darkness that envelopes the world 
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| am One, infinite and immutable; pure Consciousness, without form. 
To whom does joy and sorrow appear in this world? | am untainted, 
limitless like the cloudless sky. 
— Avadhuta Gita 


Infinite Dimensions 


It is self-evident that one dimension cannot/does not overlap into 
another; for instance, the third dimension intruding into fourth or the 
ninth etc; dimensions are completely self-contained and isolated 
from each other though they may share the same ‘space. If breaches 
occurred or dimensions overlapped, their existential integrity would 
be compromised, they would therefore cease to exist as realms of 
being governed by specific creative laws and of course any ‘life’ in 
those dimensions would cease. 


What are the implications of an infinite universe with infinite 
dimensions? The mind not only boggles at such questions it is 
incapable of comprehending the nature of higher dimensions, as it 
(mind) is peculiar to the realm of existence to which it owes its 
origination/creation. 


However, the universe is known to be a continuum or infinite, so too 
everything in it. Therefore every dimension contains a ‘doorway’ to 
infinity from which it derives its existential integrity. 


So, what is that aspect of ourselves that is able to not only 
appreciate infinity but to understand the broader ‘picture’ of 
multidimensional existence? 


Human be-ings as participants/components of a continuous universe 
have a quality that is indestructible. 


Indeed, our essential core/Self is continuous and indestructible but 
that reality is of no use if we identify with transitory, finite existence. 


For those able to identify their constant, enduring, essential nature | 
need not dwell on descriptives; it is sufficient to re-iterate that we 
persist regardless of dimensional ‘departures’/death — | omitted to 
mention previously that we are able to exit the dimensions we inhabit 
by shedding the vehicles (bodies) we utilise in order to experience 


other dimensions, which does not necessarily require physical death. 


Viewed with this perspective it becomes a very trifling matter to 
consider ‘endings and beginnings’ or the ‘disappearance’ of various 
forms of life specific to particular dimensions. 


If we view ourselves from a universal perspective/attitude we take 
our place in a continuum not in transience or the temporary — in fact, 
we persist whether we like it or not. The difference is that one state 
is peace/Bliss by nature while the other is fraught with a multitude of 
woes, joys, pains and transitory pleasures. 


Furthermore, the centering this universal world view affords is 
infinitely more rewarding and satisfying than the chaotic, transitory 
world view common to culturally constrained people. 


In conclusion | would maintain thematic integrity by stating there is 
no conclusion — we are ONE continuous pulse of existence and we 
are unstoppable in more ways than can be imagined. 


Infinity is Perfection otherwise it could not have endured. 


While this short paper targets a specific audience able to understand 
— intuitives, artists, poets, mystics, philosophers, lovers and 
geniuses, no-one is excluded, all are invited; however, very few 
accept the invitation. 


The aspect that endures and continues as infinity is consciousness, 
not mind, which is a cultural product formulated by finite signs and 
symbols/language. Consciousness by nature is immutable, pure and 
limitless; consciousness maintains its integrity forever, regardless of 
all other factors. 


Light Plays 


i shudder when You enter 
my space, what magic is 
this that easily penetrates 
my defences? 


what strange power 
dances and prances 
thru my being 
bouncing me around 
like a rubber ball? 


jets of light project from 
ur eyes into mine and 
twirl down my spine like 
a screw ending at my 
sacrum the hard way 


i feel like a flag ina 
hurricane whipping and 
snapping when you are 
near 


constantly drawn and 
thrown about like a rag 
doll on a band, i have 
no resistance to ur 
strange power 


like a gyro transfixed in 
ur location, captured, 
frenzied yet appearing 
deceptively stationary, 
u stoke a tempest 


but then i discover an 
anomaly in the flow, 
a trick to break the 
spell 


from the furnace you 
stoked i draw the fire 
up my spine and funnel 
it thru my eyes into urs 
and watch u stumble a 
little, swoon a bit, and 
release a sigh 


you smile and continue 

to transmute and refine 
the energy in ever swirling 
orbits thru our bodies 

until it’s able to absorb 
our identities and merge 
them into One 


i am well versed in the arts 
yet iam unable to fathom 
your magic, your alchemical 
potions that captivate and 
transmute 


it continues with or without 
bodies joining, this trembling 
embrace 


but that was ur intention 
from the start, my enduring 
goddess 


We are One 


The Revolutionary Organisation behind Jesus 
Christ 


Don’t kid yourselves people, Jesus was sent on his mission by an 
organised group that existed long before he was born. He was not a 
God or even possessed of supernatural powers but a healer of 
minds and souls and a very brave, charismatic social revolutionary; 
he could no more fly than any man or cow could fly. The 
implausible/impossible fantasy aspects of the narrative are cultivated 
by organised religion to weaken and intimidate believers into obeying 
a supernatural ‘all-powerful’ being that seems always to require the 
assistance of men to do the simplest things. You see, all Known gods 
are the product of the pens of scribes and propagandists. But Jesus 
is the exception; he was a man, a most inspiring social reformer. 


Never forget that organised religion is pure mental slavery and no 
better psychological shackle has ever been invented. 


According to the NT, Jesus was supported by very wealthy followers 
(John and Nicodemus) as well as the social outcasts, drunks, 
whores and other misfits described in the narrative. Peter and his 
brothers were ‘commercial’ fisherman, they owned a fishing boat (a 
huge asset) and sold their catch daily, which earned them a huge 
income by the standards of the time. 


John, the beloved, was ‘filthy rich' and Nicodemus -- the midnight 
rambler -- was a well connected upper-class spy acting on behalf of 
the revolutionary organisation. The plan to usurp the thoroughly 
corrupt priest class in the capital had been carefully designed well 
before Jesus came of age. 


| have studied many early Christian/Jewish writings, however, | will 
refer only to the NT as we know it today — the points | raise are 
common to all versions of the NT. 


At the outset | would state that there is no God which man has not 
created; Jesus was born via the vaginal canal like every other mortal 
to members of an order/sect (Essenes); he was trained at an early 
age in the scriptures and law for his role as a social reformer; he was 
clearly supported, financially and otherwise, on his mission by sect 
members in the towns, villages he visited and by very powerful 
friends and sect members in the capital, Jerusalem. 


If we read the NT as a narrative not some supernatural story, the 
natural, very political story becomes evident. 


Briefly, here are some revealing indicators and interesting 
placements in the story that stand out but | encourage everyone to 
read the Gospels and discover more for themselves. 


Remember the conveniently placed donkey that the master was in 
need of to fulfil a prophecy. The donkey and its minder didn’t appear 
from the clouds, they were waiting according to plan — the ‘master’ 
had need indeed. 


And then there is the scenario in the capital that could easily fit into 
any spy novel today — the man carrying the identifying water pitcher 
in the capital, a city unfamiliar to country bumpkins, Jesus and his 
company, was waiting according to plan to guide the yokels to a 
secret meeting place -- that one is too obvious to miss — do Gods 
require this type of assistance? 


There are other odd occurrences/indications in the story like drinking 
the ‘vinegar’ resulting in profound torpor (‘death’) on the cross, a 
known solvent for many powerful herbal drugs of the time, 
notwithstanding Nicodemus' expensive herbs used to, ‘revive’ not 
embalm (look them up) Jesus in the tomb only a few short hours 
after he was crucified — now remember, he was a healthy, strong 
young man who had just walked from Galilee to Jerusalem -- the 
flogging notwithstanding -- it took the average man approximately 
three days to die from Roman style crucifixions. The manner of 
death was intentionally designed to torture and agonise the victim 


over time as a warning to others not to defy Rome's rule; yet our 
hero was, via a bribe to the (gambling) guards, prevented from the 
usual breaking of legs which eliminated support and put huge 
pressure on the diaphragm used for breathing, and allowed to be 
taken from the cross, bones intact for walking, only a few short hours 
after he was crucified. All very suspect and totally out of character 
with the usual procedure — something not to be ignored. 


| urge everyone to have an open-minded sober read of the NT 
narrative, it’s a very inspiring story if read it in its proper temporal 
(revolutionary) context. 


Moreover, the NT should teach us all to stand strong and oppose 
corruption at every level. 


The narrative teaches us to reject corrupt States/politicians and 
wealthy powerful elite classes (priests then, banks and corporations 
today) completely, and effect social change directly, as did the 
protagonist Jesus Christ -- we should take heart that Roman 
crucifixions have been replaced today with indefinite detention 
without charge or trial. 


“On that day ...,” — what will you know ‘on that day’ — it’s in Gospel of 
John? 


We are able to succeed socially where Jesus clearly failed only if we 
Unite — as the enslaving, social status quo has not changed an iota 
in thousands of years — that is the social reformist message (always 
ignored) of the New Testament, along with other esoteric mystical 
teachings not covered in this paper. 


Asian Eyes 


i could never resist those 
portals to heaven and hell 


ur rich aunt introduced us 
her desire fulfilled thru our 
relationship 


she worked tirelessly to 
make that match dragging 
the reluctant, desperate 
and joining together what 
should never have been 
joined 


she had the patience and 
skill of ancient Chinese 
artisans coupled with the 
predatory instincts of a 
serpent, an acute eye for 
detail and balance and a 
rare ability to harmonise 
the disparate 


i remember watching her 
closely while she admired 
her porcelains and jades, 
appreciating what is not 
perceived by occidental 
eyes 


refined and subtle stroking 
the cool, green, polished 
stone charged and smoothed 
by countless hands over the 


millennia, yet she gifted me 
her most treasured piece, you, 
a living work of Oriental art 


[fond of caresses, enticing, 
stealing the attention of 
men with a repertoire of 
moves her aunt taught her, 
she finally landed her prize, 
me.| 


i was difficult prey but 
captured nonetheless; 
she always gave slack 
when required allowing 
the baited to foolishly 
believe it continued to 
enjoy its freedom, but 
always resumed reeling 
in her line and tightening 
the perimeter until all 
resistance ceased, the 
prey having become 
familiar with captivity 
and learning to enjoy 
the certainty and ease 
it offered 


it was long ago we 

watched the passing 
moments together, we 

had no doubts that 
existence was made for 

our pleasure and enjoyment; 
however, time proved 

that assumption incorrect 


you are now gone to more 
lucrative pastures tho i 
cannot forget how we 
shared existence together 
the moment our breathing 
synchronised and our 
hearts beat as One 


i have never been ensnared 
like that again 


Lack of Discipline 


in the most desolate locations are 
the loneliest tasks undertaken 
and the most difficult battles 
fought 


when aloneness aches one is 
forced to invoke the Godhead 

for comfort and consolation, 

to have an equal exchange, 

tho iam aware there are no Gods 
outside man’s creation — over 
10,000 gods on last count 


no doubt more deities will be 
created to supercede the old, 
failing Gods -- ‘new’ myths 
created from old themes to 
enslave new masses with the 
same dull tricks 


few fight this war, only the elite 
are capable of fighting it, others 
lack commitment, fortitude and 
perseverance -- discipline in a 
word 


as patient as time itself success 
is assured if the sure road to 
victory is followed 


goad and taunt the inept, 
impatient enemy into 
producing immediate results 
for the nose-ringed, attention 


deficient citizen slaves 


deliberate moves do more to 
undermine the enemy than 
any of our attacks though we 
force the issue by leaving few 
(no) alternatives but immediate 
reaction 


i learned patience in Love; 
targeting my heart's desire | 
moved slowly, surely and 
relentlessly, never giving up 
though faced with insurmountable 
barriers, resistance and 
obstructions, but i persevered 
until success was mine, i then 
lost myself in the prize the 
(fleeting) moment 


patience lays the foundation for 
discipline, an imperative for all 
warriors that wish to endure 


we prevail against overwhelming 
odds without effort today, the 
power that discipline bestows, 
proves itself 


the progeny of Love cannot be 
defeated — is there a superior 
quality/force in this universe 
that is able to overcome 
everything? 


The Crucifixion of Joy and Harmony 


| hadn't thought about it before, a reader brought it to my attention. 


| am a poet and am predisposed to joy, happiness and love — 
inherent traits in all human beings. But as is so clear today, these 
(now rare) traits and emotions are fragile and must be nurtured, 
protected and allowed to reach their full potential and strength in 
order to withstand the massive depressing, toxic forces of American 
culture — the sickest, most destructive culture that exists on the 
planet! 


Who would tolerate a nation that subscribes to a doctrine of 
perpetual war, mass murder and destruction? The wars waged today 
are the most ignoble ever fought in history; they are waged for the 
profit of the few — filthy money — where is the honour in that? 
America and its puppet allies have reduced their military to 
uniformed mass murderers for corporate profit — a little research 
verifies the Fact. 


The world is aware of the Truth today; no WMD, no external threats, 
orchestrated (9/11) terrorist attacks — there is no humanitarian crises 
that can’t be dealt with around a table by international consensus. 
However, what do we have? State terrorism, wars based and fought 
on Lies and a constant stream of fear-saturated, depressing 
propaganda that issues like sewage from the corporate mass media 
are the ‘order’ of the day. 


America has become a disease that must feed its ruling, blood- 
sucking corporatocracy and turn a parasitic profit at any cost to the 
environment and human life — this parasite will kill its host if remedial 
action is not taken. 


Half a million (500,000) children and millions more innocent men and 
women Dead due to unnecessary wars and embargos that block 
basic humanitarian medical supplies, orchestrated so America could 


steal Iraqi oil and the resources of other nations — woe to sick and 
evil America/Babylon! 


Libya’s real ‘crime’ was that it was Not indebted to the privately 
owned Global Reserve Banking Cartel — Libya Was a debt free 
nation and ‘'they' couldn't have it, so invade, destroy and debt- 
enslave like All western slave nations. 


Would anyone in their right mind and loving heart allow mass 
murder, wars and wanton destruction for the profit of a few 
psychopaths/plutocrats and oligarchs? Come on people, we can do 
a lot better than that or do you doubt the obvious? 


Make no mistake, | am no fantasist, the Love that sustains me and 
rules my existence and poetic expression today was earned; do you 
not think that social perversity affects every person on the planet? 


| have been horrifically abused, terrorised, tortured and jailed, all 
these injustices and tribulations gave me little option but to either 
follow the lead set by abusing psychopaths or to heal myself with the 
most effective healing and harmonising force known to this universe 
— Love. The same Love that great religious leaders spoke about so 
passionately, the same infinite healing force that sustains all things 
and is actually the substratum of all existence. 


Be acutely aware that society cannot continue in the manner, 
America prescribing for the world. the USA is an aberration, a 
terminal disease that must be cured immediately, one way or the 
other. 


It is true that only a handful of nefarious individuals and psychopaths 
rule America and the western world, they rule with nothing more 
sophisticated than debt slavery and psychological fear/terror tactics 
sustained by vile lies, deceit and constant repetitive propaganda. 


We must All rise to the challenge and reject these transparent 
simplistic methods; we must first free ourselves with Love — open our 


hearts and let it flow in like a mighty river of its own accord; resist 
scorn, criticism, physical abuse and divisionism; resist everything 
and anything that would oppose this healing force regardless of 
personal cost. 


By adhering to Love in the face of all adversity and drawing on its 
sustaining strength to prevail, we have already won every battle and 
challenge that could be waged against us. 


We should not forget that the personification of Love as the Christian 
Messiah, fashioned a whip to use as a weapon and eject the evil 
bankers from the Temple — do not remain passive or be misled any 
longer, as We are clearly able. 


It is time to flick the switch on minority criminal cabals that have 
stolen our Joy, Harmony and Peace. Resist every perverse 
destructive action taken by governments and the Bankers that 
control them or lose everything if you remain complacent, passive 
and fearful in the ugly, mass murdering face of American evil. And 
never forget that the gates of Paradise remain locked to cowards. 


The choice is always y/ours. 


Stand Corrected, Napoleon! 


It was Napoleon Bonaparte who famously stated that China was the 
sleeping giant and to beware of its inevitable awakening. However, 
Napoleon's perceptions were limited by the cultural consciousness of 
his time. China has awakened and is predictably threatening the 
balance of global power, but what's new? Nations rising and falling is 
an old story. The real sleeping giant is not China, but the People, the 
Global Population. 


If Napoleon were alive today he would undoubtedly confirm this 
observation and recognise the power of boundary-smashing digital 
technologies. 


The only other message | care to transmit is for the ruling elite -- 
your time has come, the veils have been drawn and the bright light of 
day shines on All your criminal machinations and vile, murdering 
activities. 


There is no way to avoid the Just retribution that is about to befall 
you; | do not envy any one of you, regardless of all the stinking 
money you have stolen over the generations. Ask yourselves now, 
will your ill-gotten money buy you forgiveness, exoneration or 
immunity from the wrath of the People -- not snowflake's chance? 


The source of all the world's ills has been identified and the ‘cure ' is 
just around the corner. 


Mega-wealthy elites were only ever able to survive while they 
managed well; however, the global economic collapse of 2008 and a 
host of other increasing global political/social problems clearly 
indicate that elites are failing fast; they are no longer able to rule 
effectively or survive. 


Listen 


listen intently until the mind, 
bridled by concentration and 
unyielding focus, becomes the 
aural organ instead of the ear 


when the mind listens sound 
becomes liquid, flowing and 
vibrating rippling through 
space, plucking every neural 
cord and resonating in the 
brain, until -- swamped by 
aural stimuli -- a crescendo 

is reached and a pulse shoots 
through the crown of the head 
into the swirling infinite 
expanse 


swim in that sound-stream 
until the last vestige of 
identity (ego) is lost -- until 
the last discordant note is 
obliterated by concordant 
rhythms and vibrations 


yield to that synchronised 
sound until it becomes music, 
an ecstatic symphony of the 
spheres 


Consequences 


i once expressed my love 
for a woman in a poem 
thus: 


“| loved u before my inception, 
before time itself began” 


the subject of my affection 
became unsettled, agitated 

and a little perturbed, though 

a grown (in body) woman; 

she sought advice from her 
father, both father and daughter 
concluded i was mad 


naturally! 


it will be a while before i again 
breach the limitations of time 
and space with poetry -- ten 
seconds have now elapsed 


poor girl, 

loosening socially constructed 
reality in a poem was too much 

for her, she retreated to the 

secure conservatism of lesbianism, 
very pedestrian 


she fared from the North Coast 
if memory serves correctly 


her mother gave her a man’s 
name 


The Physiology of Mystic Rapture 


We need to be very clear on a principal issue before proceeding and 
that is, there is no God outside human experience, in other words All 
knowledge of God or Divine Ecstasy falls within Human experience, 

got it? 


Okay, we are now ready to explore the human experience of direct 
communication with 'God' otherwise known as mystic rapture. 


Mystics rhapsodise endlessly about the bliss of ‘divine’ union, 
especially the mystic poets. Written accounts throughout the world 
are remarkably similar, it seems that ‘divine’ union is an experience 
common to all humankind regardless of cultural, national and 
geographic barriers. 


Now consider the mechanisms involved in this mystical experience; 
a body-mind complex, emotion and awareness. Also bear in mind 
that one of the oldest extant Yoga manuals (Patanjali, 600 BC) refers 
to drugs -- which act on the body and mind in turn -- as a legitimate 
means of inducing mystical experience and as we know bodies and 
minds are not rare or ‘other-worldly, divine’ commodities. 


We needn't delve too deeply into human anatomy, we only need 
mention the central nervous system, nerve ganglia, spine, brain and 
hormone producing endocrine glands as playing the primary roles in 
these experiences. 


Now consider the nature of sexual orgasm, rhythmic nervous 
excitation leading to a synchronised neural discharge from the brain 
right through the body to the sacral plexus at the root of the genitals - 
- most would describe orgasm as a highly pleasurable sensation 
bordering on the ecstatic. 


The exact same energy and internal bio-mechanisms that deliver 
sexual orgasm to the brain also deliver ‘divine’ ecstasies in the brain. 


The difference is that libido is conserved, stored then redirected by/in 
the nerve ganglia and spontaneously moved 'upward' along the 
spine to the brain rather than take its usual course during sexual 
discharge. Note that sexual excitation is common to all mammals, 
there is absolutely nothing other-worldly, mystical or ‘divine’ about 
these experiences. 


With some mental and physical training the vital libido/life force is 
easily harnessed and made to rise up from nerve plexuses through 
to the spinal cord and on to the brain in a series of rhythmic, ecstatic 
pulses or discharges. Understand, | am not referring to brain or mind 
induced sexual orgasms -- this experience exceeds the pleasures of 
sexual orgasm a thousand fold and is not characterised by any fluid 
discharge. 


The means by which any human is potentially able to commune 
directly with their 'God' are simple, natural and very straight forward; 
the quieting of the mind's endless chatter results in rhythmic 
‘synchronisation’ with the breathing and subtle neural energy flows in 
the body -- all perfectly natural processes. Success is usually 
achieved after approximately nine months of dedicated, persistent 
and regular practice. There are no mysteries regarding 'God' or this 
very human experience -- we are ‘purpose-built’ for the task. 


| suggest choosing an agreeable (to you) form of meditation for 
stilling the mind, 'watching' the breath is recommended; | also 
recommend reducing the diet to a low protein vegetarian diet, which 
reduces pressure or the need for sexual gratification -- simple. 


See you all in Paradise, no-one except cowards and the deluded are 
excluded, which unfortunately accounts for 99% of humanity — a 
crying shame. 


Peace. 


Signs 


just before dawn they come 
vying with each other for a 
place, to be heard, to make 
a statement an expression, 

a message perhaps for a lost 
love, a pressing concern 
unexpressed at the time but 
now requiring urgent 
expression 


so many souls with something 
to say and a single medium/poet 
attempting to accommodate all 


frantic spirits finally discovering 

a channel, someone able to hear 
and express their thoughts and 
wishes, deliver messages and 
sound warnings to loves left 
behind long ago but time is of no 
consequence here in this land of 
spirit dreams and visions 


ghostly cheeks press on my neck 
whispering to my thoughts all 

the while, the sound of shattering 
crystal in the distance, faint 
tinkles, pings, chimes and rings 


it becomes expedient to gather 
their desires and formulate a 
single message loaded with all 
their power and need, bypassing 
consciousness to reach the 


required destination 


transferring a lasting impression 
like the images of lovers tattooed 
on memory, forever young, vital 
and fresh never to decay, 
remaining eternally youthful 


the cool of spirit against the 
warmth of flesh, an odd sensation, 
but i am not here to judge only to 
deliver from one world to another 


breasts warm against my body 
your unforgettable scent lingers 
like incense; some things do not 
easily translate into words, 
aromas are lost to semantics 

as reason is lost to modern man 


i need not continue, deaf ears 
and blind eyes are not of spirit 
but of flesh, waiting, soon to 
join the seething throng of souls 
that forgot to Love and fulfill 
their destiny -- now seeking out 
living poets to deliver their 
messages and warnings -- far 
too late for some 


Eternity and Fleeting Moments 


where would we seek continuity 
what form would it/we take? 


would we discover it in vacuous 
formalised religions, cultural 
conventions and social protocols, 
or in transient pleasures, fleeting 
sensual gratification or in 
temporary achievements/failures? 
do these things endure — do they 
really satisfy our inherent need 
for everlasting? 


did we, as complex physical, 
mental and spiritual Beings 
appear from nothing? 


every school kid knows that 
something cannot emanate 
from nothing; are we not already 
part of living creation, continuous 
manifestations of infinity at play? 


have we been fooled into believing 
in beginnings and endings when 
infinity, which encompasses 
everything, is measureless, without 
start or end? 


i learnt in Central Australia from 
indigenous tribes how to jettison 
time and space and enter the 
dreaming/continuity; how to 
navigate between seen and unseen 


how to hear the roar of butterfly 
wings Creating cyclones that blow 
‘white’ illusions away 


i became myself again and saw 
my reflection in a pond next to 
a perfect image of the moon 
which a fish dispersed, splash! 
but i remained tho my image 
was shattered by a fish's leap 


i endured but my illusions were 
easily destroyed 


i traversed that solarised desert 

of dreams, spirits, singing stones, 
rivers of light and ageless beings, 
who seemed to know me well, 

until | discovered my enduring 
quality; it is comprised of Harmony, 
Peace and Love in equal portions 
forming an indestructible Perfection 
that is inseparable from you/me 


one day an amphibian able to 
breathe both light and dark 

will destroy the image you imagine 
i am; if you wish to find me 

use your Love, its wings will 
deliver you safely to me 
gallivanting in the everlasting 


until we meet again, i entrust 
the sweetest Peace to You 


listen for me in the wind and 
remember ‘white’ cultural realities/ 


illusions only make paper rafts 
which are supremely unsuited for 
the swirling cosmic seas of 
Eternity 


Steve Jobs' FBI File 


(Journalism, once a noble Profession) 


The mainstream media must be desperate for stories reporting that 
recently deceased, Steve Jobs of Apple Computer, smoked pot and 
dropped acid in his youth -- big fuckin’ deal, | don't know of any 
exceptionally creative people that haven't. Jobs was a product of his 
generation, a generation known to have hash on toast and LSD on 
their cornflakes for breakfast, you pedestrian no-accounts. 


It was also recorded by the FBI that Jobs was apt to impose his 
version of reality onto others, something 'rare' in human business 
behaviour, no doubt -- imbeciles! 


For pete's sake their are war criminals like US Presidents killing 
civilians in orchestrated wars and Drone attacks almost daily to write 
about, notwithstanding the brazen financial rogues on Wall St. that 
control Presidents and Congress, and all you morons can write are 
prurient stories of a dead businessman having once smoked pot and 
played Bob Dylan records -- who owns/runs mass media 
organisations, | wonder? 


Get on the real news stories and report criminal activity in high 
places, the Pentagon and White House and the scandal of Wall St 
Bankers avoiding investigations for criminal fraud which resulted in 
the destruction of the global economy. Isn't relentlessly pursuing high 
profile criminals newsworthy these days? 


Perhaps you may need to smoke some pot and drop some acid, you 
dead-head cowards. Get a fuckin’ life, then a real newsworthy story. 


Monarch 


before the golden gates of 
the great palace i prepare 
my gifts, spinning wheels 
of light and exotic rhythms 
discovered in hidden 
forgotten places 


what should | play before 
this Monarch, which meter 
and rhyme would please 
this Lord? 


should i accidentally strike a 
dissonant note i would render 

all my gifts worthless and 

forfeit my soul; if i sound a 
harmonious note and seamlessly 
weave a rhythm into the cosmic 
symphony my travails and 
journey ends -- i would have 
earned my rest 


the morning dew captures and 
refracts the first rays of light, 
the sweet scent of the garden 
slowly drifts through the 
grounds 


this day holds great promise 


Where the Money Doesn't Go 


Never did know for whom the bell tolls but | sure do know where the 
money goes and it doesn't go to thee. 


A famous Zen koan asks, “what is the sound of one hand clapping?” 
If you've ever heard the sound of Bankers and Corporatists 
pocketing money with one hand while directing it for bribes and 
payoffs with the other, then you'd know. 


According to a report in the Guardian, over 46 million Americans are 
now living below the poverty line -- so much for justifying all the 
holocausts and illegal wars America wages with the refrain, ‘look 
what your country has done for you!' The short answer, if you don't 
belong to the criminal 1%, is sack you, then foreclose on your house, 
put you on food stamps and what is laughingly called, ‘welfare!’ 
Buddy can you spare a cartridge, cuz 46 million makes a very potent 
force should they wake to the facts and realise they have been 
shafted by their own government and the opulent, avaricious, insular, 
1%. 


| describe them as insular simply because if they were truly 
cognisant of the consequences of their actions and realised how 
reviled and vulnerable they truly are, they wouldn't dare -- history 
proves that regardless of the tightest security, anyone can be killed — 
mega-wealthy elites would immediately close the Huge 
wealth/disparity gap and begin rehabilitating the nation. But as we all 
know greed is what made and broke the back of America -- "a man 
sees what he wants to see and disregards the rest" -- Paul Simon. 
So | suggest bullet proof vests and armoured vehicles -- even the 
long suffering, intellectually bereft, paralysed American population 
has its breaking point, or do they? Go back to the soup kitchen 
America, your bought government is serving the rich only. 


What Do They Fear Most? 


Think for a very brief moment because the answer is before your 
eyes; what would a nation with a divisionist, permanent war doctrine 
fear most? Peace of course, mutual cooperation, unity and civilised 
relations between people and nations, a not too difficult proposition 
in a world sick to death of unnecessary wars (for profit) and needless 
conflict. 


A global Peace initiative, a Real movement, would immediately 
expose the enemies of Humanity and identify the nefarious forces 
hell bent on division, destroying our world and quality of life. 


Most analysts, commentators and socially aware people Know that 
the Global Reserve Banking System and profit only driven 
Transnational Corporate elites are behind most of today’s social 
unrest, inequality and conflict; all wars are fought by misguided fools 
in the interests of elites. Make no mistake, every war waged over the 
past few decades has served the interests of Transnational, Banking 
and weapons producing companies and | would emphasise at great 
cost to various populations and the environment. 


The overwhelming majority of people Everywhere desire peace and 
civilised relations, only perverse minority interests oppose 
harmonious and civil relations between people and nations. The 
world has simply had its fill of perversity, wanton destruction and evil; 
those are the qualities which clearly identify evil minority elites that 
continue to propel nations into perpetual conflict for their financial 
gain. 


There is no hiding from the facts. “You will know them by their fruits;’ 
and no prizes for ‘guessing’ which nations lead the world in 
permanent war and wanton destruction. 


Consider the very real, accessible to all, solution to all today’s social 
ills; uncompromising demand and the implementation of Peace and 


mutually cooperative relations, which are natural human instincts as 
this species became dominant due to mutual aid/cooperation. 


If an agenda-devoid, do-nothing, ineffective (Occupy) movement can 
‘spontaneously’ erupt around the globe from sheer frustration, how 
much greater a dedicated real movement demanding peace and 
immediate action from all governments to end all conflicts and 
hostilities? 


And do not be fooled by delaying or other avoidance tactics, the 
most effective and surest method for giving up any destructive habit 
is simply to Stop immediately. 


Peace is the inalienable right of every human on the planet and no 
temporal force is justified resisting that intention — demand the 
immediate cessation of all war/conflict and the cooperation, in full 
public view, of opposing political parties. Peaceful relations are 
created in the light of day, only nefarious, evil and destructive plans 
require secrecy. 


As with freedom, peace is earned never bestowed, we either act in 
the interests of Peace or allow ourselves to be led by an evil, 
perverse, self-interested minority, to slavery, destruction and certain 
ruin. 


Withdraw all support for any politician or government that directly or 
indirectly supports division, conflict and war — the future tenability of 
the human race depends on our peaceful initiatives, Now. 


We are One or we are Nothing! 


Peace. 


Haunted Nights 


souls i have known long 
dead come uninvited when 
circumstances permit and 
intrude on my peace, first 
forming shadows, phantasms 
on the screen of my mind 


barely discernible at first 
but becoming ever more 
tangible until they are 
indistinguishable from the 
‘real’ 


some return to deliver 
messages and tender kisses 
from grateful souls, others 
come with mal-intent and 

try to flay my flesh and open 
my insides exposing my 
quivering entrails and pulsing 
heart 


my tolerance for pain and 
discomfort is now so high 
no mortal is able to inflict 
any discomfort whatsoever, 
i have been tortured by the 
best and most dastardly 
demon, myself! 


who is able to inflict the 
most acute pain or cut 

deeper into my psyche 
other than myself? who 


or what is more aware 
of my vulnerabilities, raw 
nerves and weaknesses? 


on quiet nights when 
circumstances form 
mysterious configurations 
the gates of hell swing 
open and release the 
spirits of those unable 

to rest bent on vengeance 
and retribution 


i direct them to various 
loci of temporal power 
where they find their 
victims and feed on 
their uncertainties and 
fears -- the villains of 
Our age 


Criminal elites have no 
rest or peace; my legions 
inflict the most exquisite 
pain, doubt and torment 


sometimes the demons 
permit me to view 

their handiwork, people 

in the deepest sleep 
sweating profusely 
grinding their teeth, 
writhing and wincing 

in pain, tortured in 

their dreams, minds 
turned against themselves 


it is true what they say 
no-one gets out until 
every jot and tittle is 
paid or accounted for 


[make haste, my legions 
the sun soon rises.] 


Social Tipping Point 


A certain meridian of time, soon to be crossed, will open the world 
into a new social reality; one in which antiquated structures go 
‘wobbly’ and begin to crumble, indicating the collapse of an 
outmoded system doomed to utter failure but also opening an 
opportunity for a completely new social reality; one based on mutual 
cooperation, harmony and peace not permanent war, conflict, mass 
murder and criminal enterprise. 


Criminal ruling elites are beginning to lose their tenuous mass media 
grip on the masses, their current media tricks are failing to 
adequately 'manage social perception’ and steer society in desired 
directions. 


The time fast approaches when the entire global population will wake 
to the criminal reality they have been forced to live in and to the cruel 
injustices they have suffered for no good reason. 


Indeed, that time is upon us, as is clearly indicated by the 
desperation of the tactics ruling elites are now employing; the 
imposition of austerity programs and absurd, economically 
oppressive taxes on the poor while the rich pay minimal or no taxes; 
violence in the form of insane, provocative laws like indefinite 
detention without charge or trial on suspicion or the increase in 
targeted assassinations (state sanctioned murder) and mysterious 
disappearances (renditions). 


Symptomatic of the social disconnect elites are currently suffering is 
the appalling antics of the US Secretary of State; referring to the 
cruel inhumane proxy murder of Col. Gaddafi, Hillary Clinton laughed 
and gloated on national TV stating that, "we came, we saw, he died," 
which not only openly displayed her psychopathology for all to see, 
but also clearly admitted guilt for the proxy murder -- the world was 
appalled. 


We could add to that lunatic outburst with the statement made by 
puppet president Obama at the time in a press conference, ‘the US 
achieved its (criminal) objectives of regime change and resource 
theft in Libya without placing troops on the ground' -- not a difficult 
task if NATO flies 26,000 bombing missions (in a no fly zone) and 
known murdering Islamist killers are hired to do the job on the 
ground while thoroughly corrupted international criminal courts turn a 
blind eye and other international laws/conventions are ignored. 


Obama's scripted bragging also disgusted a socially aware world 
and clearly indicated the degree to which elites are divorced from the 
prevailing social reality. 


Ruling elites are now in panic mode, make no mistake; the sheer 
desperation of the now legislated indefinite detention laws and 
provisions in the military defence spending bill, which obviously 
includes rendition and torture, is evidence of the fact. 


However, the tragedy for mega-wealthy elites is that everything their 
fifth-rate advisers and consultants advise has either been preempted 
or seeded into their consciousness with clever and subtle 
psychological tactics -- elites are actually creating the social forces 
which will overthrow and probably eradicate them from the face of 
the earth — good riddance! 


A devastating, nameless, untraceable, invisible opposition grows 
stronger by the day -- independent cells and emerging groups join 
the fray even as | write, a wounded and staggering beast is easy 
prey to superior skills and tactics. 


A new message to criminal elites: do your best but be aware that if 
you resort in desperation to the ultimate shock tactic of a killer 
plague/virus or another orchestrated, violent, terrorist act, the social 
unrest and chaos that ensues would also serve other interests and 
groups that are able to exploit the situation and turn the tide against 
You, you miserable, murdering scum. So, do whatever you like, you 
have been preempted at every turn. 


20th century mass media and antiquated social manipulation tactics 
do not ‘cut it’ in the digital 21st century, but you knew that or did you? 
What is your average age again, you bunch of antiquated, ossified, 
geriatric clowns? 


You will never know the identity of the forces that place the rope 
around your stinking, murdering, criminal necks; sayonara scumbags 
— if not today then tomorrow. 


Diamond Sight 


A short paper on the hidden meaning behind some symbolism in the 
Old Testament and other Biblical writings. 


Before proceeding it is imperative that we first address all ‘sacred’ 
texts in the context/culture in which they were/are produced. 


You will note | am writing as a scribe in the context of a national 
culture using language specific to that culture. | am bound by culture- 
specific formalities, signs, symbols and structure. As a modern 
scribe | am not mystified by the tools of my trade, no more than a 
painter is by the colours on his palette. 


Language consists of loaded signs/symbols that allude, depending 
on cultural context and widely shared values/beliefs in order for the 
intended message to be effectively received. So it is that one must 
read symbols and signs according to their culture-specific meaning -- 
be aware that meaning is not debatable or up for 
subjective/interpretive ‘grabs’ or conjecture, regardless of how 
abstract or vague a ‘sacred’ text appears to be. All 'sacred' texts 
contain very clear messages -- indeed, once one becomes familiar 
with specific linguistic/cultural styles, meaning almost leaps off the 


page. 


Now to the Old Testament and Genesis; a text laden in symbolism, 
signs, allusions and metaphors which reveal specific meanings not 
fanciful, subjective or literal misinterpretations. 


We note almost immediately in genesis a serpent and a fruit-bearing 
tree are introduced into the narrative. Two protagonists Adam and 
Eve (representing polarity) and an antagonist, Jehovah are also 
introduced. Jehovah is immediately identified as a sociopathic, 
didactic, authoritarian law giver of the ‘shall’ and ‘shall not’ do 
simplistic school of authoritarianism; note that the antagonist is not at 
all a likeable character; He threatens all manner of calamity and vile 


curses if ‘his’ laws/demands are not followed to the letter. 


This uncompromising, psychopathic ‘control freak’ demands 
complete obedience and subservience from his ‘servants.’ His 
modes of operation are violent, threatening, and fear/punishment 
based. [What are the characteristics of the cultures that subscribe to 
this God today?] 


However, the above is the exoteric aspect of the story for the 
uninitiated masses. For aware, enlightened beings which fear no 
God, man or thing, there is the intended meaning, as is very clearly 
transmitted through the symbolic lexicons of the time. 


Note that in the historical period (as now) the Serpent represents 
secret and wonderful knowledge/power. The serpent in the story is 
located in a tree as distinct from the ground, where one would expect 
to locate a snake. In the given context the tree and serpent refer not 
to a plant or snake but to certain somatic and psychological 
components of the human being — all religious texts are human not 
divine stories. 


The somatic (physical) aspect is the spinal cord, brain, 
plexuses/ganglia and central nervous system (trees) and the serpent 
refers to the neural current or dynamic force that moves in the 
nervous system — Adam and Eve here represent the polar currents 
of that dynamic/living force. The relative ‘upward and downward’ 
directions of that force are given qualitative characteristics. The 
reader will note the tree is also adorned with ‘fruit,’ which refers to 
the endocrine system, especially the gonads. 


To jump ahead, the Rabbi Jesus is known to have healed the ‘blind,’ 
and to have made the ‘dead live’, there’s a very strong hint in the 
same symbolic language of the New Testament; Jesus in the 
process of healing a ‘blind’ man asks whether the man is able to see; 
the person responds, “I see men as trees walking,” a very curious 
statement for the unaware but one that verifies the thematic 
continuity of the text for the aware. ‘Seeing’ here denotes 


enlightenment, the blind are the ignorant and the sighted are the 
aware. Trees do not walk but men (with central nervous systems 
adorned with endocrine fruit) do! 


In reading/decoding any sacred or religious text be aware that the 
stories are about man, they cannot be anything but, as nothing exists 
outside human experience. If you want answers look to yourself, 
within you is the doorway to eternity and all answers to all questions. 


‘Sacred’ texts speak of the means to that knowledge and the pitfalls 
of failure. Now, in the context of man, what are the physical polarities 
of the cerebro—spinal system? Yes, the brain at the top and the 
genitals at the other end. 


Neural or ‘serpent’ force, which promises all knowledge, is expended 
largely by the brain and genitals, think (without guilt) about it. If you 
wish to gain knowledge the serpentine force should be allowed to 
travel to the brain, however, if the force is squandered via over- 
indulgence or sensual abuse, the brain is deprived -- and you 
wonder why 90% of the population, faced with constant titillating 
stimuli from today's mass media, are mindless morons -- hence, as 
in all historical periods, the truly enlightened are very few indeed; 
awareness or enlightenment requires a certain cultivated mental 
discipline, attitude or ‘poise,’ which escapes the slovenly, slothful, 
sensual, over-indulgent, indolent and fearful. 


Give yourself a chance, an opportunity to fulfil your full potential and 
allow the accumulated serpentine nerve force/current, which is 
generated spontaneously, to reach the pineal/pinnacle (such fruit is 
worthy of the few) in the brain. 

And remember, there are no Gods but man. 


Peace. 


The Body-Mind Dichotomy 


As sentient human beings we should all be able to appreciate 
ourselves as physical/mental beings, this is the basis upon which | 
will endeavour to express a view via discourse. 


| am currently aware that | am thinking while | am physically typing, a 
functional partnership or single process of expression? We shall see. 


There have been many diverse views on the relationship between 
‘body-mind’ and whether or not these two apparent components are 
indeed separate. 


Over the millennia body loathers would have us all believe that the 
body is subject to the ‘higher’ mind and should somehow be 
dominated by it. This perverse view has resulted in theological body- 
loathing cults which view the body as dirty, evil and an enemy. St 
Paul is a typical example; he refers to the body as a disgusting or 
loathsome thing in an epistle and reinforces that view throughout his 
letters. Perhaps he should have been more aware of the body’s 
creation/evolution than his clearly perverse attitude to it; all one need 
do to refute his stand is ingest a psychotropic substance and realise 
that the physical body and its reaction to physical substances has 
more effect on the mind than body-hating religionists would care to 
admit. Furthermore, rather than admit or submit to a verifiable 
reality/test, body-loathers/religionists revert to denial and refuse the 
chemical element into their myopic realities. 


As can be readily seen this attitude is no solution, it is fear based 
contractionism — | would introduce here, without explanation, the 
verifiable reality that Existence is an expanding Process and any 
sustained contraction opposes that expansive tendency, at huge 
cost. | would also add that the prudish, disdainful and perverse 
attitude of the Christian St Paul is replicated by other leading figures 
in all the major religions. 


To preempt a conclusion; it becomes evident that the body is a 
source of fear for this group and as such, their lives are filled with 
dread, horror, violence and all sorts of illnesses, diseases, ‘misery,’ 
as concluded by Gautama Buddha and my personal favourite, 'show 
me any self-declared Christian and I'll show you a hypocrite.’ 


The body is the result of countless years of evolution or universal 
expression by the creative life force itself, a process which is not 
confined to this planet, solar system or indeed this universe. 


The body is a vehicle or medium of expression for Consciousness, 
the quintessential quality of Existence. As such it effectively allows 
the process of creation to express itself on this material, three 
dimensional plane, as it manifests simultaneously in countless other 
dimensions/planes. Earth existence is therefore a partnership of 
mind-body, neither being the enemy of the other, as both are 
necessary for full expression of the universal creative principle. 


Existence is Life and all life is sacred to the extent that anything is 
sacred. Therefore those that loath the body also loath the creator or 
God. It is a crying shame that the writings St Paul as sick and 
perverse as they clearly are, are elevated above the Gospels today, 
particularly by Evangelicals and Calvinists. For those aware of the 
beauty of Life there is nothing dirty in this universe except perhaps 
the views of certain religious leaders and clerics. For the aware, 
everything is related, alive and a joy. 


So a view to harmonious expression would necessitate a non- 
antagonistic partnership of the body-mind in order to fulfil our 
personal existence completely, would it not? Fearing or 
opposing/abusing any part of our being would be the height of folly 
and/or ignorance, as can readily be appreciated by the fact that the 
universe is Infinite therefore flawless in its operation and it evolved 
our bodies — errors do not endure in a perfect self-fulfilling 
continuum/universe, a lesson humankind would do well to learn. 


Hopefully we should now be aware of the positive and mutually 


dependent relationship of 'body-mind' with a view to smooth 
operation. 


Though this short discourse’s aims were not to instruct in various 
practices | am obliged to recommend the harmonising practice of 
traditional yoga and the benefits of regular meditation, ‘they’ are in 
fact One process. 


Mantra 


mantra is expressed via Logos/Word, 
intonation and repetition -- its power 
originates or is derived from 
Consciousness 


no-one knows the true name of God, 
to intone it would imbue the intoner 
with all the power associated with 
that name/Word 


when certain tones merge, and resonate 
they form unique three dimensional 
presentations which we name and 
identify as form/reality 


when certain tones are combined in 
unusual sequences and repeated 
the vibrations produced are able to 
dissolve previous presentations and 
offer alternate realities/presentations 
relative to the particular sequence 
intoned 


by correctly intoning the pranava 
A U M, obstacles that b(I)ind us 
and prevent clarity -- seeing things 
as they are, not as they appear, 
are removed and we begin to 
experience the Freshness that is 
characteristic of continuous 
(infinite) creation 


the everyday ‘world’ dissolves 
leaving in its wake shimmering, 


formless and continuous Light — 
light is simply visual sound, 
colours are variations in resonance 


mantra does not create light it 
simply reveals it by removing 
the obstacles that prevent us 
from seeing/hearing and 
experiencing alternate realities 


by repeating certain ‘sacred’ word 
sequences in unusual ways we are 
able to directly affect our 
environment/reality/consciousness 


if you discover the real name of 
God and intone it, you become God 


Existence issued from a primordial 
sound vibration Word or Logos 
and continues through space as 
vibratory energy 


the amount of energy available in 
the ‘beginning’ is equal to that 
which remains at the ‘end’ as 
potential energy; nothing is gained 
or lost; however, vibratory patterns 
differ with each new emanation 


the universe is essentially sound/light 
and can be experienced as such 


‘reality’ is modified according to 
certain sound/word sequences 


That, in essence, is the science of 


Mantra 


[my Guru revealed these things, 
my Guru is God — A U M] 


Commentary: 


The initial sound vibration responsible for producing the 
phenomenological universe continues today (and forever) and may 
be ‘heard’ by tuning the mind to that sound. 


By focusing the mind internally and attentively listening, a range of 
sounds become ‘audible.’ 


As sensitivity develops various sound progressions are ‘heard’ until 
they all culminate in the Pranava A U M, the ‘sound’ (vibration) from 
which all other sound vibrations — including ‘matter’ -- emanate. 


It is quite astonishing how intense these internal sounds become 
during nada (sound/vibration) meditation; they begin as faint 
murmurs and develop into almost deafening roars like the sound of 
mountain waterfalls combined with the sound of giant cymbals, bells 
and the constant underlying 'Hum' of existence. 


Nada (sound) Yoga is a very pleasant and practical method of 
integration for this 'modern' age of distractions, as sound is far more 
tangible and easier for the mind to apprehend than 
visualisations/images. 


Remember, God does not play hide and seek, infinity is immediate 
and is as readily accessible as your next breath; your very first 
sound meditation will reap rewards. | urge everyone to explore the 
fertile fields to which nada/sound meditation grants access. 


Mastery in this Yoga enables the adept to literally move mountains. 
Do not forget that everything has a distinct vibratory signature; 


understanding and applying resonances gives mastery over 
everything including gravity but more on that in another article. 


Hanging 


i don’t get to do the fun stuff, 
the passion, the discourses 

having my feet washed with 
tears of adoration or getting 

my cock sucked by Mary 


i just get to hang on the cross 
without the glory what sort of 
crucifixion is this? 


i get the gore but not the glee, 
surely they could have written 
me a better script, something a 
little more romantic like how i 
lived and loved as a man not 

a myth 


there is no mention of my alter 
ego taking a piss, having a shit 
or fucking; he was as much a 
man as he was a God -- i want 
all the details like how they 
wiped their arses in those days 
and what they ate for lunch 


He got to perform all the party 
tricks? i don’t mind a drop of 
wine myself especially the 
variety made from water 


i despise pretence, corruption, 
money and wealth more than 
Him but i didn’t get to chase 
the bankers from the temple/ 


Wall St? 


give me a break, 

i got the torture but not the joy, 
where are my compensating 
mystic rhapsodies? 


i get the agonies but not the 
ecstasies what sort of deal is 
that? i’ve been ripped off! 


i have been deprived of the 
good and allotted only the bad, 
i'm climbing down from Your 
cross before i take another 
Roman/CIA spear in the side 


He was forsaken in the end 
me in the beginning, deprived 
of glory, why should i hang on 
Your cross in agony? 


you can shove Your script, | am 
writing my own in which 
subservience, sacrifice, Gods, 
Lords and Kings do not exist 


i see it clearly, 

an egalitarian, non-hierarchical 
mutually cooperative society 
where all things are shared equally 


it’s over, i reject your enslaving 
Lies in favour of a just reality 
where no man is valued more or 
less than another, where Freedom 
is real and heaven is created on 


Earth 


keep your post mortem mythic 
heaven and shove your cross 
and enslaving social crucifixion 
up your thieving, deceiving, arse. 


| am Free unlike JC who was a 
slave to Jehovah, a nasty 
psychopath that delighted in 
genocide, gold and misogyny 


Only You 


only you 

offered a saving hand 
while kin and others 
gloated like ghouls 
and vampires over my 
slow demise -- feeding 
on my misfortune 


you hauled me from the 
mire while others urged 
you to abandon a ‘lost 
cause’, a ‘hopeless case’ 


you 

turned my morbid 
introspection/focus outward 
and fixed my gaze on the 
stars prepping my mind for 
the splendour of Infinity 


you 
taught me to abandon the 
discords of death and embrace 
the harmonies of life 


you did this for me without 
the slightest selfish motive 
or expectation 


it was your selfless, benevolent 
actions that transformed my 
being and brought me back 

to myself 


be pleased in the knowledge 
that your selfless work 
blossomed into a devastating 
force that drives malevolent 
elites to distraction 


to think how close to death 
i was before you found me 


muse over the thought that 
today the life you saved is 
targeted, hunted though they 
have little chance of success 
thanks to the survival 
mechanism you planted in 
my being 


eternal gratitude and heartfelt 
thanks to You alone, a kind 
Samaritan reviled by Jews 
and Romans alike 


Fade 


cavorting eyes seducing sadness 
one to the other releasing spirit 
-- ur sad dark eyes betray pain, 
and joy enough for many lives, 
how so with one so young? 


what dark secrets hide behind 
those brooding deep pools, 
how many silent narratives? 


love struggles to emerge from 
the soft, warm darkness 


interlocking gazes fixated 
fascinated one to the other, 
speaking what words 
cannot convey 


a soul's yearning a heart's desire 
tussling with disappointment 

and losing the struggle like an 
addict pursuing the next euphoric 
fix, human need impels us to try 
again until we succeed disregarding 
rejection/failure, but embracing 
the prospect of certain victory, 
we constantly chase impossible 
dreams imagining we are able to 
capture the elusive prize 


a fleeting glimpse, subtle shadows 
of hope a hint of joy are enough 

to propel us onward to unimaginable 
peaks and disappointing conclusions 


and then embark again on another 
impossible quest knowing victory 
is assured if we persist to the end 


Voluptuous 


it’s the music trailing down 
your cheek like a tear of joy 
or regret i could never tell 
which 


moving through the depths 

of your strobing emotions 
pulsing like an atomic jewel, 
exploding/demolishing 
everything in its path, blasting 
me across time and space 
from my inception to my 
fulfilment 


who are you? the queen of folly, 
harlot of the holies thumping 
the very ground i stand on 


bring down the heavens, suck 

up the sea and eject it all over 
me (again) -- trace the effulgence, 
beat a rhythm through my brain 


it’s the music, the beat, the pulse, 
the rhythm of Life 


The Light 


whenever darkness, doubt or 
uncertainty threaten to envelop 
ease back and reflect, Know 
that Light always shines and 
guides all life’s wayfarers 

and wanderers back to itself 
and to ineffable Peace 


Light never abandons its 
eternal creation, always 
unconditionally embracing 

and restoring all souls/ 
everything lost to the shadows; 
removing all traces of doubt 
and darkness and returning 
everything to its pristine 

purity and harmony 


never despair, you are Never 
alone, lost or abandoned, ever 


there is nothing anyone can do 
that would deprive you of the 
comforting Light 


ease urself back into your 
Love/Light; do not panic or 
doubt; as has been said, 

it is with You eternally 


be comforted and revived by 

its reinvigorating living power, 
bathe in its restoring properties 
and emerge in all your brightness 


free of all past blemishes and 
scars 


shine forever as a star 


Forget 'Us and Them’ — We are One Human 
Family 


Social unity, cooperation and equality are imperative for the long 
term sustainability, survival and the overall success of any society. It 
is no accident that all the world’s great religions insist on 
brother/sisterhood; indeed, all the great social movements of history 
were founded on good fellowship and mutual cooperation. 


However, we should not forget that all the great social reformers and 
religious teachers also targeted the corrupt and divisive elements in 
their societies and attacked corrupt ruling elites relentlessly, while at 
the same time gathering and unifying the people for the Common 
good. 


The Buddha attacked the corrupt Brahmin priest class of his day for 
exploiting and enslaving the masses as did Jesus Christ and all the 
other religious social reformers in history, including the warrior 
prophet, Mohammed. 


It is a fundamental principle, an inescapable Truth that social unity 
and equality is essential for the survival of any group or society in the 
long term. Elitism, ‘exclusive-ism,’ wealth disparities are proven 
formulas for social destruction/Failure. Yet today in Western and 
Eastern societies, but particularly in America, Russia and China, 
what do we see as the prevailing social reality? Huge disparities, 
yawning inequalities, corruption at the highest levels, exclusivity and 
elitism; a tiny ruling elitist minority dividing, confusing, with media 
misinformation and lies, the masses they hope to keep ignorant, 
divided and subservient to their nefarious, self-serving designs. 


However, unfortunately for that criminally corrupt minority their secret 
machinations have been exposed and the fruit of their work and 
plans for constant war, mass murder and destruction, chaos and 
destabilisation have been revealed in documents such as PNAC and 


other government texts freely available on the Internet — no 
conspiracy theories required. The Truth and Facts are plain to see 
and verify. 


In the information age of today a few keystrokes or mouse clicks 
presents volumes of information on any topic including Reserve 
Banking and Corporatism. It becomes evident with a little research 
that a ruling, elite, criminal executive class of parasites has taken 
temporary control via our puppet politicians, of our world and 
collective destinies. Make no mistake, these evil people function 
behind the scenes and above the law, their wealth is built on the 
blood (corporate wars) of our children and other innocents. It is the 
parasitic, executive class of bankers and corporatists that Jesus, the 
Buddha and other social reformers would be relentlessly attacking 
today. 


Follow the link below and view the video which speaks for itself and 
confirm beyond any measure of doubt the callous, elitist, heartless 
and arrogant attitude of today’s murdering, ruling Wall St, elites and 
understand why they were targeted in the past and must be 
eliminated today if the world is to know peace and harmony. 


We, the global majority are one indeed, but a rope, after due legal 
process, is warranted for the heinous crimes these people have 
committed or are directly responsible for. 


We are Many -- We are One - We are Irresistible! 


Peace to you, brothers and sisters of the world and never forget 
justice must be served -- death to the purveyors of global 
destruction, misery and mass murder. let it be known that these evil, 
destructive, self-serving, banking and corporatist parasites/minorities 
are of no use whatsoever to humanity. 
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"All things appear and disappear because of the concurrence of 


causes and conditions. Nothing ever exists entirely alone; everything 
is in dynamic relation to everything else." -- Buddha 


Time and Reality 


Time, that dynamic arbitrary form of measure upon which all western 
culture rides simply does not exist. We, everything exists in an 
indestructible continuum which is verifiable as continuous 
experience. Arguments attempting to validate an arbitrary form of 
measure (time) in an infinite continuum are absurd, have you ever 
attempted to introduce the ‘past’ or ‘future’ into the voluptuous, 
explosive present/Now? At best we are only able to veil continuous 
reality with illusions (false notions) fictions and myths, even memory 
is a process that occurs in the present; is anyone able to experience 
the past in the past or future in the future? No! All experience/reality 
is Now, including what we imagine the past or future to be. Put 
simply nothing exists or has ever existed outside the (continuous) 
present -- disbelievers, please try in vain to produce the past or 
future. 


Perhaps it may be helpful to define Reality in order to proceed with 
clarity -- reality is here defined as continuous, evolving experience, 
which is the only demonstrable process/proof of existence; or 
defined in the negative, reality is a state devoid of all quantitative 
(measurable) superimpositions. 


Consciousness is the sole determinant, nothing exists outside 
consciousness, that is self-evident; indeed, it is the One and only 
reality, as nothing can be experienced without a conscious 
‘experient, and as declared, experience only occurs in the now or in 
the measureless, continuous, conscious present. Therefore it 
becomes evident that consciousness and reality are interchangeable 
terms, consciousness (not mind) is the infinite continuum or reality. 


This piece is actually being ‘written’ as it is being read 
(simultaneously) by the actuating principle of the reader’s 
consciousness; the ‘author’ is subsumed by the reader or more 
accurately is created by the reader. ‘I’ have never existed outside or 
separate from the reader’s consciousness. Therefore, | am obliged 


to warn readers that reading this piece risks unsettling the (finite) 
mind, which is the measuring, veiling faculty. 


| should also state that ‘Time and Reality’ are mutually exclusive and 
that writing and reading are dreams within dreams. 


Release is Instant 


"By whatever thing you are bound, by that the bond is broken." -- 
Hevajra Tantra 


The above axiom applies across the entire field of human 
experience/endeavour, including the social-political. 


If you look to others or any authority for guidance and leadership you 
remain enslaved. Who is able to free another? Liberate yourself, it's 
only a positive attitude away. 


Everything you think you are is a Lie, yes, everything! The complex 
of thought, including emotions and desires, that you regard as you 
has been superimposed onto your essential nature or inherent Being 
by culture. 


Put simply you are not what you 'think' -- you existed long before the 
language of thought and will continue long after language has been 
abandoned in favour of direct, unfettered communication. 


All thought is based on language, words, images and abstractions. 
And what is language but a conglomeration of culture or the 
repository of cultural experience? 


Freedom cannot be bestowed or achieved by that which enslaves. 
But language can be turned in on itself until it eventually fails due to 
its obvious finite limitations -- it is a finite form of 
expression/representation and your inherent nature is infinite -- why 
would you identify with a mirage? 


Truth is simplicity itself, nothing is simpler than recollecting who you 
really are. You already posses that which you seek, so why seek? 


The act of seeking veils that which you would find; to quote a Zen 
adage, "those who seek do not find" -- Christians unhappily verify 


that fact. 


There is nothing gained and nothing lost, you already have 
everything, yes, everything you need to survive. Does all- 
encompassing Infinity lack anything? 


You cannot be harmed, despoiled or polluted in any way unless you 
allow it, so why fear or be manipulated by fear? No man-made 
religion, god or weapon is able to prevail against Infinity/You! 


Realise/release your Self/Truth and come together as equals; build 
whatever you choose that would replace the nightmare that others 
have created for you. 


If you tire of your miserable, fearful unfulfilling existence simply sit 
quietly and let thought go, just let it All go until selfless, unconditional 
Love overwhelms existence. You would then emerge from your 
imposed prison, never to be enslaved again. The only difficult thing 
about this process is that you imagine it's difficult, it's not, it simply is 
You/reality. 


Peace. 


When in Doubt 


whenever dread or doubt overtakes 
me i surrender to Love, it never fails 
me, it leads me straight to You delayed 
only by the speed it takes for doubt 

to depart 


Love loosens the grip of despair until 
it drops away like an autumn leaf 


whenever, harsh words and poisonous 
emotions are directed toward me i 
open my heart to the light and warmth 
of Love like a flower opens to the 
warm light of the Sun; no venomous 
dart is able to penetrate Love’s 
protective shield, nothing in this 
universe is able to pollute Love’s 
enduring perfection 


if i surrender all sense of individuality 
Love delivers me to You in an instant 


if i fix my eye on Love’s luminescence 
i am flooded in Bliss; if i allow it to 
enter the secret chamber of my heart, i 
am no more, only waves of joy and 
Bliss remain 


if i cast my eye on a cloud moving in 
the expanse my burdens fall away 
until i am lighter than air, a wisp lost 
in delight 


in its presence i forget the foolishness 


that led me to despair 


it is fortunate that Love provides a path 
directly to You, it knows no other course 


i wonder now what foolishness caused 
me to meander -- in Love nothing remains 
but Perfection 


Piano 


(struck) ivory keys ping and reverberate 
through my brain dredging up past 
memories complete with sound, sight 
and smell; they merge with the present 
forming an unlikely and unwelcome 
reality 


my being begins to vibrate with the 
incongruous imagery and discordant 
sensory overload 


i allow myself to swim in that sensory 
sea, drowning, re-experiencing images 
of Vietnam in Bondi (suffocating) me; 
an American legacy made possible 

by a servile Australian government 


i had just finished high school and won 

the only lottery i never wished to win, 

the draft — no one but professional soldiers 
wanted to fight that criminal, ideological 
war 


unknown to me at the time, the Gulf of 
Tonkin ‘incident’ -- the 60’s version of 
9/11 -- was the fabricated excuse the 
Americans used to enter this war of 
Vietnamese Independence from French 
colonial rule 


against the odds the French had been 
comprehensively defeated by a 
determined and fearless Vietnamese 
army in the historic battle of Dien Bien 


Phu 


but the Americans would have none 
of it, war is America’s vampiric 
lifeblood it must kill in order to sustain 
profit any excuse for the murdering 
multi-nationals to turn a buck 


another key is softly struck -- i am in 
my favourite den sucking an opium 
pipe, my means of coping with the 
constant fear, horror and dread 


i did not share my comrades’ taste 

for booze and numbing hangovers; 
opium left me aware, acute and 
anaesthetised to the horrors around me 
nor did i share the racist sentiments 

of the Americans and Aussies for the 
brave, noble and tenacious Vietnamese 


i favoured, some would say loved, a 
beautiful Saigon girl, not a whore that 
soldiers degraded but a graceful, long- 
necked, proud Asian woman, she treated 
me well and i her 


she disappeared one night while on an 
errand for her mother, some say she 
was a communist sympathiser, an agent 
gathering intelligence, a victim of the 
illegal Phoenix program -- perhaps, no 
one knew anything for sure in those 
days but i would guess she refused the 
advances of a South Vietnamese officer 
who lusted after her, he fiercely objected 
to her seeing me, a foreigner, she had 


warned me to be careful many times — 
a habit i maintain to this day 


i recall with horror, the senseless killing 
the fear of the people and the constant 
US bombing — a non-aggressive nation 
was transformed into a living hell 


five million civilians and peasants killed 
in Indo-China by the American carpet- 
bombing campaign — reason enough to 
justify my pledge to bring down that evil 
empire of death and destruction 


today my comrades are younger, the 
weapons softer but more effective, 
war has changed, today it is fought 
invisibly only Americans and their 
stupid (servile) cohorts in crime fight 
in the open 


strike another ivory key transport me 

i have been confronted by the realisation 
that i loved that girl -- peace to you 
wherever you are, my darling Ng 


[my name is major mitchell, 
iam not a poet, my young comrades 
assisted with this transmission] 


Poison Apple 


navigating reality is an acquired 
skill fraught with all manner of 
tangles and illusions 


i walk the city streets and forests 
of my mind simultaneously, 
choosing which creation/‘reality’ 
to recognise as i sojourn 
navigating my way through 
every contorted tree and 

gnarled pedestrian face that 
impedes my progress 


some denizens attempt a smile 
as | cruise, their tortured faces 
cracking with rarely used muscles 
revealing morbidity in the city 
streets and forests of their 
illusions 


no one is able to understand another 
or transmit/receive a clear, un- 
corrupted message, the fog of 
desire and mist of anticipation 

distort and colour everything 

before it reaches its destination -- 
laying a foundation for future 
disappointment, frustration and 
regret, but we all keep trying 
nevertheless 


humans are easily the most 
desperate and stubborn species 
this planet has ever known, 


what other species pursues 
futility with such fervour and 
single-minded compulsion? 


most people compromise in the 
end in order to desperately grab 
what little joy is on offer — 

a tragedy unfolding 


yet there is a complete and perfect 
fulfilment not found in culture’s 

woven illusions, religions, hedonism, 
drugs and K-Mart orgasms (whenever 
they’re on special) 


no more unsatisfactory, transient cheap 
thrills for me — perhaps it is why this 
man-made hell is so easily abandoned 
in favour of true BE-ing, which flourishes 
just a breath and choice away 


Yes, selfless Love embraced, a state/ 
dimension that no cultural poison 
could taint, torture or despoil, beyond 
all limits and notions of identity where 
culture finds no home 


selfishness on the other hand is easy 
prey to the monster that annihilates 
everything and lays waste to all our 
dreams and hopes 


the towering figures, the good teachers 
that went before did not lie, they 

offered from the East and West timeless, 
simple Truths; we are our brothers 
keeper and Love, not division, fear and 


hate, offers perfect Liberation and a 
solution to All our woes 


examine carefully what is presented 
and choose from what is offered wisely 


Peace 


Song Forgotten 


Can ya tell me 

where we’re headin’ 
Lincoln County Rd 

or Armageddon, 
seems like I’ve been 
down this way before.” 


A remembered past life, a forgotten 
song, floodgates burst open releasing 
repressed memories and images of 
bloodied syringes strewn across 
haunted passageways moist with tears, 
dank with regret, unwritten chapters 

of my early life 


songs and pavlov’s damn reflex so 
sudden this inundation of grief for 
you 


past events captured and frozen in 

a glass tube like a museum specimen, 
a time capsule of gloom and dread, 
should i have lived this long alone? 
what cruel hand threw the dice that 
left me and took you? 


alone with my sculptured gloom, 
ghosts and a song 


i remember you so clearly long 
dead now, decades ago u made 
the front pages but not the bard 
who fucked ur wife, he died in 
ignominy 


that human skull on your mantle 
traced ur future too well, u used 

it to inflate the price of ur pictures, 
it used u to fulfil itself 


i Knew it would come to no good, 
Melanesian spirits seek their 
revenge and stolen rest 


fear sticks to me like glue tonight 
impelled to write myself free, 
scratching oaths on a door that 
must close on these haunting 
memories and spinal chills 


where are u friend, alive or dead? 
where is ur strength and zeal, i 
know not, the tears that flow 
tonight are for you, but they are 
mine, far too late to save what 
could have been but never was 


u left in despair to find solace 
on that winged white steed 
and black velvet sky etched 
with every starry dream ever 
spun 


riding solitary in the eerie 
stillness of night 


i wasn’t strong enough to bear 

us both at the time having just 
escaped that murderous demoness 
that feeds on dead men's souls 


my punctured arms and battered 
heart are left howling tonight 

like a white arctic wolf in the 

chill blizzard wind 


One Immutable Law 


There is only One Law in this Universe and that Law is Love — we all 
know it though some would deny it. Love binds everything of itself, to 
itself forever. If you do not have Love you have nothing and woe to 
you. 


The time of the re-adjustment and levelling fast approaches; every 
action in this universe produces consequences — good or bad 
relative to its compatibility to the One Law. 


Whether you choose to remain outside yourself and perish or choose 
to return to yourself is a matter for you alone. 


Your lying, evil leaders and poisonous cultures have led you to 
slavery, fear and misery; they are creating a hell on earth for you. 


Do not think for a minute that the Law is mocked and that inequity, 
theft, deceit, the mass murder of innocents, indiscriminate 
destruction and every manner of perversion, go unpunished -- to 
each his reward; to the man, to the group, to the nation, indeed, to 
the planet itself. 


All discords and disharmonies are corrected until flawless harmony 
is restored. There is no avoiding the harmonising factor in this 
universe. We are One as this universe is One. 


He who tolerates injustice commits a greater injustice than the 
injustice ignored. Are we not our brothers keeper; is the universe 
able to turn on itself in hate, greed and mindless self-destruction? 


While life exists Return is possible. | leave you to make Your choice 
but make it you must, by volition, inaction or complacency, your 
choice is made. 


Selfless Love is the surest path to peace, harmony and salvation. 


Only the insane cling to chaos, disharmony and destruction. 


Peace. 


Web 


beware little fishes and breeze riding 
butterflies 


words spun by the accomplished are 
nets/webs; all manner of lures, weapons 
and healing salves they are 


reality is a servant to a well spun phrase, 
word-chains form dazzling necklaces, 
exclamations pick the locks of paradise 


words yoke the unwary, beware my little 
pretties, words both save and ruin 


by design i tug at ur heart, entwine ur 
soul and capture ur spirit easily 


words dance on ur being as invited 
hands dance around ur secret places 


slow-moving fingertips release torrents 
of pleasure, words send spirits soaring 
or terrorise entire nations 


consummate artists are able to span 
the entire length of existence instantly 
-- sweet kisses on ur neck and spine 


the most adept and intelligent are slaves 
to skilful code more so than the dull 
and dense 


no one is immune not even poets, we 
are all defenceless 


culture rests on the pillars of language, 
texts are the building blocks of 
‘reality/mind’ 


so thrill or shrill, whatever the case 
may be and never forget to whose 
word-chains, rhymes and rhythms 
you dance 


Transcribe 


some impressions translate easily 
onto paper, others labour to become 
reality 


my pen completes the last letter of 
the last word, "d" of a poem then 
abandons the page 


rain gently intrudes on the silence 
pit pat, pitter patter, under a leaden 
sky 


inside a cat curls and sleeps at my 
feet 


streets shine with clean rainwater 
reflecting all that the world could 
be 


Lassitude, Fear and Suffering 


Need | reiterate? At the root of all sorrow is desire — no doubt. An 
ancient Hindu axiom promulgated by Gautama Buddha. It is an 
inviolable Truth too often forgotten or ignored at great expense. 


For those engaged in the pursuit of equanimity there can be no 
compromise, desire must be abandoned or one’s sanity and peace 
forfeited to hell, we all know it from bitter experience. 


Yet an ancient Hindu antidote for sorrow exists, unconditional Love. 


Real Love is selfless, ever giving flowing and renewed by creation 
itself, all existence is saturated in Love, in fact all existence is an 
Expression of universal Love, so how could one go wrong embracing 
it? It is a far easier path to enlightenment than ascetic abandonment 
or forced disciplines though the same end is achieved, Nirvana. 


Take your pick, the high or low road and make your play; you have 
everything to gain and nothing to lose as you are already saturated 
in Love — how very sweet it is. 


If the above is not a self-evident, obvious Truth then tribulation is 
your fate until you realise the obvious. 


Sweet peace to all Beings everywhere. 


Runner 


The price of avoiding responsibility 
for ur life/actions, notwithstanding its 
infantile pathology, is they accrue 
and build into an irresistible force 
that one day (be assured) demands 
addressing; usually when least 
expected or when vitality/resistance 
is lowest, then wham! 


a tidal wave of self-confrontation 
and ugly karmic burdens instantly 
released without the buffers that 
exist when dealing with life’s 
responsibilities as they arise 


i knew u, a sad case, dead now; 
such was the measure of ur fear 

of taking responsibility for ur actions 
that u slit ur wrists when overcome 


i found you, devoid now of all 
responsibility until the next life -- 
when doubled or more, no one gets 
out, the laws of perfect existence 
cannot be cheated, without paying 
every last jot 


a tragic case, no red, passionate 
blood to be seen only sour lemon 
paleness oozing from ur lacerated 
wrists 


i will never forget the loveless, 
haunted, lost expression on ur 


contorted, dead face 


u have not escaped via the cowards 
route, no-one gets out without 
dealing with what they have created 
and avoided 


if perchance we meet again in 

some future existence i would 

assist or u might assist me, whatever 
our conditions until you learn, but 
learn we al/ must 


"Do you know a name without a 
thing answering to it? 


Have you ever plucked a rose from, 
r-O-S-e? 


Seek the reality behind the name. 


Look for the moon in the sky, not 
reflected on water. 


If you desire to rise above mere 
names and letters, Free yourself in 
one stroke. 


Purify and free yourself from all 
attributes, that you may see your 
own bright essence 


In your own heart is all knowledge, 
Without book, without tutor, without 
preceptor.” 


— Jalaludin Rumi 


Floodgate 


a mysterious hand opens floodgates 
when least expected; at the most 
inopportune times the entire content 
of mind is released, a burden far too 
large for a puny mind to bear 


i am drowning in my own emotions 
and experiences, whoever heard of 
such a thing? 


twenty year memories dancing with 
this afternoon's experiences, not yet 
filed or savoured -- life’s most exquisite 
and horrid moments in one gigantic 
mass 


everything has a strange new quality, 
tone, to re-experience, re-live, a 
haphazard arrangement yet somehow 
it is a discernible ordered chaos 


a lone swimmer against a giant 
whirlpool, about to disappear into 
another dimension where perhaps 
this monumental load becomes a 
trifling, a fleeting whimsy 


we are all the sum of our experience, 
uncensored passions/emotions, 
pleasures and pains 


fuck! 
it’s 2:39am and i'm going down for 
the count (again) 


there is no existence without 
consciousness, a difficult statement 
to counter, the ruin of sophists and 
a fool’s delight 


it's 3:31am, a poem completed, a 
lifebuoy, a raft in a limitless, 
variegated sea 


Good 


i woke this morning uttering your 
name, i am overtaken completely 


i whispered your name to ease my 
sleep only to dream of you all thru 
the night 


your presence, now permanent in 
my heart engages my lips in perfect 
harmony 


your name, a magic mantra launches 
me to the gates of Paradise; i am 
willingly overcome 


your face and form an ever-present 
vision in my mind, i am lost in your 
endless sea 


envelop me, i am yours you are me 
merged in perfect union, perfect 
harmony 


before the inception of time we 
Loved, it continues my sublime and 
true Goddess 


claimed in fearless surrender to each 
other we reign, we are One indeed 


nothing is able to resist this Love or 
spoil its perfect bliss 


together we reign supreme in Love 


in Love only do we claim our Victory 


Shattered Illusions 


people come and go like apparitions, 
a mind’s rendition 


we focus our eyes/minds and make 
something appear real 


though in the end things are never any 
more or less than how we are deep 
inside, beyond our appearance, attire 
and reach 


we project imagined fears, fantasies, 
illusions, ideals and myriad desires 


and when the looking-glass breaks 
or skews, only broken dreams and 
shattered reflections of our many 
facets remain 


Kuang's Dream 


a butterfly dreaming it’s a man 

or a man’s continuous dream ... 
of a butterfly beating the warm 
summer air traveling on scented 
air-streams and landing delicately 
on perfumed flowers to feed 


tubular proboscis probing carefully 
for the prize, the nectar, every 
flower’s gift to specialised feeders 


light as the breeze, butterflies easily 
navigate barbs, thorns, needles and 
other defensive traps/obstructions 
designed to keep the less able at bay 


Kuang awoke one morning to discover 
that he was indeed a nectar-feeding 
butterfly imbibing a rare flower’s 
intoxicating ambrosia 


traps designed to protect the prize 
present no problem to Kuang’s delicate 
manoeuvres 


undaunted by spiny thorns, barbs and 
needles he feasts on secret essences, 
easily extracting the very best and 
leaving the rest for the less skilled and 
able 


Intrinsic 


there is a recurring theme/phenomenon 
that defies the boundaries of culture, 
time and place; it is traced/located by 
its common denominator, human Beings 


from the earliest known encoded 
expressions (Brihadaranyaka Upanishad) 
to today’s mind warriors, it refers simply 
and powerfully to the universal principle 
that all things are essentially One 


and that One has qualities which can be 
experienced by all; indeed, those through 
the ages that have tasted the ‘ambrosia’ 
exclaim, “Knowledge, Being, Bliss!” 


it is True 


the mystics (poets) rhapsodise it endlessly, 
Lovers swim in its seas, the Cosmos pulses 
and weeps Bliss as it implodes/explodes 
Existence 


we are All connected and nothing exists 
that is able to permanently sever that link 
to our common heritage 


We are One 


and the simplest and most agreeable road 
home is unconditional Love 


Love your way home, your Love will never 
fail you, do not fail it 


beware, or rather ‘be aware’ of the cultural 
forces that divide, manipulate and separate 
us from ourselves/existence 

in Unity only are all things perfected 


We are One, is the salutation of a new age 


nothing can prevent it 


Aborted 


i promised myself an early night 
but a poem demanded expression, 
a dedication 


unlike ur bright arrival ur departure 
was without event, almost sullen, 
unnoticeable, a quiet dying without 
so much as a whimper, something 
to be avoided like a life lived in a 
box safe but lacking the joy of 
surprise and wild abandon 


i searched for the assassin of our 
dreams [those] aborted opportunities 
and discovered denial, dis-ingenuity 
a lack of character and integrity, a 
pathological need to manipulate/ 
control and a morbid fear of taking 
responsibility for the least action; 

a truly lamentable situation 


frightened of the least commitment 

or real variation u resorted to familiar, 
shallow experience, vacuous pursuits, 
tiresome hedonism and the safety of 
feeble minded conservative company 


watching you in ur current, predictable, 
lacklustre existence, it becomes painfully 
clear the loss is all yours 


it ends, ‘without so much as a whimper' 


State of Play 
is it just a game, a dance? 


One 
manifesting as many, appearances 
only, a children’s playground 


‘only' a game, my dancing, Lover/ 
God? 


a game perhaps, my consort 
but never a trifling matter -- 
light spurts from the crown 
of my head 


swirl, dance and step with me 


begin with shimmers and culminate 
in blinding ecstasy 


watch the cosmos swoon, pulse 
and scintillate, is it just a game? 


rhythmic, dancing whirling bodies 
moving [in] cyclic patterns 
weaving time back in/on itself 
forcing it to destroy and create 
according to our design, my 
eternal companion 


never separate or break our embrace 
allow all things to pass without 

a remorseful sigh, second glance 

or sad regret; it’s just a game 
spawning and destroying worlds, 


a matter of play, a state of flux 


revive urself on my supine body, 
raise my trident in your spine 
stir/oroduce ambrosia/soma in 
your sacred chalice 


are we not inseparable, locked in 
perpetual bliss, creating and 
destroying galaxies together? 


Invocation 


peals of smoke curl/rise from the 
censer, my spirit cleansed and 
borne aloft, by the mix of herbs 
and scented spices 


slowly rising, spiralling upward 
reaching the portals of Paradise 


you wait patiently for your hermit 
lover, inflamed by long separation 
and focused concentration, a 
discipline taught by mages in secret 
mountain caves 


a disciplined body catapults 
mind to places unimagined by 
the common herd, wastrels 
and foolish dissipaters. 


enhanced abilities and crystal 
intellection are simply by-products 
of the discipline, one that intoxicates 
angels and makes jesters of the 
Gods 


first the sound of bees swarming is 
heard then the rattle of a sistrum 


the way to your divan is clearly 
indicated 


exotic fruits, sweet wines, perfumed 
sheets, your golden body and sapphire 
eyes wait for conquering heroes, those 


able to pierce the veil and locate your 
secret chamber 


and yet these offerings are impoverished 
by the majesty and transcendent splendour 
that awaits those able to persist to the end 
and discover life’s ageless secrets 


Spirit Dance 


ensnare and tame this wild abandon 
domesticate the beast, bring it to heel 
in order that it serves only You -- 
entwine around my brain so we merge 


coax me gently, ease and cajole 
the fixed to respond to rhyme and 
harmony (and torrid verse) while 
we ascend higher, lighter, tighter 
with every swing moving to the beat 
of life's pulsation 


wet with sweat, dissolving 


allow it to produce at its own pace 
draw from its flowing well of 
inspiration 


a pervading fragrance fills the air, a 
human scent 


capture me in ur swirling eyes, grip 
me (tighter) with ur thighs, tame my 
wild gyrations until i capitulate, and 
surrender in ur arms, inextricably 
entwined in love’s embrace two beings 
merged as one, two souls dancing 
higher, scintillating, flaming through 
the night 


Paradoxes 


water taught me strength by yielding 
then overcoming with persistent 
caresses 


nothing is able to bruise water, 
everything succumbs before the 
relentless yielding power of 
water 


if you would be victorious learn 

first to yield then quietly and gently 
persist, your enemies are vanquished 
thereby 


learn to Love those that abuse and 
hate you, Love is not strengthened 
by ease, it is fortified in the face of 
horrendous abuse and opposition 


forgive those that torture you, 
forgiveness would see your torturers 
driven to distraction, physically and 
psychologically ruined 


learn Freedom by first surrendering; 


offer selfless service and assistance 
to all beings in distress, it is only 
ignorance that offers resistance — 
surrender releases everything held 
captive whether of one’s own making 
or by imposition 


and finally, achieve Immortality by 
dying daily — the wise understand 


Lost Poems 


where do unwritten poems go 
after tantalising poets with sweet 
dreams, erotic imagery, precise 
metaphors and other textual 
seductions, i have often 
wondered? 


poems that do not quite make it 
onto paper are not really lost to 
poetry graveyards or wasted, 
they return to that special place 
from whence they came to be 
transmuted, tailored perhaps 
for other writers to inscribe 

in this most seductive art 


her face turns toward mine 
beseeching, imploring but words 
fail her 


her eyes fill with tears tho she 
does not weep openly 


her hypnotic eyes steal my 
attention, suspending my thoughts 
making a dumb spectator of my 
soul, but still no meaningful words 
-- she fails to articulate her heart’s 
longing, her soul’s desire 


momentarily unable to speak or 
make known her intentions, she 
releases that energy allowing it to 
return, charged by inexpression, 


to be utilised by a poet better able 
to define nuances, and shape 
intended reality 


outside my window dry autumn 
leaves crunch under her bare feet 


silent, she lifts her head and smiles 
revealing tears running down her 
cheek 


Healing 


few make it to the end, to final 

resolution, dissolution, Infinity, 

Realisation — there is only One 
continuous Reality 


it becomes a betting game to see 
how long tentative explorers, 
attracted by the Real promise of 
fulfilment, are able to endure the 
tortures of confronting themselves, 
their fears and imposed limitations 
-- our most horrifying fears are 
buried deep within ourselves 


yet, as is known by the wise and 
nefarious, everyone seeks release, 
real freedom, Liberation; and the 
quickest, safest means to that end 
is selfless Love, a widely known 
reality 


therefore the denizens among us that 
would enslave and lord over the rest 
use every means at their disposal 

to bombard us with lies in the hope 
that fear and loathing displace the 
natural tendency to selfless Love; 
from the pulpits, to the seats of 
government, all we hear is fear! 


what do these deceivers offer as a 
substitute for our natural tendency 

to Love? hedonism, transitory 
titillations, narcissism, acquisitiveness 


and of course a burgeoning ego 
to carry all that useless me, me, 
me, shit — everything revolves 
around me! 


as Love is the source of all Life, 
and has been rejected, fear begins 
to eat away the mind and body and 
corrode the very soul 


Love unites and heals, fear divides 
and kills; how easy it becomes to 
identify the evil that lurks within/ 
among us 


Healing all life's woes and ills is 
only an embrace away 


Uncommon Trails/Trials 


at times even the most experienced 
encounter what appears to be 
insurmountable obstacles 


hidden ice crevasses, fissures in the 
earth that swallow the unwary, 
thousands of bleached bones form 
a scattered narrative of failure and 
defeat 


trapped, most seek escape via the 
Opening through which they entered 


obvious options must be explored, 
attempted and then abandoned if 
proven ineffective/futile 


faced with such dilemmas the 
exceptional turn and seek liberation 

in the most unlikely direction by 
following the least agreeable course, 
daunting trails that appear to run 
farther into a maze of narrow passages 
and dangerous precipices 


these routes may lead deep into the 
earth, and open into jagged caverns, 
huge interior domes decorated with 
wondrous mineral forms sacred to 
the earth and breathable air indicating 
the possibility of release 


again, the least appealing way is to 
submerge in underground streams 


and hope that air-pockets offer 
enough air until another opening 
is reached 


at each stage another life threatening 
barrier must be faced and overcome, 
if you would find permanent release 


by following the least likely path, 

at times through total darkness 

a way may be discovered that 

leads to the bright light of day, 

but there are no guarantees tho an 
escape always exists -- bones/failures 
litter the ground at every turn to 

guide the brave 


i must leave you now, i hear the whisper 
of the wind and inhale the fragrance of 
wild-flowers 


Whore of a Word 


last night i slipped free of a tangled 
Gordian bind, an exhilarating release 


we never know how enslaved or 
bound we are until our shackles and 
chains (self-imposed or otherwise) 
are removed 


my breathing is as the wind today 

it lashes the mighty Himalayas, 
whipping ice and snow from its 
peaks and surrendering the heartless 
chill to the warm summer sun 


“Free,” a whore of a word bandied 
by slavers to ensnare, yet we are 
(with awareness and knowledge) 
able to release ourselves from All 
superimpositions whether contrived 
by evil men or self-imposed by 
folly and ignorance 


my power returned, my Love restored, 
sustained again 


who would dare deceive and ensnare 
in the name of ‘freedom and liberty?’ 


[learn something if you’re of a mind] 


i could never -- | am incapable of 
leaving you forlorn to suffer alone in 
anguish when so easily i would relieve 
you of your burden 


We are One in Love and mutual 
cooperation -- forever Free 


Taste of Victory 


i Love u now and forever; time freezes 
when we embrace, infinity quickens 
by the enduring nature of our love, 
We are One 


but i was born to defeat this evil that 
plagues us all, i was specially built, 
endowed with able body, unpolluted 
mind, special skills and an unflinching 
will/determination, tailored for the 
task -- the beast must surely die in 
horrible defeat 


its filthy, evil designs of ‘permanent 
war,' destabilisation, pollution, rape, 
mass murder and plunder’ will be 

no more, Peace and Harmony will 
prevail, a tortured world slowly healed, 
Your Love has shown me the way 

-- the monster is defeated 


we must take the fight to its divisive 
throat, the throat of a blood consuming 
whore, and the heart of the beast 


this thing that ravages the world will 
no longer drink the blood of martyrs 
and gorge itself on the flesh of 
innocent children 


our sacred daggers we take to its heart 
and our swords to its throat — the war is 
fought on its weakest fronts; its soft, 
white underbelly is easily targeted 


its streets flow with illegal drugs, poison 
contraband of every description — by air, 
land, sea and stealth, follow those routes 
to the heart of the beast; its defences are 
as porous as its corruption and filth -- 
the beast is easily defeated 


piece by piece assemble what is required 
divide its population, prodding, attacking 
all the while with diversions to confuse 
and confound 


three ‘gifts’ we simultaneously deliver to 
the whore and her consorts 


the free nations turn and obliterate what 
remains of the star-spangled evil that 
rapes, plunders and poisons the world 


[do not fear my Love -- it is the invisible 
few that have always altered the course 
of history; Our course is clear and 
undetectable in the Chaos] 


indomitable 


it is prudent at times to withdraw from 
the battleline, which offers only an 
immediate view but an extremely 
intimate and necessary encounter 


review, consolidate and attack anew 
with vigour and surprise; attack 
constantly — criminal invaders succumb 
to attrition they are certainly defeated 
and ruined thereby, it is simply 
impossible to sustain criminal wars 


the enemy is aware and attempts to 
convince a civilised world that 

‘permanent war’ is a solution rather 

than an engineered disease, a transparent 
ruse at best, at worst a recipe for ruin 

and disaster 


beware though that strategic retreat 
does not degenerate into an extended 
lapse or prolonged withdrawal; remain 
vigilant, comfort is the transient luxury 
of losers 


this war, as those waged before it, allows 

no compromise -- Freedom or Death, 

the battle cry of our ancestors and fathers 
-- Our homes and lands restored thereby 


the bones of criminal invaders, murderers 
and thieves litter our gorges and valleys, 
their bodies feed our worms, their souls 
in torment, thrash in hell 


we have no other choice but Victory; 
such is the strength and perseverance 
born of necessity 


death to the monsters that routinely 
and knowingly murder our women, 
children and clansmen from the sky 


we are less than human in their eyes, 
a poisonous sorcery they inflict on 
themselves 


God's creation is not mocked or 
demeaned by mass murderers and 
thieves; their lost corrupted souls are 
eaten, and their minds destroyed in 
the attempt 


only fools and Americans would dare 
oppose divine Creation 


i must rest now, time enough to dream 
only to wake and emerge transformed, 
re-invigorated, stronger more powerful 
than ever 


Brothers and sisters of the World, Our 
Victory and Freedom is assured 


Saturn 


hand me another weight old chrony 
i can barely support myself as is 


would you once again try to extract 
more than i have to give? 


your judgements are harsh but true 
the price you exact is harsher still, 
merciless reaper 


but i have nothing left to give 


i have poured out my soul to whores, 
vixens and angels; they have used it 
as a Curiosity, an object of amusement 
then discarded it as refuse, i am vacant 


my heart, warm and beating has been 
torn from my chest and fed to the 
hounds of hell, tell me reaper, what 
could you take to satisfy your accounts? 


my last penny is for your ferryman 
would you exact that fare and cheat 
urself of a soul? a difficult decision 
for a reaper 


careful, you may inadvertently create 
something to forever torment You, 
how then would you balance your 
books? 


my life is no trifling matter or a 
bookkeepers calculation, i have reams 


of anguish, pain and bliss to verify 
my claim 


i challenge you to balance the wild 
extremes the joys, sorrows, troughs 
and peaks with your dry accounts, 
old man; you may defeat your reason 
for being 


you see, you are not as fearsome and 
terrible as you imagine 


my last penny has thwarted your 
intentions; a decade longer or more 
my reward 


no doubt we will meet again when 
least expected 


you have learned never to confront 
me directly again 


do not forget me, remember me when 
i am weary, spent and unable to resist 
you 


See How They Run 


As a kid | enjoyed a fairytale about a Lion raised as a sheep. One 
day, faced with predatory wolves, this lion realised who it was and 
what it was fully capable of; it easily vanquished the threat to its 
loved ones and its society. Today, as an adult, the allegory is clear — 
those unfamiliar with this delightful animated story should search 
Youtube for, ‘Lambert the Sheepish Lion.’ 


Today the people of the world are waking to the fact they have been 
misled, lied to, robbed, abused and treated with the utmost contempt 
by an elite group of criminals masquerading as bankers, executives 
and politicians. | need not add to the many stories covering the 
outrage felt by the people watching the performance of these 
criminals before government and other fake inquiries — the 
arrogance, disrespect and contempt these elite criminals display 
toward our elected officials/representatives is beyond measure. 


The most striking aspect of the behaviour of these reprehensible 
criminals is their total disregard for the consequences of their 
actions. Who are they trying to kid, other than themselves? 


The entire world now realises who is responsible for all our 
military/economic/environmental woes. The fact the President of the 
United States has become a selectee, placed in office by this 
criminal class, is apparent to All. The gross frauds that were Clinton, 
Bush, Obama, Trump and other unrepresentative Western leaders is 
now obvious to elementary school kids. 


The people of Greece, Spain and Portugal are not responsible for 
the calamity that has destroyed their respective nations’ wealth -- 
criminals, Goldman Sachs and other elite execs are clearly 
responsible if you research the matter. The people of America and 
Western Europe are not responsible for the Wars and political 
mismanagement that has befallen the world, criminal Corporatists 
and Bankers are behind it all — fact, not that emphasis is required 


these days. 


The lion raised as a sheep is about to discover its real strength and 
power — and | have no sympathy whatsoever for that tiny avaricious 
minority responsible for the needless deaths of millions of innocents, 
trashing the Global Economy and devastating/polluting the world — 
you people are living on borrowed time, you know it; so try harder, if 
you are able. 


We are your nemesis. 


The Relative Power Dynamic 


"If not for the notion of beauty there would be no ugliness. If not for 
the notion of good there would be no evil. Polarities alternate one 
with the other [qualify each other] and are mutually bound in 
[perpetual conflict] opposition." -- Lao tzu. 


It is true, we only know a thing by contrast, as it is defined by its 
opposite. Meaning is eternally bound by mutual opposition (conflict). 


Thus, we define beauty against ugliness, life against death, good 
against evil etc; we cannot define anything culturally without relative 
comparisons or oppositions. Thus Gods (good) are defined against 
their opponents, Devils (evil) — antagonists and protagonists share 
equal status/authority/power in relationship. 


It was put succinctly almost 3000 years ago by Lao TZu, an 
exceptional poet/sage: “but for the notion of beauty there would be 
no ugliness.” Where would America be today without, “you’re either 
with us or you're with the terrorists.” A simplistic but clearly 
manufactured “evil-good” dichotomy of enemies and allies? 


Today America is without peer as the world’s leading civilian killing, 
terrorist nation -- meaning, however, has interchanged simply by 
shifting point of view; hence the USA has never been held 
accountable for committing the most heinous crimes known to 
humankind -- the mass murder of 3-4 million innocent civilians in 
Indo-China and 1 million in lraq and Central Asia -- yet its 
‘opponents,’ accused of far lesser crimes, have been hauled before 
the disgracefully Partial Hague Courts and prosecuted. 


Never before has the general intelligence of the world been so 
offended by a single nation — America. 


America’s contempt for the world is beyond measure; yet that nation 
‘would unsuccessfully attempt to rule the world.’ 


Unaware that its transparent arguments and violent methods have 
failed, America, as is evidenced by its internal mass media, has 
become its own worst enemy by polarising itself in its own 
destructive (binary) power dynamic. External dynamics internalise 
when they fail to gain traction or affect/effect the chosen target -- 
binaries alternate and interchange radically. Unless another new 
dynamic is introduced, final destruction is assured — social implosion 
combined with almost universal external opposition spell inevitable 
annihilation for the USA. 


The above simple observations and deductions are only ‘rocket 
science’ to Americans. The entire world watches as the most divided 
nation on the planet today, socially implodes. 


American 'Know How,' Not Worth a Pinch of Shit 


It is no secret this website — and sister sites throughout the world -- 
vigorously oppose state terrorism and unrepresentative, fraudulent 
democracy; hence we oppose the flagrantly criminal USA and its 
servile allies. We shout our condemnation from the rooftops and in 
the streets, we openly and freely distribute CDs, flyers, every form of 
media and written hard copy imaginable and of course we saturate 
the digital world with accurate information about a nation gone rogue 
and its criminal activities. And for all this overt activity over more than 
two decades, the US and their (fifth-rate) think tanks/consultants/intel 
agencies and a host of other imbeciles from associated criminal 
organisations, have failed to identify one of us -- Yes, | mean ‘1’ — 
Imfao! 


We function in plain sight yet yankee doodle intel morons that pull 
trillions of taxpayer dollars in funds are unable to locate just one of 
us — 'geniuses!’ While the King sleeps the Queen is sucking our 
cocks — and loving it, you dumb American fucks. 


Armed with nothing but keyboards, second-hand presses, rooms full 
of tower burners, we have become a veritable new media 
propaganda model for the underground and independent publishers; 
we distribute freely no copyright, yet money and support pours in 
from patrons, donations and from our stealthy digital Uber warriors -- 
the fundamental distribution model remains Free in every sense of 
the word. 


The tone of the discourse on the net has changed according to a 
planned strategy, still the morons are unable to locate us or respond 
appropriately — they simply have no answer, have ‘they,’ Rupert, do 
your pathetic best? They couldn't find their dicks to take a piss. 


The elite skill base has shifted to the independents — we fight for 
freedom, liberty and Real representative democracy. Did you hear 
that slave Americans? The world is onto you, you’re a dead man 


walking and now the threat is internal, America is the most divided 
nation on earth today. The joke is on you, John D, as you reap what 
you have sown. 


America has already lost its illegal wars but fails to 
realise/acknowledge it — while its mis/disinformation continues to 
dupe locals and allies. 


America today hangs on by gossamer threads and as everyone with 
half a brain knows - it’s all but over for Uncle dumbfuck! No longer 
able to distinguish between day and night and find its way it must 
inevitably fall into the pit. 


The response from the ‘world’s most powerful nation’ to date — don’t 
make me laugh — is brute violence/war and Transparent propaganda 
Lies. 


Ninety percent of humanity has already turned against the criminal 
USA, not a difficult endeavour given its mass murdering criminal, 
thieving activities. 


Consider how the Internet has subsumed every form of media that 
came before it and how antiquated media moguls failed to see the 
future? Instead of mastering new revolutionary media, with the 
advantage they already possessed, they and their antiquated 
advisers attempted to contract, regulate and censor/restrict a 
medium expanding at light speed. 


The game was afoot but media moguls failed to even see the ball, 
they instead tried to bribe the referee, too late in the game. 


The game has overtaken them and expanded beyond the known 
(traditional) playing-field into the wider cyber world where it has been 
incorporated into daily life; it is now taken for granted, as a given — 
what day is it, Mr Murdoch? Don't forget to give our regards to the 
‘spritely’ Rockefellers and Rothschilds at the next CFR/Bilderberg 
gatherings, you antiquated, living anachronisms? 


Catch us if you can, we are no-one/everyone, and never forget, 
there’s a pole on every street with your names on it. 


Real Democracy will be Restored and nations everywhere returned 
to the will of the People and there's jack you can do about it. 


The Last Laugh 


is there such a thing as the last 
laugh? 


i have outlived my loves, friends 
and foes and i’m not laughing 


eyes swell with tears as memories 
flood into consciousness 


even those that despised the ground 
i walked on (now dead) only elicit 
emotions of pity 


vengeful thoughts this mind never 
entertained, possibly why i have 
outlived them all 


what is there to laugh about, dear 
reader? 


the world’s most powerful nation 
gone rogue, perhaps 


killing innocent civilians daily while 
stunned populations watch mindlessly 


i am not amused, are you? 


there is little, if anything to laugh 
about these days 


my favourite artists all dead they 
died so young, some murdered 
for opposing the status quo 


in song, picture and oratory 


should i laugh that agencies serving 
the interests of rogues, white-collar 
criminals and reprehensible liars, 
ply their murderous trade? 


should i laugh that these brazen 
criminals rule the world, or should 
i lament the fact the masses 

no longer care? 


today’s world is yours, dear reader 


i prefer my accumulated memories, 
joyful images etched forever in 
my brain 


attend to other matters, dear reader, 
a grown man crying for lost justice 
and lost innocence is not a pretty 
sight 


attend to your world and accept 
your rewards 


the fat lady may be singing but i'm 
not laughing 


"1 met a young girl, she gave me a 
rainbow ..." 


Thebes 


it began in Thebes long ago, we 
were Gods then, duty bound to 
gather our scattered people, 
nomads and all the outer tribes 
to our hearts unifying all under 
the One Sun/God — giver of 
Light and Life 


we instituted social harmony where 
once were warring clans; Peace 
reigned along the entire length of 
the Nile 


in gratitude our people elevated us 

and placed us on thrones, as objects 
of adoration a Pharaoh and his Queen; 
we oversaw and ruled a nation, the first 
real nation the world had ever known, 
the Giza Plateau bears testimony to 
this day 


are we not fulfilled my Love? 
we were Gods then, loved by all 


it was long ago, i know, however, 
our bodies continue to bear the mark 
of the scarab, Victory, Life 


we are responsible for the people 
soon to be united again against the 
dark, destructive forces that once 
murdered and dismembered me 


i would have been lost forever had 


you not retrieved my soul and gathered 
(the pieces) of my body which you 
resurrected with a golden phallus you 
fashioned from the Sun; our son 

Horus is the living embodiment of 

your power 


our people lament and cry out for our 
return we are bound you and i to restore 
Harmony, Peace and Love to a ravaged 
world 


we are fulfilled only in answering this 
call my Love, you know it 


destined once more to rule in the bright 
light of day, a Pharaoh and his Queen 
with the people elevated as One, All 
equal under the Sun 


the dark forces tremble as i speak, 
they know their end approaches 


our enslaved people will soon be free 
forever and the land now torn by war 
and ravaged by greed will revive and 
support a Peaceful nation once again 


are we not fulfilled, my Love, have we 
not earned the respect and Love invested 
in us long, long ago? 


Discourse of Discontent 


Artificial debt, war, terror, fear and a discourse that has all the 
‘appeal’ of a bit of shit on the end of a stick. With this arsenal ‘they’ 
hope to capture and manage an increasingly aware population; 
however, it is clear they have failed. The (predicted) global economic 
collapse of 2008 verifies the fact. Regardless of the name they 
attribute to the failure, ‘sub-prime,’ 'sovereign debt' or whatever, the 
cause is the lack of sound, basic economic principles/policies. 
Production, savings/asset growth ensures stability and prosperity for 
all; debt-fuelled, rampant consumerism ensures collapse, simple. 
‘Their solution’ in times of systemic-failure (huge disparities) is war, 
theft, terror, fear and lawless assassination squads targeting ‘their’ 
perceived enemies. It has come to this, an open psychopathology! 
Certainly no model for enduring success, plain to see. 


As a result of extreme inequity/inequality and criminality at the ‘top,’ 
a social tsunami gathers momentum and threatens to obliterate the 
old order. 


Instead of heeding indications and re-implementing sound principles 
they offer more of the disease as a cure; “stimulus/QE” with toilet 
paper money and a (rigged) casino economy, they hope to survive — 
in whose demented dream? 


Enough said. 
We -- as opposed to ‘they’ -- are One. 


Target anyone one of ours for assassination and your puppet pollies 
and corporate CEOs, will pay the price, too easy. We are specialists, 
former special forces, IT security, semioticians, comedians, artists, 
engineers and a host of other skilled operators. We form a non- 
centralised, amorphous, highly efficient army that coalesces 
whenever the need arises. So give it your best shot, arseholes. We 
will not be caught unawares, We are standing next to you. 


Prevailing 


we have vandalised time and space with Life everlasting, scrawling 
horrors and joys from one end of the Akasha to the other; like 
drunken dung beetles we traverse existence rolling dung-balls hither 
and thither to very safe locations 


we have All conquered infinity though some are unaware, 
malcontents would demean our achievements and attempt to 
subordinate or rob us of our infinite 

power, impossible, we are victorious always, existence testifies to 
that 


if you listen very carefully you may hear our laughter echoing 
through caverns of eternity, chuckles of delight 


if you are very quiet you may listen to the Buddha's flower sermon, 
praised by all sentient beings in all time and all space, We have 
overcome 


of what consequence are murderers and ‘mighty’ empires, lousy with 
star-spangled vermin? they are unable to contend with one drunken 
dung beetle, what shall you/we fear from falling towers, crumbling 
walls? it is of no consequence 


today a young girl smiled and waved yet i knew her not, another 
declared her love while checking out my groceries, a spontaneous 
and bold declaration 


all fond and lasting impressions in the symphony of Our lives 


though many ‘authorities’ tried desperately to suppress them, 
creation thought it best to allow our random expressions 


clouds ride effortlessly on the wind, sunlight rests easy on my face a 
sigh of satisfaction/anticipation escapes ... 


i suddenly realise i have loved You before time’s inception 


Mountain Lake 


hidden high in rarefied air, glacial 
lakes capture with stillness and 
patience the highest, fastest clouds 
and flaming sun by day 


by night the moon in perfect 
symmetry, surrounded by attendant 
stars, is easy prey for the stillness 
of the lake 


the smallest in strategic orientation 
captures and overcomes the largest 
most powerful forces with no effort 


stealth overcomes bravado and quiet 
overcomes the din of inept conquerors 


the invader is defeated 
high mountain glacial lakes remain 


calm, unperturbed, while lowland 
waters agitate 


Absence 


she's gone 
like a doe 
thru the trees 


things are not quite as they were 
before 


it seems solitude is a jealous lover, 
few are able to contend — the secret 
is to embrace and persist with her, 
she will soon open like a rare flower 
and offer sweet ambrosia to those 
that endure 


voids are illusory spaces quickly 
filled, such is the nature of things, 
why fear momentary solitude, 
reflection, opportunity/becoming? 


what is foreign to social convention 
and accepted norms is usually exotic 
and alluring; however, some find 
unfamiliarity terrifying 


i have yet to understand why pain 

and despair accompany bliss and 

ecstasy like two illegitimate sisters 
vying for the throne 


the simplest things can sometimes 
escape the scrutiny of eagles 


once loved always Loved, 
sweet peace to you forever 


we are One inseparable Being 


i could no more withdraw Love 
than the universe cease to exist 


Dance of the Firefly 


Be not quick to dismiss as fleeting or insignificant the extraordinary 
dance of fireflies. 


An entire life compressed into a single human day is easily 
trivialised/devalued as either novelty or a passing curiosity. 


Yet what magnificence tiny insects present in sexual display; a 
thousand pulsing beacons of (generated) light piercing the night in 
search of continuity. 


Compare the sexual light show of fireflies with human mating ritual -- 
if one exists today. 


The ‘civilised’ male is unable to luminesce or dart about in frenzied 
sexual abandon instead he engages in formalised, commercial ritual 
or stultifying convention for fear that unbridled passion and honesty 
may betray his Real humanity -- raw emotion not permitted, 
unacceptable in this tinsel age of inversions and perversions. 


| may not have stopped to witness the dazzling sparks in the night 
had | not consumed nature’s fungal brew — what wonder. 


A certain synchronicity and rhythm attracted a multitude of fireflies as 
| reclined to witness the wonders of the night. 


As each tiny beacon pulsed its allure to potential mates | felt a little 
lighter. 


In joyous abandon the entire night began to shimmer in excitement 
until a million tiny lights adorned my translucent body. 


As if unable to endure the quickening dance of light the gates of 
infinity flew open and transported the compressed lives of fireflies 
and men to places indescribable. 


After a time that seemed to span the beginning and end | returned 
and found myself in solitude and joy. 


Never again would | take for granted or disregard tiny creatures that 
for a night become the envy of the stars. 


Love is Not a Dirty Word 


| must end my contribution to the mix of soporific diatribes that today 
passes for news, information and entertainment. Whether reporting 
is accurate or blatant propaganda, it only serves to feed nose-ringed 
slaves by virtue of a medium which promotes passive consumption 
only. 


The media drip-feed must be yanked from the brain of the masses 
and human exchange/communication must replace contrived, 
managed and artificial ‘newstainment’ — how else are we to achieve 
active participation if not by forcing the digitally alienated, comatose 
public into confronting themselves and hopefully entering into real 
relationships. 


Real solutions for the benefit of the whole cannot be arrived at by 
any other means. Look around, it is no secret the world is in dire 
need of healing, peace and community. 


| would remind you of an obvious Truth we all must face together — 
age old yet always new in its promise -- only Love conquers and 
overcomes All. There are no substitutes for the real embrace and 
fellowship of human beings. All things are possible when we discard 
our learned hatreds and dissipations and gather together in the spirit 
of cooperation/creation. 


'We are One or we are nothing’ is an incontrovertible fact. It is time 
for us all to depart from morbidity/apathy/fear and engage the 
greater harmony of life — our survival depends on it. 


Universal harmony has proven itself in infinity — there is no better 
measure of success than continuity. 


The current course imposed on humanity by destructive minorities, 
hell-bent on mindless annihilation, is clearly not viable or 
sustainable, which should now be clear to everyone. 


| must take my leave now; | really have other work to do. Though | 
would leave you with a personal message that may surprise some — 
| have not taken leave of my senses, aS Some may imagine. Take 
Heart and understand that it was all a labour of Love, | Love you all, 
without exception. 


The age of leaders and followers is over; a new direction of selfless 
cooperation for the greater good offers continuity. Reject the sons 
and daughters of discord, division and destruction. Separation is a 
misnomer, we are each other and we are our environment — not too 
difficult to understand, is it? 


And never forget, the universe came into existence for Love's sake 
and for Love's sake it continues Forever -- choose Life over 
destruction and death. 


Peace. 


O, Lover of Love, 
Love of mine 

We Are one 

We are One 


About the Author 


Lindsay Traynor is an Australian poet and mystic though born in 
Eastern Europe. He has travelled extensively and studied under the 
wise instruction of some remarkable and extraordinary men and 
initiated into various esoteric traditions by same, which formerly 
secret knowledge he is now able to share with everyone, fully 
cognisant of the fact that only those ready would be able to 
recognise, appreciate and gain awareness from the experience. 


Lindsay is a prolific writer and has produced the equivalent in text of 
around 50-60 novels over the past sixteen years though mostly in 
the form of articles on varied topics and poetry, his favourite medium. 


The current book has been gathered from his many poems, essays 
and articles relating to Self-Realisation, Mysticism, Philosophy, 
Personal Growth and Social Transformation. 


We hope that you enjoy and derive benefit from his prodigious output 
as much as we have benefited and enjoyed reading, collating and 
presenting the material in eBook formats -- assistant editors and 
website moderators. 


Books by the Author: 


Infinite Consciousness 

Love and Erotic Poetry 

Sun Moon Star Poetry 

Nature Poetry 

The Poetry of Transformation and Revolution 

The Poetry of Life and Growth 

Selected Essays | 

Selected Essays Il 

Selected Essays Ill 

Selections Mystical Prose and Poetry | 

Selections Mystical Prose and Poetry II 

Selections Mystical Prose and Poetry III 

Selections Mystical Prose and Poetry IV 

Selections Mystical Prose and Poetry V 

The Dragon's Egg Prose and Poetry of Experience and Liberation 
Plumage Poems of Inspiration Growth Revolution and Freedom 
Rejected Poetry Book | 

Rejected Poetry Book II 

Selected Articles and Poetry Volume | 

Selected Articles and Poetry Volume II 


Available free and unrestricted in all popular reader 
formats here and on specialised Internet sites. 


Table of Contents 


Book Cover 

Universal Symbolism in Religious Texts 
l. 

ll. 

Snake Charmer 

Burning 

Love Miner 

About the Author 

Other Books by the Author 


Universal Symbolism in Religious 
Texts 


Religious and other so called 'spiritual’ texts are comprised of many 
layers of meaning. The most obvious is the literal overt message and 
meaning. However, more often than not, locked inside these 
narratives, discourses and inspired texts are hidden esoteric 
messages and meaning which evade those not sensitive or studious 
enough to work tirelessly to understand the universal message and 
truths contained in all these texts. 


The following paper offers an interpretation based on well known 
symbolic representations familiar to scholars, pundits and initiates, 
which at various times in the past were kept secret and hidden from 
the profane in order to preserve the essential meanings and 
message intended. 


Readers would note that the Christian Bible was subjected to such 
political interference by Emperor Constantine and his Nicean council 
which banned and burnt many early Christian texts and persecuted 
those that did not subscribe to their political ‘Christianity.’ Though in 
recent times many of these texts are being re-discovered. 


One such gem is The Gospel of Thomas, which due to the fact it did 
not require any external church or religious organisation to know 
God the creator directly and issue passports to heaven, earned its 
exclusion from today's political Christianity/New Testament; 
notwithstanding there remains many hidden messages in the 
Gospels that evaded Nicean editors. 


Some readers may be surprised by the meaning behind the 
symbolism, others more orthodox and doctrinaire may be shocked; 
however, the serious seeker is able to validate the interpretations 
offered below with some research effort, which is more than can be 


said for institutional major religions, as no-one is able to validate 
their ‘authority’ or the 'heaven/paradise' they offer their enslaved 
believers. 


Never forget that God-knowledge or Self-Realisation is not only your 
inherited birth right/gift from the creator, it is aided by that same 
force. 


There is no law but Love. 


Peace. 


Inverted human central nervous as symbolic Tree 


This is a short paper on the hidden meaning behind common 
symbolism in the Old Testament and other Biblical/religious writings. 


Before proceeding it is imperative that we first address all ‘sacred’ 
texts in the context in which they were/are produced. 


You will note | am writing as a scribe in the context of a tribal/national 
culture using language specific to that culture. | am therefore bound 
by culture-specific formalities, signs, symbols and structure. As a 
modern scribe | am not mystified by the tools of my trade, no more 
than a painter is by the colours on his palette, hence | am easily able 
to 'see' what the untrained in the art miss. 


Language consists of loaded signs/symbols that allude only, as 
words are never the thing described; as a result the intended 
meaning or message may or may not be understood, such are the 
limitations of all languages. 


So it is that one must read symbols and signs according to their 
culture-specific meaning -- be aware that intended meaning is not 
debatable or up for subjective interpretive ‘grabs’ or conjecture, 


regardless of how abstract or vague a ‘sacred’ text appears. All 
‘sacred’ texts contain very clear messages; indeed, once one 
becomes familiar with specific ‘linguistic’ styles and symbolism, 
meaning almost leaps off the page. 


Now to the Old Testament and Genesis; a text laden in symbolism, 
signs and allusions which reveal specific meanings to the trained 
eye, not fanciful or the usual literal misinterpretations, 


We note almost immediately in Genesis Adam and Eve, the Serpent 
and fruit bearing Trees that are intentionally introduced into the 
narrative. The two protagonists Adam and Eve, (representing 
polarity) and the antagonists, Jehovah and Lucifer are also 
introduced. 


Jehovah is immediately identified as a didactic, authoritarian law 
giver of the ‘shall do’ and ‘shall not do’ simplistic school of 
authoritarianism; note that the antagonist, Jehovah, is not at alla 
likeable character; he threatens all manner of vile damnation if ‘his’ 
laws/demands are not followed to the letter. 


This uncompromising, no second chances, ‘control freak’ demands 
complete obedience and subservience from his ‘servants.’ His 
modes of operation are immediately identified as threatening and 
violent, utilising fear and punishment so the first 'sins' recorded 
though implied, are Jehovah's. [Now note the characteristics of the 
three major religions that subscribe to this God today?] 


However, the above is the exoteric aspect of the story for the 
uninitiated masses. In contrast, the textually aware -- that fear no 
textually created external God -- there is the intended meaning of the 
scribes that encoded the narrative, which meaning is hidden from the 
eyes of those not trained in the art of writing; the intended message 
is very clearly transmitted through the symbolic lexicons of the time. 


Note that in the historical period (as now) the Serpent metaphor 
represents secret and wonderful knowledge (power). We note that 


the serpent in the story is curiously located in a Tree as distinct from 
the usual habitation on the ground where one would expect to locate 
a snake. In the given context the tree and serpent refer not to a plant 
or snake but to certain somatic and psychological components of the 
human being — as all religious texts are human in origin not other 
worldly or ‘divine.’ 


The somatic aspect of ‘trees’ in the human body is the central 
nervous system, spinal cord, brain, plexuses/ganglia and the serpent 
refers to the moving neural currents or dynamic forces that move in 
the nervous system. Adam and Eve here represent the polar 
currents of that dynamic/living force. The relative ‘upward and 
downward’ directions of that force are given qualitative 
characteristics. Readers would also note the 'Tree' is adorned with 
‘fruit,’ which symbolically refers to the endocrine system, particularly 
glands in the brain. 


To remain in traditional context but jump ahead, the Rabbi Jesus is 
known to have healed the ‘blind,’ and to have made the ‘dead live’ -- 
there’s a very strong hint in the same symbolic language of the New 
Testament. Jesus in the process of healing a ‘blind’ man asks 
whether the man is able to see; the person responds, “/ see men as 
trees walking,” a very curious statement to make but one that 
reinforces the continuity of the text for the aware. ‘Seeing’ here used 
denotes enlightenment, the blind are the ignorant and the sighted 
are the aware. Trees do not walk but men with central nervous 
systems adorned with endocrine ‘fruits’ do. 


In reading/decoding any ‘sacred’ or religious text be aware that the 
stories are written by man for man, they cannot be anything but, as 
nothing exists outside human experience. So, if we want answers we 
should look to ourselves, as within you is the doorway to eternity and 
all answers to all questions. 


Sacred texts speak of the means to that 'secret' knowledge and the 
pitfalls and failures of those unaware of it. 


Now in the context of man, what are the physical polarities of the 
cerebro-—spinal system? Yes, the brain at the top and the genitals at 
the opposite end. 


The neural or ‘serpent’ force, which promises all knowledge, is 
expended largely by the brain and genitals, think (without guilt) about 
it. The texts are inferring that if we wish to gain knowledge the 
serpentine force should be allowed to spontaneously travel to the 
brain uninterrupted by binary oppositions, good-evil in this context; 
however, if the force is squandered via over-indulgence or sensual 
and other abuses, the brain is deprived of full function-- and you 
wonder why over 90% of the population today, faced with constant 
titillating stimuli from today's mass media, are mindless morons and 
slaves to their senses -- hence, as in all historical periods, the truly 
enlightened and aware are very few indeed. Awareness or 
enlightenment requires a certain cultivated mental 
discipline/strength, attitude and ‘poise,’ which qualities escape the 
slothful, sensual, over-indulgent, indolent, lazy and fearful. 


Give yourself a chance, an opportunity to fulfil your full potential and 
allow the serpentine nerve current, which is generated 
spontaneously in a healthy being, to reach the pineal/pinnacle gland 
(such fruit is worthy of the few) in the brain. 


And remember, there are no Gods but man. However, further 
development of the story is required for the masses. 


“.. |see men as trees, walking” 


| hope you haven't missed the ‘symbols for the trees’ in various 
religious texts. 


Tree symbolism is common to all cultures and religions but why and 
what does tree symbolism hide from the profane? 


| first became intrigued by a description in the NT, which appeared to 
be just another healing by the Christian saviour; however, this one 
was different in that a minor ritual was performed by Jesus Christ to 
restore ‘sight’ to a ‘blind’ man -- | would add that none of Jesus’ 
healings should be taken literally, especially raising the 'dead’ -- 
remember, let the ‘dead’ bury the dead. Surely we are not children or 
stunted in our development that we require irrational fantasy to 
replace rational reality (pigs do not fly and neither do men!) 


| refer to a passage in Mark 8 -- “.../ see men as trees, walking.” A 
number of textual indicators are used by scribes to announce that 
this is no ordinary event and that the reader should pay closer 
attention. 


Notice how the saviour engages in a minor ritual healing rather than 
the usual ‘walk’ or ‘touch,’ instant coffee healing; Jesus the phallic 
God of resurrection spits on this man’s eyes and then asks what do 
you see? The very odd answer is as above. How so? We are 
immediately returned to the Garden of Eden and the prohibition 
placed on the tree of self awareness (good and evil) by order of the 
homophobic, homicidal, genocidal, misogynistic, psychopathic God, 
Jehovah, (modern Israel explained). In other words, do not 
endeavour to harmonise and synchronise your polar circulating 
nerve currents and flood the brain with neural ‘light’ (soma) and free 
yourself from the endless binary struggle of opposites (good-evil etc, 
add infinitum) -- remain ignorant, subservient and manageable at all 


times and be good fearful slaves to authorities. 


Notice how the blind man’s answer, indicating clairvoyant vision, 
does not faze Christ in the least, whereas he sweated blood at the 
thought of his crucifixion, well, no human is perfect. 


We have read in the OT that God appeared to Moses as a bush that 
burns without burning -- very curious but what does all this kinetic 
(energetic) vegetation signify? I'll give you a hint; the Kabbalistic tree 
of life requires ‘climbing’ (development) to reach the supra-normal, it 
is a vital not static morbid representation. The climbing or ascension 
of (kinetic) vital energy is often represented as a serpent (read the 
symbol and metaphor saturated Emerald Tablet. This symbolism is 
universal/archetypal). | hope that it is all now beginning to make 
sense. 


Now consider all the representations in various cultures of psychic 
anatomy; Chinese chi currents, Hindu chakras and kundalini and 
Persian body currents in medical, psychic anatomy. You should now 
note that the closest thing to 'trees' in the human body, is the central 
nervous system, so you shouldn't have any more trouble with tree, 
kundalini, chakra etc symbolism — God/Truth is realised via a 
harmoniously synchronised central nervous system and brain -- 
should | now mention the endocrine ‘fruit’ on the trees? 


The ‘tree’ the jealous God of the OT does not want you to eat from, 
as you would then be all-knowing and equal in knowledge to the 
creator, is the secret locked in the human central nervous system, 
associated nerve ganglia and endocrine system -- but we've got 
news for him! Cheek aside, the tree is not in the Garden of Eden 
(paradise) for nothing. 


Firing neurons -- burning bush 


Hindu Representation of the tree of Life 


Kabbalistic tree of Life with ascending serpent 


Kundalini and Chakras representing awakened serpent power 


Snake Charmer 


like a moving cloud that slowly shifts 
and drifts in the sky oblivious to the 
tribulations of the earth below -- 
unshackle the chains of cultural 
formality and free urself in order to Be 


it comes like a tantalising tug on the brain 
followed by a pleasurable tightness in the 
solar plexus, a poem approaches from the 
collective creation of all things 


u see, i am a thief, i write nothing, i have 
learned to allow the poem to write itself 
while i play medium to a million muses 

and other forces that appear and disappear 
like clouds in the sky 


this method saves labouring and endlessly 
editing, the poem knows what it wants to say 


a serpent rouses from its coil and raises its 
head scanning everything with its penetrating, 
dangerous eyes -- it tastes the wind with its 
flickering tongue 


i know this serpent well, it lives at the root 
of a tree that extends its branches 
to infinity 


i Know what i must do, chase this viper up 

the tree to prevent it becoming a danger/predator 
and waste its enlivening power and special 
abilities 


move rhythmically charming it until it 
becomes transfixed ready to strike 
the person that disturbed its repose 


breathing rhythmically use ur Eye to attract 
its gaze but do not engage the real organs 
of sight as the viper detects weaknesses/ 
perversity and seeks that opportunity 

to kill or ruin 


but not this time slippery foe, lethal friend; 
allow it no direction but up to the branches 
where it is free to decide which electric 
branch it will take to infinity 


in the middle of the dense foliage of leaves 
and sweet fruits a light emanates which 
signals success, the gate to paradise is thrown 
open, enter and confront reality which route 
has here been transcribed 


a word of warning, 

should u encounter this serpent, it will resist 
and struggle to remain earth-bound, u must 
guide, lure or force it to go where it usually 
does not; u see, this serpent imagines it cannot 
climb trees yet u must succeed in luring it 
upwards or risk losing ur sanity and possibly 

ur life 


success achieved be free and enjoy ur reward, 
course freely in the endlessness of paradise 
where nothing is able to disturb u again 

as u have earned complete Freedom 


You have Overcome 


Burning 


the bush is burning, snapping synapses, 
crackling like neon wasps revealing an 
open monologue to god but it's me 

doing all the talking, which serves to 
increase the heat turning red fire into white 
ethereal smoke rises from thought 

as the bush sets the trees of Eden on fire 
burning with a heat that neither consumes 
nor singes flesh, an awakening perhaps? 


this is no candle in the wind, its furnace heat 
moving up through layers of antiquation, 
residual conceptions and failed ideals 

no longer necessary or useful, this fire dims 
the sun and immortalises being -- 

every book read and the opinions/theories 
contained therein reduced to ash in an instant 


uncoordinated synapses now fire in harmony 
without thought to interrupt the flow that 
answers all unasked questions like the swirls 
of Van Gogh and the syntax/poesy of Rumi, 
they also spontaneously combusted 


the cool drear of the herd baying in the 
background betrays them as servile, mindless 
beasts, only this fire cleanses mind and reveals 
what has been secret for millennia: that there is 
no hidden secret, only ignorance and folly upon 
which meaningless cultures are built leading 
nowhere, or rather to sorrow, pain and despair 


the time is always now, enter the white cleansing 
flame and burn with me until the difference 


disappears leaving only the distilled, pristine 
ineffable perfection of One 


Love Miner 


what arises from dust returns to dust so much for the body, a 
cumbersome temporary vehicle that tangles awkwardly to express 
that breath of life which is not of the body -- recorded metaphorically 
as a creator breathing the spark of divinity into a ‘clay’ vessel; in 
other words life is something bestowed which cannot be destroyed 
as it issues from the forever, eternity, though it must struggle through 
its containment in a gross vehicle, which is the challenge here 


and so the body makes demands that issue from the spark or soul 
longing for return, though contorted, as light is distorted, some say 
polluted, by dense matter 


we have sexual/survival demands though the same apparatus 
assists in soul manifestation, the exact same nerve plexuses and 
vital currents that deliver orgasms in the body deliver the soul to 
paradise though the movement is turned 


notice the effects of sexual interaction and the effects on the 
endocrine system, all manner of moods, emotions are released 
beneath which is the glorious engine, the Love machine, which longs 
to return from whence it came in perfect unity with creation/infinity, 
yet we, if not developed, imagine it is focused on another entity, body 
or person, not so, the other is You and you are the other 


that Light/Love is the most rarefied energy, the opposite of the gross 
body though we are faced with transforming the gross into fine and 
the fine into the most rarefied energy that exists 


notice how activating the sexual sacral plexus and the store of 
energy in the solar plexus overtakes the entire entity, momentarily, 
which creates the desire to repeat that event until either one 
understands that desire, or one depletes the vital store and ruins the 
body which utilises it for health, well being and liberation 


it is not the sexual act in itself that enslaves it is the 
misunderstanding of the vital energies both trapped and expressed 
in and through the body 


so where do we go, as go we must, backward or forward as there is 
no standing still in this universe? 


indeed due to ignorance and lack of development most devolve as 
culture does its best to deplete these energies or harness them for 
destructive purposes -- we are all to blame for this perversion 


have you ever wondered why the lotus flower has been chosen by 
numerous cultures to represent the lofty and spiritual? its seed takes 
root in the mud and sludge and then it rises through turbulent waters 
stirred by rain and wind to flower in the sun, which flower is 
impervious to the waters and sludge from which it developed; no 
secret, as the lotus is a metaphor of our task to rise above that which 
would ensnare, drown and pollute, which translated, indicate 
matter/body (mud) and emotions expressed as turbulent water, how 
simple and clear the message behind these representations are. you 
should now be able to understand Jesus walking on (above) water 
and why petulant, impetuous Peter began to drown, as he simply 
was not master of his emotions, plain to read 


the vital currents must bloom in the ‘sun’ so to speak, and that sun is 
the self same creative principle that originally bestowed the 
animating principle into lifeless clay, as only life creates life, humans 
merely supply bodies for souls to dwell in and develop, however, the 
Life is the primary principle 


i am somewhat perturbed that i was forced to express this in prosaic 
form as iam a poet and prefer the artifices of that art-form, yet it was 
deemed necessary to be as clear as possible in order for as many as 
possible to understand 


be aware that all genuine religious texts allude to these principles, 
allegorically and metaphorically but never literally, they were/are 


written by those aware of the flow of life and the challenges that 
confront humans on this plane; the literal truth was/is hidden 
intentionally so the profane would not detect, distort or remove the 
hidden message 


however, these methods are no longer necessary as the purging and 
great awakening now presents, either learn or die, as the time is 
ready and irresistible. all things reap what is sown, karma or 
however you would prefer to name it, and so it Must go ... 


surely you are able to read the overt signs of perversion reaching its 
pointless end and the harmony that goes begging for want of 
expression. let it be stated that universal harmony always prevails as 
infinity would not BE unless the laws of existence were/are Perfect. 
that which antagonises or obstructs (discord) the universal flow of 
love/life is destined for complete eradication as it has chosen that 
end. 


to offer proof of the finality of perversion simply turn on your 
televisions or other ‘media’ devices and see clearly what is 
presented -- division, hate, violence and all manner of perversions -- 
how tragic for those unable to separate themselves from this 
pollution. 


Be aware and Beware 


Rise above and rise again, save yourselves from the perverse and 
enter the realms of light and life/love everlasting. the sad fact 
remains that no-one is able to enlighten you as we are all equipped 
for the purpose. Perfection requires no assistance, as do all the 
tragic man-made Gods that order humans to do this or that, beware 
the slave masters that utilise religious shackles for their own sinister 
purposes and Note that religions have spilled more blood on this 
earth than any other causative social factor. Man's gods are 
impotent, yet life and love persist forever in harmony with all/itself, 
expressed as the eternal dance of creation. 
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The primary focus of this selection is Yoga and associated 
Indian philosophies 


"By whatever thing you are bound, by that the bond is broken." 
-- Hevajra Tantra 


Collated and Edited by the author, Lindsay Traynor 


The Empty Boat 


(From the Chuang tzu) 


who is able to divest himself 

of achievement and status 

and lose himself completely 

in the nameless mass of humanity? 


flowing easy like water, he is invisible ... 
moving like life itself, 
he is nameless and homeless. 


simple is his manner 

to all appearances he seems a fool; 
his steps leave no trace 

he has no power 

he achieves nothing 

he has no reputation. 

he judges no-one, 

therefore no-one judges him. 

such is the perfect man. 

his boat is empty. 


[It is the mighty that fall the hardest. 
And it's the birds with the brightest plumage 
that are hunted for their feathers. ] 


‘Nothing is ever what we think it is — it simply is 
what it is!" 


All good adages have many layers of meaning and lend themselves 
to multiple interpretations and the above title is no exception. 


The initial interpretation in the vernacular is fairly straight forward — 
‘whatever we think something to be, it is not! Simple enough, n'est- 
ce pas? But that interpretation begs the question, why? We'll attempt 
an answer as the story unfolds -- and frankly | have no idea where it 
is going at this stage. 


Never forget that every interpretation must exclude others (for good 
or ill) if meaning is to maintain its integrity. 


We are faced with the loss of more profound meaning if we sub- 
scribe to a single, simple interpretation, so we shall not allow 
ourselves to adhere to any particular interpretation or cling to any 
simplistic meaning. 


| have never been satisfied with surface appearances or superficial 
presentations, so let’s see if we can discover more layers of meaning 
in that very Buddhist adage. 


Everything falls victim to the irresistible forces of change so we’d 
better hurry and derive something of substance or our lives may be 
rendered futile and meaningless, and we wouldn't want that, we’re 
American and we are exceptional -- (a little sarcasm never goes 
astray). 


“Nothing,” is a perfect vacuum, (an American cranium) it implies 
empty space, though space is a relative term defined by time — all 
deep analysis leads to revelations so please excuse me if | appear to 
go off on tangents at times. 


‘Nothing’ is precisely that, yet we are not referring to a void; 'nothing- 
ness' refers to the absence of limiting factors -- understand that a 
thought is also a ‘thing,’ it has a beginning and an end (measurable), 
whereas the absence of 'things,' nothing-ness, reveals an 
immeasurable, limitless, continuous, infinite process. 


But what's the ‘point’ of ‘nothing-ness?’ The point is there is no 
‘point;' we are referring to a qualitative state that exists behind 
quantitative appearances -- aha or aaahh! Whatever the case may 
be, but hopefully we may begin to see. | sincerely hope that new 
meaning begins to emerge for all that possess a functional brain. 


“Nothing-ness” is saturated with quality because it has no 
measurable quantities; therefore, to discover limitlessness or 
‘nothing-ness’ is to launch into infinity and how very (qualitatively) 
sweet that/it is. 


If we were to “think,” about it, continuity would immediately cease 
and we would be confronted with a thing/concept/thought or 
measurable quantity of some type, ‘like the oil reserves of Iraq and 
Libya. 


Un-qualified Being or continuous pure existence IS the absence of 
defining qualifications/conceptions — have we got it now? 


It should be clear that introducing thought into ‘nothing-ness’ limits 
and veils by superimposition. The continuous (infinite) becomes 
veiled or hidden by the dis-continuous (finite thing). Therefore, 
thought or thinking acts to limit/distort/corrupt by superimposition 
whatever it attempts to 'capture’, define or describe. 


Now that we are all budding little Buddhas and immune to all the 
illusory presentations of culture that attempt to pollute and enslave 
our minds, we should have no trouble returning to clarity and seeing 
Clearly. 


Time and Reality 


Time, that dynamic arbitrary form of measure upon which all cultures 
are built simply does not exist. We, and everything that is, exists in 
an indestructible continuum which is verifiable as continuous 
experience. Arguments attempting to validate an arbitrary form of 
measure (time) in an infinite continuum are absurd, have you ever 
attempted to introduce the ‘past’ or ‘future’ into the voluptuous, 
explosive present/Now? At best we are only able to veil continuous 
reality with false notions, fictions and myths, even memory is a 
process that occurs in the present; is anyone able to experience the 
past in the past or future in the future? No! All experience/reality is 
Now, including what we imagine the past or future to be. Put simply 
nothing exists or has ever existed outside the continuous present -- 
disbelievers, please try in vain to produce the past or future. 


Perhaps it may be helpful to define reality in order to proceed with 
Clarity. 


Reality is here defined as continuous, evolving experience, which is 
the only demonstrable process/proof of existence -- or defined in the 
negative, reality is a state devoid of all quantitative superimpositions. 


Consciousness is the sole determinant, nothing exists outside 
consciousness, that is self-evident; indeed, it is the ONE and Only 
reality, as nothing can be experienced without a conscious 
‘experient,’ and as declared, experience only occurs in the NOW or 
in the measureless, continuous, conscious present. 


Therefore it becomes evident that consciousness and reality are 
interchangeable terms, consciousness is the infinite continuum or 
reality. 


This piece is actually being ‘written’ as it is being read 
(simultaneously) by the actuating principle of the reader’s 
consciousness; the ‘author’ is subsumed by the reader or more 


accurately, is created by the reader. ‘I’ have never existed outside or 
separate from the reader’s consciousness. Therefore, | am obliged 
to warn readers that reading this piece risks unsettling the finite, 
concept/thought ridden mind, which is the measuring, veiling faculty. 


| should also state that Time and Reality are mutually exclusive. 


See what You make ot it! 


Release is Instant 


"By whatever thing you are bound, by that the bond ts broken." -- 
Hevajra Tantra 


The above axiom applies across the entire field of human 
experience/endeavour, including the sociopolitical. 


If you look outside to others for guidance and leadership you remain 
enslaved. Who is able to free another? Liberate yourself, it's only an 
attitude away. 


Everything you think you are is a lie, yes, everything. The complex 
train of thoughts, loaded with emotions and desires, that you regard 
as You has been superimposed onto your essential nature or 
inherent Being by culture. 


Put simply you are not what you 'think' you are -- you existed long 
before the language of thought and will continue long after language 
has been abandoned in favour of direct, unfettered aware 
communication. 


All thought is based on language, words, images and abstractions. 
And what is language but a conglomeration of culture or the 
repository of cultural experience in your head. 


Freedom/liberation cannot be bestowed or achieved by that which 
enslaves, but language can be turned in on itself until it eventually 
fails due to its obvious limitations and imprecision -- it is a finite form 
of expression/representation and your inherent nature is infinite -- 
why would you identify with a mirage? 


Truth is simplicity itself, nothing is simpler than recollecting who you 
really are. You already posses that which you seek, so why seek? 


The act of seeking veils that which you would find -- to quote a Zen 


adage, "those who seek do not find" -- Christians unhappily verify 
that fact 


There is nothing gained and nothing lost, you already have 
everything, yes, everything of worth. Does all-encompassing infinity 
lack anything, it can’t, it is everything (and more)? 


You cannot be harmed, despoiled or polluted in any way unless you 
allow it, so why fear or be manipulated by fear? No man-made 
religion, ideology, God or military weapon is able to prevail against 
infinity, the essential You, if you are aware. 


Realise your Self/Truth and come together as equals; build whatever 
you choose that would replace the nightmare that others have 
created for you. 


If you tire of your miserable, fearful existence simply sit quietly and 
let thought go, just let it all go until You emerge from your imposed 
prison, never to be enslaved again. 


Lassitude, Fear and Suffering 


‘At the root of all sorrow is Desire’ — no doubt! An ancient Hindu 
axiom re-iterated by Gautama Buddha. It is an inviolable Truth, too 
often forgotten at very great expense. 


For those engaged in the pursuit of equanimity there can be no 
compromise, desire must be abandoned or one’s sanity and peace 
forfeited to hell, we all know it from bitter experience. 


Yet another ancient universal antidote for sorrow exists, Love. 
Selfish desire should be transformed, redirected, transmuted and 
expressed as unconditional Love — a method far easier than ascetic 
abandonment or harsh discipline — pure, unconditional, all- 
embracing Love leads to Nirvana. 


Take your pick and make your play; you have everything to lose and 
nothing to gain — how sweet it is. 


If the above is not a self-evident, obvious Truth then tribulation is 
your fate until it is realised. 


Sweet peace to All. 


The Physiology of Mystic Rapture 


We need to be very clear on a principal issue before proceeding and 
that is, there is no God outside human experience, in other words All 
knowledge of God or Divine Ecstasy falls within human experience. 
We are now ready to explore the human experience of direct 
communication with 'God' otherwise known as mystic rapture. 


Mystics rhapsodise endlessly about the bliss of ‘divine’ union, 
especially the mystic poets. Written accounts throughout the world 
are remarkably similar, it seems that ‘divine’ union is an experience 
common to all mankind regardless of cultural, national and 
geographic barriers. 


Now consider the mechanisms involved in this mystical experience; 
a body-mind complex, emotion and awareness. Also bear in mind 
that one of the oldest extant yoga manuals (Patanjali, 600 BC) refers 
to drugs -- which act on the body and mind in turn -- as a means of 
inducing mystical experience and as we know bodies and minds are 
not rare or 'other-worldly, divine’ commodities. 


We needn't delve too deeply into human anatomy, we only need 
mention the central nervous system, nerve ganglia, spine, brain and 
hormone producing endocrine glands as playing the primary roles in 
these experiences. 


Now consider the nature of sexual orgasm, rhythmic nervous 
excitation leading to a synchronised neural discharge from the brain 
right through the body to the sacral plexus at the root of the genitals - 
- most would describe orgasm as a highly pleasurable sensation 
bordering on the ecstatic. 


The exact same energy and internal bio-mechanisms that deliver 
sexual orgasm to the brain also deliver ‘divine’ ecstasies in the brain. 
The difference is that libido is conserved, stored, then redirected 
by/in the nerve ganglia and spontaneously moved 'upward' along the 


spine to the brain rather than take its usual course during sexual 
discharge. Note that sexual excitation is common to all mammals, 
there is absolutely nothing other-worldly, mystical or ‘divine’ about 
these experiences. 


With some mental and physical training the vital libido/life force is 
easily harnessed and made to rise up through the ganglia (chakras) 
into the spine and on to the brain in a series of rhythmic, ecstatic 
pulses or discharges. Understand, | am not referring to brain or mind 
induced sexual orgasms -- this experience exceeds the pleasures of 
sexual orgasm a thousand fold and is not characterised by any fluid 
discharge. 


The means by which any human is potentially able to commune 
directly with their 'God' are simple, natural and very straight forward. 


The quieting of the mind's endless chatter results in rhythmic 
‘synchronisation’ with the breathing and harmonious subtle neural 
energy flows in the body -- all perfectly natural processes. Success 
is usually achieved after approximately nine months of dedicated, 
persistent and regular practice. There are no mysteries regarding 
'God' or this very human experience -- we are 'purpose-built' for 
these experiences. 


| suggest choosing an agreeable (to you) form of meditation for 
stilling the mind, 'watching' the breath is recommended; | also 
recommend reducing the diet to a vegetarian diet, which reduces 
‘pressure’ on the need for sexual gratification, simple! 


See you all in Paradise, no-one is excluded by nature. 


Universal Flux (Kenesis) and the Serpent Power 


Probably the most misunderstood by westerners, Indian concept is 
Kundalini or the Serpent Power, notwithstanding that the modern ‘K- 
Mart’ Guru industry attempts to sell this power to foolish western 
students for a price, which power cannot be sold. So | would mention 
at the outset the use by Indian mystics of what is referred to as 
‘twilight language’ in the Tantras, which indicates that these sacred 
texts are not to be taken literally. 


As with all texts dealing with secret traditions they refer to essential 
meaning in very oblique ways, relying heavily on literary devices 
such as metaphor, analogy, allusion, metonym etc, to transmit their 
core message to those able to understand. 


‘Serpent’ energy, which denotes a kinetic bioplasmic force that 
courses through the body and activates associated nerve ganglia 
and the brain are represented as ‘Kundalini and chakras’, which 
terms are entirely poetic descriptions. | would state quite plainly that 
if the Kundaline force were inert, or 'dormant', as is often erroneously 
described, then that condition would indicate physical death as the 
kinetic bioplasmic energy that circulates constantly through the major 
energy ‘ducts’ (nadis are not nerves) in all Living mammalian bodies 
is Life itself or the animating principle of life. 


Furthermore, there is no such thing as non-active energy anywhere 
in the universe -- kenesis is characteristic of all energy. Indian sages 
refer to the 'dormant' aspect of the Kundalini energy as denoting 
ignorance, not a condition or state. Those versed in the history of 
Indian philosophy would also note that modern Rishis/Sages, 
Ramana Maharishi for example, refer to Realisation as, Kundalini 
Shakti. 


While certain energy correspondences exist in various yoga 
traditions, it is the height of ignorance to refer to the Kundalini as 
dormant -- what is dormant in most western yoga centres is 


intelligence, knowledge, awareness! 


In conclusion | would borrow from the Christian tradition when 
referring to most modern yoga teachers in the west, as the ‘blind 
leading the blinder’. 


Understand what an intelligent Indian monk (Vivekananda) once 


taught his western students, “God does not play hide and seek’, ‘it’ is 
ever present/evident and blazing in your faces. 


If you wish to achieve ‘enlightenment’ nothing could be easier than 
simply sitting and allowing your essential enlightened nature (Self) to 
shine through all the accumulated cultural garbage that pollutes your 
mind. Let it all go and just sit quietly; soon you too will become a 
Sage. Humans are born with all the necessary requirements for this 
experience, and there are no mysteries involved in Self-Realisation 
as it is ‘Self’ (not ego self) based. You would also save considerable 
funds, if attempting to purchase ‘secret knowledge’ from fraudulent 
‘Gurus,’ which could be put to better use -- simply put, there are no 
secrets in this universe. 


Demystifying Yoga 


After forty years study and practise of yoga and other related 
disciplines | can confidently say | Know less today than | did when | 
‘started,’ as a matter of fact | Know nothing, do not misunderstand, 
which, nevertheless, is considerably more than most ochre-robed 
yoga ‘experts’ who advertise in various new-age bookshops and 
health food stores. 


As a service to fellow aspirants of Truth and practitioners of Peace | 
dedicate the following paper. 


Borderline schizos, loosely hinged mentalities, and those prone to 
fantasy will find no comfort here. This discourse is devoid of all 
fantastic and new-age descriptive codswallop. 


To the rest, | wish you all eternal peace (your present real condition) 
and limitless love (the nature of your essential Being). 


Yoga is a psycho-physical discipline designed to tone the body, focus 
the mind and achieve Union. The objective of yoga is to discover 
what manifests/occurs when a fully focused mind functions in a fully- 
toned, harmoniously functioning body, that simple! View with 
suspicion anyone who would elaborate, with colourful, flowery 
descriptions. I’ve heard them all and none have any relevance to real 
yoga, which is a state of Being. 


You will be happy to learn that the benefits of yoga are non- 
discriminatory; moral and amoral persons derive benefits 
proportional to the degree of expertise achieved; yoga is not religion, 
it is a science. 


| would cite the infamous dictator, Robert Mugabe, (recently 
deceased) as an example. The 90 year-old despot is as sharp as a 
whip and is easily able to handle intellectual challenges from the 
best the West can offer. Mugabe practises yoga every morning and 


has done so for years. At 90 he easily ‘runs rings’ around politicians 
half his age in face to face debates. Such are the non-discriminatory 
benefits of yoga. The reader will note that yoga has done nothing to 
improve his moral or ethical conduct, as he neglected the Yamas 
and Niyamas, essential for moral conduct. 


| would also cite an age-old, still extant, tradition of Indian fighters, 
known as ‘Sanyasins/Sadhus’ who practised yoga as an essential 
component to their combat training. Sadhus were not always the 
chillum-pulling vagabonds we see on the banks of the Ganges today, 
they were once fighting rebels. And so, clearly, yoga benefits ALL 
who practise it; western ‘sin’ is a Superimposed dirty word and has 
no meaning or relevance in yoga — how refreshing. 


| would also state that yoga, once achieved, does not incline one to 
crime or sociopathic pursuits; the experient is apt to become an 
extremely valuable member of the human race, if so inclined — 
nonetheless, any ‘outcome’ is possible including the rejection of 
human society, it’s a matter of choice. 


Yoga tones and conditions the nervous system and concentrates the 
vital energies. These energies are then focused and channelled via 
mental disciplines in much the same way a magnifying glass focuses 
rays from the sun — easily. The result is always heightened human 
abilities and an increased sense of well being. For sincere seekers, 
persistent unflinching, correct practice always culminates in total 
absorption known as Samadhi — a state that allows for knowledge 
beyond time and space. Yes indeed, yoga offers a doorway to 
Infinity, notwithstanding it was never closed. 


| cannot go into detail regarding various advanced practices, as they 
require one-to-one instruction; however, understand that the human 
body was/is purpose-built for the task and given half a chance will 
harmonise of its own accord. 


The safest approach for western students and others lacking 
personal supervision is the form known as RAJA yoga and the most 


lucid and coherent exponent is Swami Vivekananda; | refer everyone 
to his excellent text of that name. Of course no recommendation 
would exclude “The Serpent Power” by Arthur Avalon, however, it 
could be dangerous, as Laya Yoga is the yoga of Power, and works 
whether the student is ready/prepared or not, so | would recommend 
supervision by a real initiate, which persons are rarer than hen’s 
teeth these days, So safer/better to stick with Vivekananda. 


Performing simple asanas ensures adequate body and nerve toning 
— any text describing basic asanas would suffice, however, | 
recommend, “Popular Yoga Asanas” by Swami Kuvalayananda and 
“Yoga Therapy” by Dr. R. K. Garde. 


Meditation is the key to all achievement, practise it regularly morning 
and evening. Extend the sitting period as you gain in proficiency until 
you are able to meditate constantly during waking and sleep; itis a 
joy and provides its own reward. No mantras or other aids are 
necessary, just let go. However, if you require support in the 
beginning, simply visualise -- to the exclusion of all other thoughts -- 
a white light at the crown of the head or a pearl between the 
eyebrows. A little practice fixes the attention; the tendency of the 
mind to wander is overcome in due course and bliss is achieved. 


If you would derive maximum benefit maintain your yoga/meditation 
routine. The most important aspect is not the objective but habitual 
practise; you will be more than rewarded for your efforts. 


Peace 


Jnana Yoga 


One of the most valuable contributions that India has made to the 
world of (practical) philosophy is the discipline of Jnana yoga — 
Oneness through knowledge. However, in today’s world of fads and 
quick fixes Jnana yoga has been relegated to relative obscurity and 
has become an object of scholarly pursuit rather than a practical 
system. Yet its credentials for effectiveness are impeccable. 


It would probably surprise many to learn that Lao tzu, Gautama 
Buddha and Jesus Christ were exponents of this yoga — especially 
the former whose life was a living embodiment of Jnana yoga. In 
more recent history, the figures of Ramana Maharishi, Swami 
Vivekananda and Jiddhu Krishnamurti exemplify the continuity of this 
‘tradition.’ 


An immediate distinction (from popular yoga) emerges from the 
‘Jnana’ tradition and that is the impeccable character of its 
practitioners [a sure proof of the integrity of the system.] | need not 
relate the many sordid exploits of modern (so-called) gurus/teachers 
of popular commercial ‘yoga.’ Jnana yoga has never been (or will be) 
a marketable product; it remains immune to commodification and 
lacks appeal for the (pashus) worldly-minded herd. However, it is a 
priceless ‘jewel’ for earnest seekers. 


Jnana recognises no authority or lineage — yet an unbroken 
‘tradition’ persists. All practitioners of Jnana share the same ‘Guru’ 
regardless of time or place. There are no hierarchies or followers in 
Jnana — all is Self. There is nothing to acquire or learn in Jnana — all 
is released (unlearned) until only Self remains. There is no attraction, 
desire or aversion in Jnana — polarities populate the mirages of mind 
not the poise, clarity and equanimity (monism) of the Jnani. There is 
no gender or sex in Jnana — with whom do the ‘Gods’ conjugate? 
One does not equal two — and One is where yoga (yoke) or God 
rests. Little wonder why this yoga lacks popular appeal in today’s 
world of sensation seekers, quick-fix faddists and ‘lost souls.’ 


How then are we to approach this most sublime Way? Initially, a 
fundamental understanding is required and that is — All is One, 
there’s nothing gained and nothing lost, Infinity (God) is complete. 


Release/awakening is born/e of understanding engendered by the 
recollection of what/who we really are. This awakening occurs 
through remembrance, memory — that simple. Exactly the same 
memory incorporated in the recollection of, “where did | put those 
keys?” is utilised to remember our essential nature/Self. Memory is 
addressed by constant focus in the form of a persistent inquiry. 
Ramana expressed a particular approach to this inquiry as a 
contemplative question, “Who am |?” [Everything/All issues from One 
source.] Regardless of subject or chosen area of focus (persistent) 
inquiry into any subject/object necessarily leads to That One Source. 


The (process) signifiers of memory, awakening, inquiry, 
remembrance, recollection, understanding etc, utilised in the above 
discourse are synonymous — they are all the knowledge dynamic of 
the ‘Jnani’ in Jnana yoga, which enlightened being is potentially You. 


Hatha Yoga 


Asana is a divine gesture assumed by the body but performed (or 
pre-formed) by consciousness; this ‘gesture’ acknowledges the 
relationship between the personal and infinite in particular 
characteristic ‘form’ or expression. For those who fail to 
spontaneously understand the above description the following brief 
explanation is offered. 


Yoga cannot be understood or appreciated by Western modes of 
thought, particularly those stemming from the perverse Judaeo- 
Christian ideology of ‘subduing the earth’ — the full implications of 
this Biblical statement are horrendous. Inherent in this ideology is the 
exclusivity born/e of divisionism, which in turn breeds violence, 
chaos, disharmony and all notions of control. In contrast, the Eastern 
approach is subtle, yielding, intuitive and generally aware of the 
harmony or at least the importance of the interrelationship of all 
things. 


The analogy of a seed in which all the potential for a giant tree is 
contained is often utilised in the East to impart teachings of human 
potential. If we view this ‘seed’ from Eastern and Western cultural 
perspectives, the required sensitivity for yoga practice may be 
understood. 


The vanguard of Western knowledge/‘civilisation’ is science; this 
limited discipline, strict to its methodology, would take this seed as a 
separate or distinct object and measure its physical properties 
(chemical composition etc) in conformance with empirical analysis. 
Regardless of the results of any empirical analysis it would fail to 
locate the causative factor that creates a tree. The simple reason is 
causation is only partly contained within the seed, other necessary 
factors are located elsewhere. Life is not particular — it is (One) 
universal, inclusive, interconnected, interrelated, continuing Whole. 


A seed is a specific connecting medium; it ‘unites’ other elements in 


the environment (water, nutrients etc) to become a tree — it also 
‘surrenders’ its particular identity (as seed) in the process. If it 
remained isolated with its seed identity intact, it would forego the 
opportunity to become a fully developed tree of universal expression. 
The seed’s beneficial qualities can only be realised as a fully 
developed tree, which (in turn) supports the environment in the form 
of oxygen production and support for myriad other aspects (birds, 
insects etc) of the One Living principle — the whole process is 
harmonisation. When the seed ‘realises’ its full potential as tree it 
becomes a fulfilled ‘expression’ of the totality of its Life. This Living 
principle has constantly eluded scientists due to their inability to 
understand that All is One. 


In a similar sense the complexity that is a human being cannot be 
understood by analysing the formative cells of a sperm and ovum. 
The complexity that is a human brain develops from various external 
stimuli in the immediate environment together with the genetic and 
nutritional aspects of its formation. The developing Life that becomes 
a fully functional human is the result of the grandest ‘symphony’ on 
this plane of existence. However, the vast majority of physically 
developed humans remain in ‘seed’ state (relative to their full 
potential.) 


Yoga practice, as a means to achieve full realisation, has been 
developed and fine-tuned over centuries by the Sages and Rishis of 
India; it is a superb method, notwithstanding its cultural specificity. 
However, those from other cultural backgrounds are not precluded 
from deriving benefits. The degree of success achieved would be 
conditional to the amount of ‘cultural baggage’ willingly abandoned. 
Any attempts to merge Western values, mindsets or disciplines with 
Eastern yoga would be as unsuccessful as attempting to mix oil with 
water. 


The benefits of asana are well known, they target the endocrine 
centres, stimulate the nerve ganglia, tone, invigorate and allow the 
free flow of the healing vital principle to course through the system. 
For those perfected in yoga these are secondary benefits, asana 


remains a ‘form’ of physical prayer — all movements and ‘gestures’ 
become an expression of universal harmony — practitioners focused 
in this way cannot fail to achieve Realisation. 


Footnote: 
Coincidentally, this discourse was written during the Easter period; it 
took an unintended turn — so be it. 


It is hoped that a deeper understanding of the symbolism of Christ's 
‘death’ and ‘resurrection’ can be elicited from the above analogies. 


John 12:24 “Verily, verily, | say unto you, Except a grain of wheat fall 
into the ground and die, it abideth alone: but if it die, it bringeth forth 
much fruit.” 


Mark 4:30-32 "And he said, Whereunto shall we liken the kingdom of 
God? or with what comparison shall we compare it? 


It is like a grain of mustard seed, which, when it is sown in the earth, 
is less than all the seeds that be in the earth: 


But when it is sown, it groweth up, and becometh greater than all 
herbs, and shooteth out great branches; so that the fowls of the air 
may lodge under the shadow of it." 


Pranayama 


Various approaches to the movement of vital force are detailed in 
Indian yoga texts. For the Southern Siddha tradition pranayama is 
the harmonising of the vital principle that courses through the 
psycho-somatic system. 


In order to understand the Siddha approach a simple experiment is 
performed. The student is asked to hold his/her breath indefinitely — 
which of course results in gasps for air after a relatively short period 
of time. The student is then asked to identify who (or what) is the 
‘master’ of breath, as it is obviously not the individual. Students are 
periodically interrogated until they provide a satisfactory answer or 
further instruction is withheld. 


This is an excellent sifting process as only those who are truly 
dedicated follow their breath until they discover that it actually is 
Spanda (or the universal pulse of creation) that ‘breathes.’ 


In a clever way the student is tricked into dharana, dhyana, samadhi. 
Pranayama is then appreciated as a process culminating in Jnana. 


| pay homage to the Eternal Lord Siva. In him only is Yoga known. 


Om namah Sivaya 


Kundalini -- The Sublime Power 


As a result of the widespread commercialisation of ‘yoga’ in the US 
and the overnight manifestation of numerous ‘expert’ teachers, an 
alarming amount of misinformation and misinterpretation of yoga 
philosophy has occurred. Unlike other fanciful fads, which pose no 
health hazard to participants, yoga improperly taught could result in 
serious physical and psychological injury to the student. This is 
particularly the case if advanced levels of yoga are pursued without 
proper preparation or expert guidance. 


Various bastardisations of advanced yoga are now being ‘packaged’ 
and offered to raw beginners. ‘Kundalini yoga’ the perverse name of 
Laya Yoga, is one example. 


Due to the fascinating appeal of the word “Kundalini” some have 
decided to invent a yoga by that name; however, no such yoga exists 
in the Indian tradition. The yoga that deals with the movement of 
accumulated vital energy is “Laya yoga,” details of which | am loath 
to openly discuss. Authentic teachers of this yoga have been 
entrusted to safeguard both the tradition and their students. While | 
have now a fifty year background in yoga studies and other Eastern 
disciplines | would not presume to adopt the title of Guru. All sincere 
students are advised to thoroughly check the credentials of those 
who profess to be ‘experts’ prior to undertaking any course or 
program — some (teachers) openly advertise a grand total of two 
years (or less) prior experience! [And that with Gurus of questionable 
repute.| | hope this introduction serves as an alert to those who 
would surrender their well being and hard-earned funds to avaricious 
charlatans. | also hope you find the following information on the 
subject of Kundalini informative and helpful. 


Regardless of popular misconceptions pertaining to profound 
aspects of yoga philosophy the integrity of the yoga tradition 
prevails, as it has done for thousands of years. The reason is quite 
simple, profane minds are unable to grasp (and therefore pollute) 


that which they cannot see/understand. Unlike the unwary and 
gullible, who often find themselves in life’s ‘cul de sacs,’ Truth is 
never lost. 


That principle to which the word Kundalini refers is one inviolate 
aspect of yoga philosophy. Kundalini is not a dormant energy, as 
many would have you believe it is rather, a constant power dynamic. 
This dynamic eludes nearly all that attempt to apprehend it, as it is 
by nature beyond apprehension, yet it forever remains freely 
accessible. 


The ‘serpent power’ (so-called) coiled up at the base of the spine 
escapes anatomical observation, as it is not comprised of gross 
organic material. The description of “coiled” is accurate however, as 
it refers to the actual spinal cord, which terminates in three coils at/in 
the base of the skeletal spinal structure. [The relationship between 
this force and the nervous system will be discussed later in the 
article. ] 


The ‘Kundaline’ power is a perpetual dynamic upon which the very 
life of the entity depends. Its state is of the highest level of activity, in 
frequency and scope. It is the life force of all living things and the 
formative impulse of the macrocosmic universe. It is the original 
‘Light’ or the first/primal energy of existence from which all else 
continuously issues. All notions that it lies dormant are the height of 
absurdity. Furthermore, arrogant Western notions that this force can 
be controlled or coerced are tantamount to believing that we are able 
to coerce God, or the ‘universal creative impulse,’ if theism is not 
your preferred mode of understanding. 


All subjects that pertain to the mystical are necessarily shrouded in 
allegory, metaphor and symbolism, as their true character cannot be 
apprehended by mundane thought. A popular misconception of 
Kundalini is something akin to a Jack-in-the-box that is released after 
certain unlocking ‘techniques’ are applied. This is but one fanciful 
notion of many, there are far too many erroneous ideas relating to 
the serpent power to mention here. It would be safe to disregard 


anything you think you may know about this energy and to refrain 
from any conceptual thought regarding it, as it cannot be understood 
by finite means, inclusive of language or thought. Language can only 
approach this ‘subject’ indirectly. 


Science has long been baffled by the disparity in human talents, 
intelligence, skills etc; what is the reason for these disparities when 
the physiology of the human body is common to all of us? Why is 
one person in deficit and another a genius when their bodies show 
no appreciable difference in function? It is obvious there is an activity 
present to account for these differences but it cannot be measured, 
hence science is left in the dark or at best left to measure effects not 
causes. 


We often hear we are not using our full potential yet no one offers a 
sane or adequate explanation of why or how to utilise all our 
potential. The Rishis of ancient India were among the first in our 
recorded history to undertake the serious study of human 
development. Their approach was radically different to empirical 
scientific methodology; in fact it was its opposite. Their approach 
was intuitive and introspective; they utilised the most sophisticated 
apparatus known to man, human consciousness. What better means 
is there to gain understanding? 


Empiricism limits itself to that which can be apprehended by the five 
senses — consciousness knows no limitations other than those self- 
imposed by ignorance. The Rishis simply focused all their mental 
faculties on themselves and viewed, with the heightened awareness 
that concentrated focus provides, not only the subtle workings of 
human life but also the greater Life to which everything owes its 
existence. 


Fortunately for future generations (as most human lineages have 
been corrupted) some of these Sages chose to encode their 
accumulated knowledge in texts. Fully conscious of the fact that 
language was incapable of adequately transmitting the reality of their 
experiences, these Sages encoded their knowledge utilising 


symbolic images, and various literary devices. 


The body of work dealing with Kundalini and the associated Chakras 
is a typical example. These texts are saturated in symbolic imagery, 
allegory, metaphor, allusion etc; for those able to decode these texts 
it becomes clear they relate to the brain, nervous system and the 
associated vital force that animates these channels and (ganglia) 
centres. However, as is often the case, superstition in the form of 
magic and myth corrupted an otherwise broader understanding and 
allowed gross misinterpretations to occur. The grossest error is 
mistaking the symbolism for the message or description for the thing 
itself. As a result the serpent power is regarded as being 
dormant/asleep and in need of awakening — a not dissimilar situation 
to “Sleeping Beauty” of the popular children’s fairy tale. | would cite 
as a precaution to the literal reading of any Scripture, the famous 
and authoritative Kularnava Tantra. This text is laden with overt 
sexual content. However, in the introduction, it states clearly to the 
effect that if copulation and sexual practices culminated in liberation 
then every farmyard animal would be a liberated Sage — the central 
text then proceeds to describe how liberation is achieved through 
‘copulation’, fools ‘rush in...’ 


Kundalini never ‘sleeps’ but particular (or separated) minds do — 
usually for the entire duration of their lives. The distinction between 
the particular and universal or the finite and infinite is being made 
here for the reason that Kundalini represents the universal aspect of 
our life force as opposed to notions of something separate or 
personal. 


The Rishis discovered the universality of all things and how each is 
an expression of one continuous whole and how everything is 
‘maintained’ by one vital principle. Put in the context of the human 
mind-body, the interface of the finite and infinite, are the central 
nervous system and the Kundalini process respectively. In other 
words, the Kundalini is none other than God/Siva (infinity) in all its 
glory or the Life force par excellence. It is therefore little wonder that 
this animating force triggers and enlivens the various nerve ganglia 


and brain as it courses rhythmically through the body — some would 
say to the beat (Spanda) of Siva’s (symbolic) drum. At no stage is 
there ever stasis or dormancy (physical death being the exception.) 


The distinguishing factor that accounts for the various disparities in 
human capabilities (and the full utilisation of potential) is the degree 
to which the universal Life force (Kundalini) is active. The more we 
harmonise with the pulse of universal Life and resonate to its 
Creative, peaceful, harmonious rhythm, the more active the 
Kundaline process becomes. 


[Atunement or] At-one-ment is harmonisation not coercion; for yoga 
practitioners and other devotees of Eastern philosophy, 
harmonisation is best achieved by following the breath to its source — 
there is no higher form of pranayama and no safer approach to the 
increased generation of ‘Kundaline’ energy. 


A final word of warning to the faddists and those who think they can 
purchase a quick ticket to paradise. Any attempt at forcing or 
controlling this Life force with practices no longer properly 
understood, will end in personal calamity. Symptoms would vary in 
accordance to the degree of disharmony created. They would range 
from total insanity to the most deplorable psychological and physical 
symptoms — for which the physicians would be at a loss to diagnose 
but ever ready to administer psychotropic ‘medications.’ How often 
have | seen this, be warned. 


Peace to All. 


Doubt and Maya 


Doubt is a horrid thing, is it not? Imagine if the sun doubted, it would 
extinguish; or on a lesser scale, if a centipede had to think which foot 
to put before the other, it would make very slow progress, if any at 
all. What is the effect of doubt on humans? Tragic is an accurate 
description. Doubt removes us from the knowledge of our essential 
nature/Self, which results in becoming profoundly lost in this world 
(Maya). 


Fortunately a remedy is available, the Eastern discipline of Jnana 
yoga. Knowledge (Jnana) subsumes Maya, it doesn’t destroy it as 
some think, it transmutes it. In Jnana, All is One. Maya in her illusory 
aspect is a counterfeit representation of reality. The Advaitists 
(monists) describe it thus: when a rope is mistaken for a snake it is 
‘real’ to the holder of the false perception. This experience is 
common to all of us at times; a lack of light and a paper bag 
‘becomes’ a dog etc., not until we approach the object, is it seen for 
what it is. This proves without doubt that the mind is unreliable. Maya 
is actually a product of mind (and the mind is renegade). 


The mind of the Jnani is dissolved in monadic Reality (Self or God) 
through constant practise of "viveka" (discrimination). Truth is 
realised by eliminating false perceptions (rope-snake etc) of the 
mind. This results in the Goddess Maya losing her illusory power of 
enslavement. With diligence in the practise of Jnana yoga we arrive 
at clarity or the reality of Consciousness, which is devoid of false or 
erroneous apprehensions. Maya is then appreciated for what it is — 
that transitory aspect of the process of Creation that is 
finite/measurable; or the superimposition of ‘form’ onto the formless. 


The effect of false perception (Maya) on Joy is devastating. 
Alcoholism is just one example. We will use a fictional scenario as 
an illustration: 


A wise counsellor was attempting to demonstrate that the drug 


(alcohol) was not the ‘problem’ as the purveyors of the dependence 
theory would have us believe. To make his point he ingested similar 
amounts of alcohol with a recidivist alcoholic. When a level of 
inebriation was reached, he asked the alcoholic how he felt. The 
alcoholic replied other than feeling slightly guilty he felt wonderful! 
The counsellor then asked the alcoholic why he (the counsellor) 
didn’t feel "wonderful". The alcoholic gave many erroneous reasons 
as to why? 


The counsellor then explained, if alcohol possessed the inherent 
quality to make one feel "wonderful" then everyone who ingests it 
should feel the same effect. The alcoholic had to concede that the 
effect of alcohol "differs from person to person". The counsellor then 
asked why... Space limits detailing a rather long and involved 
therapeutic session [the writer is also aware that some readers have 
already apprehended the import of the illustration] so for those who 
haven't, we return to explanation. 


The alcoholic was made aware that the effect derived from alcohol 
was located somewhere other than the chemical. It was the false 
perception/notion that the chemical supplied the peculiar effect that 
created a tragic bondage. It was easily demonstrated that if the 
feeling of "wonderful" didn’t arise from the alcohol, the glass, bottle 
or outer space etc., its source was within the person — at that point 
the psychological dependence which the alcoholic maintained was 
broken and the rehabilitation process began. Decades of previous 
misery were the direct result of false perception and erroneous 
thinking; such is the power of Maya in her illusory aspect/mode. 


We already possess all the knowledge that ever was or will be within 
ourselves. Did Archimedes discover his famous theorem in the bath 
or the water? Similarly, did Einstein discover his theories in the chalk 
or the blackboard? 


The Buddha taught "right knowledge" as a necessary requisite of 
Liberation. Jnana yoga is the means by which we achieve "right 
knowledge." 


The practitioner of Jnana yoga seeks direct experience of Absolute 
Knowledge. The experience of Knowledge is the result of intuition, 
instinct (chemical repositories such as RNA/DNA) and indications 
from mundane sources such as texts, testimony, preceptor, etc., 
which act as triggers or catalysts on Consciousness. However, a 
properly formulated approach/question is required to harness all the 
mental faculties, as every question ‘begs’ its own answer. The 
degree to which an answer is revealed is dependent on the method 
of formulation and intensity of the question. Jnana yoga is a proven 
sophisticated method of posing the ultimate question! 


Cognitive and intellectual faculties are focused into a single ‘beam’ of 
interrogation directed at the object of inquiry — the process to know. 
The causative factors of erroneous beliefs and false notions are 
exposed as a result; once causation is known deluded modes of 
thought are divested of their impetus, power to distort and influence. 
The veiling/illusory power of Maya is slowly denuded of its repertoire 
of illusions and falsities and the original store of "right knowledge" 
becomes accessible or is ‘discovered’. 


This process of sifting the real from the fallacious (wheat from chaff) 
is discriminative inquiry or Jnana yoga. The tendency to 
misapprehension (Maya) is automatically immobilised by 
discriminative inquiry. The absence of erroneous perceptions and 
misapprehensions allows an uninterrupted flow of awareness to 
embrace knowledge at its very source — the origin of all things. With 
vigilance, diligence and constant application, we are able to 
apprehend the underlying Reality (Truth) of Infinity itself. 


Human Beings are perfectly designed for the above practice. Would 
Maya lure us into living a life in delusion and dissipating our precious 
talents on frivolous and vacuous pursuits, or would we utilise a// our 
potential and achieve that Glory for which we were brought into 
Being/existence? You decide. 
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Book Ill in the Series 


The primary focus of this selection is the experience of Cosmic 
Consciousness. 


"Seek the real instead of the apparent the base of All is One." 


Collated and Edited by the author, Lindsay Traynor 


“.. and the Truth shall make You Free” 


| wish to make clear from the outset that | do not wish or expect 
anyone to believe a word | say; the imperative of realising Truth is 
based on personal endeavour — Truth is earned. 


| hope you all maintain your discriminating faculties and apply this 
principle to all — including theologians and other representatives of 
various religions, who would all expect that you believe them. 


Regarding the status of Jesus as a man, which offends many 
‘Christians’ who maintain their belief in the supernatural as proof of 
divinity. | would respond that | too believe in the divinity of Jesus and 
Buddha and You. 


John 14:20 "At that day ye shall know that | am in my Father, and ye 
in me, and | in you." 


Luke 17:21 "Neither shall they say, Lo here! or, lo there! for, behold, 
the kingdom of God is within you." 


Matthew 24:25 "Behold, | have told you before. 26 Wherefore if they 
shall say unto you, Behold, he is in the desert; go not forth: behold, 
he is in the secret chambers; believe it not." 


Pigs do not fly and neither do men though everyone is at liberty to try 
and verify fact. 


Belief in great men/Sages such as Jesus and Buddha should not be 
based on fantasy or the supernatural as these men set examples for 
all to follow. So | offer the following interpretation of the account of 
Jesus ‘levitating’ or walking on water. 


In philosophical and theological discourse turbulent waters are 
indicative of unruly emotions. The reader would note that Jesus 
‘walked’ on turbulent stormy waters (not calm.) He admonished his 


disciples for being fearful and then invited Peter to join him on the 
water. Please note that Peter was chosen intentionally, and what 
characteristics did Peter have? Impetuousness, short temper, 
cowardice, fear, violence etc., in short, Peter was a slave to his 
unruly emotions — this is why he began to ‘sink.’ The message of the 
great teacher here is obvious. We must rise above the ‘turbulent 
waters’ of our emotions in order to free ourselves from the slavery of 
negative behaviour patterns and to become immune to the attempts 
of others who would use emotional tactics of fear and other negative 
aspects of the emotions to enslave us, so common in advertising 
and the political propaganda of today. 


Now, do you find the above interpretation useful and instructive, or 
would you prefer the Walt Disney version, which would not require 
you to improve yourself? The question is rhetorical as | am all too 
familiar with the current disposition of the enslaved, media-nose- 
ringed, masses of today that expect to be provided for; improving 
oneself is almost beyond conception for these types. 


Now to the case of Magdalene, which quite a few puritanical 
hypocrites would view with disdain. 


| will say this to you prior to interpreting the casting out of ‘devils’ in 
order to make her ‘acceptable’ to Christ. Your views (whore) reveal 
much to the perceptive eye. Undoubtedly most of you are men; | 
empathise with your wives and children, | know you abuse them and 
you no doubt subscribe to the deplorable views (T.U.L.I.P) of 
Calvinism and the Evangelical political right. It would serve you well 
to remember Jesus stating, you will have your reward. 


Luke 8:2 "..Mary called Magdalene, out of whom went seven devils," 


Firstly, Jesus loved this woman above his other disciples — at least it 
appeared as such — why? In fact he loved all equally, but his 
behaviour with Magdalene was more intimate according to early 
Christian texts. Do you find this relationship unusual? He was a man 
and she a woman, perfectly natural response, especially when we 


consider the torment she would have suffered at the hands of the 
compulsive-obsessive, door-knob-wiping values of Judaism at the 
time, which relegated her to outcast status. Jesus accepted her 
before he cast out her ‘devils.’ He saw her pain and torment and her 
(our) need for Love, which he offered her unconditionally without 
regard for the priest class or the opinion of the next-door neighbours. 


Now dear reader, what do you suppose those "devils," which Jesus 
"cast out" were? Perhaps they were the cohorts of Beelzebub, 
Choronazin or horned demons, maybe even goblins — then again, 
why not ‘Snow White and the seven devils’ — point taken | would 
hope. 


He cast out perversity, vanity, avarice, sensuality, self-loathing, etc., 
and for this she was eternally grateful. She could not help but love 
the man who released her. She remained with him till the end. 
Compare this woman's faithfulness, dedication and loyalty with the 
marriage contract of today and ask yourself which relationship is 
greater. 


Rather than deal with each issue separately, | will relay an anecdote 
that | hope will serve as a 'vaccination'’ against further tendencies to 
theological fantasy and illusion. 


A few million years ago when | was young, | travelled the world in 
search of Truth. My quest was unrelenting and difficult; life- 
threatening situations were not uncommon. There were many who 
claimed to ‘know,’ but proved to be frauds. When | had earned the 
right to discover that which | sought, | met a few extraordinary men. | 
am forever in debt to one for releasing me from the mental slavery 
imposed by my cultural background. 


When | met this man he promptly asked what | sought, | responded 
as | had a thousand times before — Truth! Upon hearing my answer, 
he roared with laughter, | mean he was 'splitting his sides' laughing 
and so were a few others present at the time. 


It was hard to take as it was all at my expense. Everyone could see 
my reaction and laughed even harder, the more | tried to compose 
myself and not react, the more ridiculous | must have appeared. 
Tears of laughter began streaming down some faces until | too 
began to laugh — it became so infectious | couldn’t help myself, even 
though | was conscious that it was all at my expense. One of the 
company then pointed at me and said, "look this idiot is laughing at 
himself," which of course resulted in more laughter from all except 
me. | was offended, dejected and getting angry — this last display of 
emotion really hit the high-point for those rascals. 


The situation seemed cruel and uncalled for, so | decided to leave. 
"Well thank you for taking the time to see me," | said and made for 
the door. This gesture seemed to quieten things down a trifle. 


As | was about to disappear through the doorway the old man said, 
"didn’t you say you were searching for Truth?" He made the word 
sound like the most absurd word in the English language. Before | 
could respond, he gestured toward the verandah to where we both 
repaired, the others having taken their leave. 


"So where are you from and how long have you been in India?" he 
asked. Thinking that | may yet discover something, | politely 
answered his question. "You have come a long way for nothing.” "So 
it would seem," | said. "What is your religion?" | tried to explain that | 
had none but he insisted on a direct answer, so | said, "well, | was 
born into a Christian family and baptised according to that faith." "Ah! 
a Christian, a great Sage your Jesus Christ." He then asked me if | 
believed in Jesus, | replied in the affirmative but added that | also 
believed in Siva and Buddha. "Never mind Siva or Buddha, you are 
not a Hindu or Buddhist." "Are you sure you believe in Jesus?" he 
asked again. It was obvious he was baiting me but | replied, "yes!" 
He then pointed to a mountain in the distance and asked me to move 
it, [hook, line and sinker!] "Impossible," | said. "But you confirmed 
your belief, therefore, according to his teaching and your belief, you 
should be able to move that mountain" He then referred to a New 
Testament which | observed was well read and marked and read the 


following passages: 


Matthew 17:20 "...If ye have faith as a grain of mustard seed, ye 
shall say unto this mountain, Remove hence to yonder place; and it 
shall remove; and nothing shall be impossible unto you." 


John 14:12 "Verily, verily, | say unto you, He that believeth on me, 
the works that | do shall he do also; and greater works than these 
shall he do; because | go unto my Father." 


And then demanded that | move that mountain or he would expose 
me as a liar and hypocrite. | didn’t have any alternative but to 
concede. He consoled me by saying, "don't feel too badly about it, 
“all Christians, without exception, are hypocrites and liars." | took 
slight offence and replied that there have been many mystics who 
have known God in the faith. "But could they move mountains or fly 
or raise the dead?" he asked. "So there must be an another 
interpretation that is more accurate than a literal reading, otherwise 
Jesus is a liar," he quipped without waiting for my response. 


| do not wish to turn this paper into a novel so | will summarise by 
saying that my experience with this wise man freed me from the 
stupid, implausible and fantastic interpretations of Christian 
theologians and those who profess to have ‘authority’ from Jesus. | 
was also taught an ancient Hindu method of discriminative inquiry, 
which reveals the Truth in all things including all scriptures/texts. 


The ancient scribes were acutely aware that corruption would occur, 
and as a precaution they buried the loftier aspects of the teaching in 
symbolism, allegory, metaphor and every other literary device 
available. In this way is Truth preserved in a text. An additional 
benefit (of the method) is that profound treatises open like a flower 
and reveal the beauty and genius of not only their creators but the 
Creator. When applied in the world of men, liars and hypocrites 
become transparent and are exposed to their lying ‘bones.’ 


Notwithstanding the above, Scripture also speaks quite plainly for 


numerous reasons, | offer the following to expose the nefarious 
manipulators of political Evangelicalism of today.’ 


John 13:34 "A new commandment | give unto you, That ye love one 
another; as | have loved you, that ye also love one another." 


John 15:9 "As the Father hath loved me, so have | loved you: 
continue ye in my love." 


John 15:12 "This is my commandment, That ye love one another, as 
| have loved you." 


This is stated plainly for the simple reason that Love conquers All; 
not fear, missiles, bombs or the inane drivel of morons and fanatics 
that literally interpret and contort religious texts to serve their own 
interests. Moreover, we all know it, but what prevents people from 
applying common sense? Fear of course, this emotion is played to 
death these days. 


We should now all have the opportunity to ‘walk on water’ and rise 
above our fears and other negative emotions and set ourselves 
Free, though no doubt most enslaved, infantile people want 
everything provided for them; nevertheless, there is no escaping the 
reality we must All earn our freedom or forever remain enslaved to 
one force or another. 


Peace to All 


Organised Religion: from Failure to Liability 


It's dreamboat time in pathological paradise. Yes, the topic is 
religion, a favourite of the mindless and enslaved regardless of race 
or nationality. No human society has been spared; religion induced 
murder, destruction, violence and insanity knock on every door, hut, 
tent and lean-to on the planet. But before proceeding | would in a 
sentence highlight the fact that ALL organised religions are Failed — 
irrefutable fact! Furthermore, religious leaders today are the most 
brazen liars and despicable hypocrites on the planet. 


With the example of the homicidal, sociopathic, God Jehovah, who 
seems to delight in genocide (Jericho) and displays a weakness for 
gold and silver, religions teach Peace. However, religious leaders 
throughout history have interpreted Peace as War and Theft. 


It becomes obvious that confronting religionists is confronting mental 
disease/psychopathology. | am not referring to faith based options 
but to the clarity of their texts — Christians and Buddhists are obliged 
to love everyone and not to engage in any violent actions. Clearly no 
real Christians exist on the planet for they are the most vocal 
warmongers. At least the Jews maintain theological integrity when 
they engage in genocide, infanticide and ethnic cleansing — their 
disturbed God is a homicidal maniac. 


Perhaps Christians should convert to Judaism or Islam in order to 
avoid the hell they fear so much — the text clearly indicates Jesus’ 
attitude to hypocrites. Jesus is known to have frequented dens of 
iniquity and to have socialised with foul mouthed sinners and drunks; 
it seems Jesus favoured Integrity above posturing. He displayed 
nothing but contempt for the wealthy, mercantile classes — as did the 
Buddha. 


Historically, all Christian churches/denominations pursued gold, 
gems and all manner of monetary wealth at the expense of the 
common people — nothing has changed today. 


The following essay is for the benefit of space cadets, dreamboats 
and other assorted mental deficients that imagine the East is 
somehow immune from theological corruption or other nasty human 
characteristics — human nature is the same regardless of culture, 
race or location. 


We thank the Dalai Fraud for recently accepting honours from a 
national leader presently engaged in an ongoing holocaust in Iraq; it 
seems that 750,000 lost innocent lives and a nation reduced to 
anarchy can be ignored when self-interest or advantage is on offer. 


The essay below is a short history of Tibetan theocracy and the 
sordid events that characterise all forms of elitist minority rule. The 
popes of Europe were not alone in their sordid escapades, nor 
should anyone think the East is somehow less corrupt than the 
West. The reprehensible sexual exploits of Indian paedophile -- Sai 
Baba -- and other ‘gurus’ concerned more with their penises than 
‘self-realisation’ are not in short supply today — the linked PDF is a 
lucid account of a typical Indian guru; however, it should not be 
forgotten that these activities apply to all religions. 


Friendly Feudalism: The Tibet Myth 

(January 2007) 

by Michael Parenti 

|. For Lords and Lamas 

Along with the blood drenched landscape of religious conflict there is 
the experience of inner peace and solace that every religion 
promises, none more so than Buddhism. Standing in marked 


contrast to the intolerant savagery of other religions, Buddhism is 
neither fanatical nor dogmatic--so say its adherents. For many of 


them Buddhism is less a theology and more a meditative and 
investigative discipline intended to promote an inner harmony and 
enlightenment while directing us to a path of right living. Generally, 
the spiritual focus is not only on oneself but on the welfare of others. 
One tries to put aside egoistic pursuits and gain a deeper 
understanding of one’s connection to all people and things. “Socially 
engaged Buddhism’ tries to blend individual liberation with 
responsible social action in order to build an enlightened society. 


A glance at history, however, reveals that not all the many and widely 
varying forms of Buddhism have been free of doctrinal fanaticism, 
nor free of the violent and exploitative pursuits so characteristic of 
other religions. In Sri Lanka there is a legendary and almost sacred 
recorded history about the triumphant battles waged by Buddhist 
kings of yore. During the twentieth century, Buddhists clashed 
violently with each other and with non-Buddhists in Thailand, Burma, 
Korea, Japan, India, and elsewhere. In Sri Lanka, armed battles 
between Buddhist Sinhalese and Hindu Tamils have taken many 
lives on both sides. In 1998 the U.S. State Department listed thirty of 
the world’s most violent and dangerous extremist groups. Over half 
of them were religious, specifically Muslim, Jewish, and Buddhist. 1 


In South Korea, in 1998, thousands of monks of the Chogye 
Buddhist order fought each other with fists, rocks, fire-bombs, and 
clubs, in pitched battles that went on for weeks. They were vying for 
control of the order, the largest in South Korea, with its annual 
budget of $9.2 million, its millions of dollars worth of property, and 
the privilege of appointing 1,700 monks to various offices. The 
brawls damaged the main Buddhist sanctuaries and left dozens of 
monks injured, some seriously. The Korean public appeared to 
disdain both factions, feeling that no matter what side took control, “it 
would use worshippers’ donations for luxurious houses and 
expensive cars.” 2 


As with any religion, squabbles between or within Buddhist sects are 
often fueled by the material corruption and personal deficiencies of 
the leadership. For example, in Nagano, Japan, at Zenkoji, the 


prestigious complex of temples that has hosted Buddhist sects for 
more than 1,400 years, “a nasty battle” arose between Komatsu the 
chief priest and the Tacchu, a group of temples nominally under the 
chief priest's sway. The Tacchu monks accused Komatsu of selling 
writings and drawings under the temple's name for his own gain. 
They also were appalled by the frequency with which he was seen in 
the company of women. Komatsu in turn sought to isolate and 
punish monks who were critical of his leadership. The conflict lasted 
some five years and made it into the courts. 3 


But what of Tibetan Buddhism? Is it not an exception to this sort of 
strife? And what of the society it helped to create? Many Buddhists 
maintain that, before the Chinese crackdown in 1959, old Tibet was 
a Spiritually oriented kingdom free from the egotistical lifestyles, 
empty materialism, and corrupting vices that beset modern 
industrialized society. Western news media, travel books, novels, 
and Hollywood films have portrayed the Tibetan theocracy as a 
veritable Shangri-La. The Dalai Lama himself stated that “the 
pervasive influence of Buddhism” in Tibet, “amid the wide open 
spaces of an unspoiled environment resulted in a society dedicated 
to peace and harmony. We enjoyed freedom and contentment.” 4 


A reading of Tibet’s history suggests a somewhat different picture. 
“Religious conflict was commonplace in old Tibet,” writes one 
western Buddhist practitioner. “History belies the Shangri-La image 
of Tibetan lamas and their followers living together in mutual 
tolerance and nonviolent goodwill. Indeed, the situation was quite 
different. Old Tibet was much more like Europe during the religious 
wars of the Counterreformation.” 5 In the thirteenth century, Emperor 
Kublai Khan created the first Grand Lama, who was to preside over 
all the other lamas as might a pope over his bishops. Several 
centuries later, the Emperor of China sent an army into Tibet to 
support the Grand Lama, an ambitious 25-year-old man, who then 
gave himself the title of Dalai (Ocean) Lama, ruler of all Tibet. Here 
is a historical irony: the first Dalai Lama was installed by a Chinese 
army. 


His two previous lama “incarnations” were then retroactively 
recognized as his predecessors, thereby transforming the 1st Dalai 
Lama into the 3rd Dalai Lama. This 1st (or 3rd) Dalai Lama seized 
monasteries that did not belong to his sect, and is believed to have 
destroyed Buddhist writings that conflicted with his claim to divinity. 
The Dalai Lama who succeeded him pursued a sybaritic life, 
enjoying many mistresses, partying with friends, and acting in other 
ways deemed unfitting for an incarnate deity. For these 
transgressions he was murdered by his priests. Within 170 years, 
despite their recognized divine status, five Dalai Lamas were killed 
by their high priests or other courtiers. 6 


For hundreds of years competing Tibetan Buddhist sects engaged in 
bitterly violent clashes and summary executions. In 1660, the Sth 
Dalai Lama was faced with a rebellion in Tsang province, the 
stronghold of the rival Kagyu sect with its high lama known as the 
karmapa. The 5th Dalai Lama called for harsh retribution against the 
rebels, directing the Mongol army to obliterate the male and female 
lines, and the offspring too “like eggs smashed against rocks.... In 
short, annihilate any traces of them, even their names.” 7 


In 1792, many Kagyu monasteries were confiscated and their monks 
were forcibly converted to the Gelug sect (the Dalai Lama’s 
denomination). The Gelug school, Known also as the “Yellow Hats,” 
showed little tolerance or willingness to mix their teachings with other 
Buddhist sects. In the words of one of their traditional prayers: 
“Praise to you, violent god of the Yellow Hat teachings/who reduces 
to particles of dust/ great beings, high officials and ordinary people/ 
who pollute and corrupt the Gelug doctrine.” 8 An eighteenth-century 
memoir of a Tibetan general depicts sectarian strife among 
Buddhists that is as brutal and bloody as any religious conflict might 
be. 9 This grim history remains largely unvisited by present-day 
followers of Tibetan Buddhism in the West. 


Religions have had a close relationship not only with violence but 
with economic exploitation. Indeed, it is often the economic 
exploitation that necessitates the violence. Such was the case with 


the Tibetan theocracy. Until 1959, when the Dalai Lama last presided 
over Tibet, most of the arable land was still organized into manorial 
estates worked by serfs. These estates were owned by two social 
groups: the rich secular landlords and the rich theocratic lamas. 
Even a writer sympathetic to the old order allows that “a great deal of 
real estate belonged to the monasteries, and most of them amassed 
great riches.” Much of the wealth was accumulated “through active 
participation in trade, commerce, and money lending.” 10 


Drepung monastery was one of the biggest landowners in the world, 
with its 185 manors, 25,000 serfs, 300 great pastures, and 16,000 
herdsmen. The wealth of the monasteries rested in the hands of 
small numbers of high-ranking lamas. Most ordinary monks lived 
modestly and had no direct access to great wealth. The Dalai Lama 
himself “lived richly in the 1000-room, 14-story Potala Palace.” 11 


Secular leaders also did well. A notable example was the 
commander-in-chief of the Tibetan army, a member of the Dalai 
Lama’s lay Cabinet, who owned 4,000 square kilometers of land and 
3,500 serfs. 12 Old Tibet has been misrepresented by some Western 
admirers as “a nation that required no police force because its 
people voluntarily observed the laws of karma.” 13 In fact. it had a 
professional army, albeit a small one, that served mainly as a 
gendarmerie for the landlords to keep order, protect their property, 
and hunt down runaway serfs. 


Young Tibetan boys were regularly taken from their peasant families 
and brought into the monasteries to be trained as monks. Once 
there, they were bonded for life. Tashi-Tsering, a monk, reports that it 
was common for peasant children to be sexually mistreated in the 
monasteries. He himself was a victim of repeated rape, beginning at 
age nine. 14 The monastic estates also conscripted children for 
lifelong servitude as domestics, dance performers, and soldiers. 


In old Tibet there were small numbers of farmers who subsisted as a 
kind of free peasantry, and perhaps an additional 10,000 people who 
composed the “middle-class” families of merchants, shopkeepers, 


and small traders. Thousands of others were beggars. There also 
were slaves, usually domestic servants, who owned nothing. Their 
offspring were born into slavery. 15 The majority of the rural 
population were serfs. Treated little better than slaves, the serfs went 
without schooling or medical care, They were under a lifetime bond 
to work the lord's land--or the monastery’s land--without pay, to 
repair the lord's houses, transport his crops, and collect his firewood. 
They were also expected to provide carrying animals and 
transportation on demand.16 Their masters told them what crops to 
grow and what animals to raise. They could not get married without 
the consent of their lord or lama. And they might easily be separated 
from their families should their owners lease them out to work in a 
distant location. 17 


As in a free labor system and unlike slavery, the overlords had no 
responsibility for the serfs maintenance and no direct interest in his 
or her survival as an expensive piece of property. The serfs had to 
support themselves. Yet as in a slave system, they were bound to 
their masters, guaranteeing a fixed and permanent workforce that 
could neither organize nor strike nor freely depart as might laborers 
in a market context. The overlords had the best of both worlds. 


One 22-year old woman, herself a runaway serf, reports: “Pretty serf 
girls were usually taken by the owner as house servants and used as 
he wished”; they “were just slaves without rights.”18 Serfs needed 
permission to go anywhere. Landowners had legal authority to 
capture those who tried to flee. One 24-year old runaway welcomed 
the Chinese intervention as a “liberation.” He testified that under 
serfdom he was subjected to incessant toil, hunger, and cold. After 
his third failed escape, he was merciless beaten by the landlord’s 
men until blood poured from his nose and mouth. They then poured 
alcohol and caustic soda on his wounds to increase the pain, he 
claimed.19 


The serfs were taxed upon getting married, taxed for the birth of 
each child and for every death in the family. They were taxed for 
planting a tree in their yard and for keeping animals. They were 


taxed for religious festivals and for public dancing and drumming, for 
being sent to prison and upon being released. Those who could not 
find work were taxed for being unemployed, and if they traveled to 
another village in search of work, they paid a passage tax. When 
people could not pay, the monasteries lent them money at 20 to 50 
percent interest. Some debts were handed down from father to son 
to grandson. Debtors who could not meet their obligations risked 
being cast into slavery.20 


The theocracy’s religious teachings buttressed its class order. The 
poor and afflicted were taught that they had brought their troubles 
upon themselves because of their wicked ways in previous lives. 
Hence they had to accept the misery of their present existence as a 
karmic atonement and in anticipation that their lot would improve in 
their next lifetime. The rich and powerful treated their good fortune 
as a reward for, and tangible evidence of, virtue in past and present 
lives. 


The Tibetan serfs were something more than superstitious victims, 
blind to their own oppression. As we have seen, some ran away; 
others openly resisted, sometimes suffering dire consequences. In 
feudal Tibet, torture and mutilation--including eye gouging, the 
pulling out of tongues, hamstringing, and amputation--were favored 
punishments inflicted upon thieves, and runaway or resistant serfs. 
Journeying through Tibet in the 1960s, Stuart and Roma Gelder 
interviewed a former serf, Tsereh Wang Tuei, who had stolen two 
sheep belonging to a monastery. For this he had both his eyes 
gouged out and his hand mutilated beyond use. He explains that he 
no longer is a Buddhist: “When a holy lama told them to blind me | 
thought there was no good in religion.”21 Since it was against 
Buddhist teachings to take human life, some offenders were severely 
lashed and then “left to God” in the freezing night to die. “The 
parallels between Tibet and medieval Europe are striking,” concludes 
Tom Grunfeld in his book on Tibet. 22 


In 1959, Anna Louise Strong visited an exhibition of torture 
equipment that had been used by the Tibetan overlords. There were 


handcuffs of all sizes, including small ones for children, and 
instruments for cutting off noses and ears, gouging out eyes, 
breaking off hands, and hamstringing legs. There were hot brands, 
whips, and special implements for disemboweling. The exhibition 
presented photographs and testimonies of victims who had been 
blinded or crippled or suffered amputations for thievery. There was 
the shepherd whose master owed him a reimbursement in yuan and 
wheat but refused to pay. So he took one of the master’s cows; for 
this he had his hands severed. Another herdsman, who opposed 
having his wife taken from him by his lord, had his hands broken off. 
There were pictures of Communist activists with noses and upper 
lips cut off, and a woman who was raped and then had her nose 
sliced away.23 


Earlier visitors to Tibet commented on the theocratic despotism. In 
1895, an Englishman, Dr. A. L. Waddell, wrote that the populace was 
under the “intolerable tyranny of monks” and the devil superstitions 
they had fashioned to terrorize the people. In 1904 Perceval Landon 
described the Dalai Lama’s rule as “an engine of oppression.” At 
about that time, another English traveler, Captain W.F.T. O’Connor, 
observed that “the great landowners and the priests... exercise each 
in their own dominion a despotic power from which there is no 
appeal,” while the people are “oppressed by the most monstrous 
growth of monasticism and priest-craft.” Tibetan rulers “invented 
degrading legends and stimulated a spirit of superstition” among the 
common people. In 1937, another visitor, Soencer Chapman, wrote, 
“The Lamaist monk does not spend his time in ministering to the 
people or educating them. . . . The beggar beside the road is nothing 
to the monk. Knowledge is the jealously guarded prerogative of the 
monasteries and is used to increase their influence and wealth.’24 
As much as we might wish otherwise, feudal theocratic Tibet was a 
far cry from the romanticized Shangri La so enthusiastically nurtured 
by Buddhism’s western proselytes. 


Il. Secularization vs. Spirituality 


What happened to Tibet after the Chinese Communists moved into 


the country in 1951? The treaty of that year provided for ostensible 
self-governance under the Dalai Lama’s rule but gave China military 
control and exclusive right to conduct foreign relations. The Chinese 
were also granted a direct role in internal administration “to promote 
social reforms.” Among the earliest changes they wrought was to 
reduce usurious interest rates, and build a few hospitals and roads. 
At first, they moved slowly, relying mostly on persuasion in an 
attempt to effect reconstruction. No aristocratic or monastic property 
was confiscated, and feudal lords continued to reign over their 
hereditarily bound peasants. “Contrary to popular belief in the West,” 
claims one observer, the Chinese “took care to show respect for 
Tibetan culture and religion.”25 


Over the centuries the Tibetan lords and lamas had seen Chinese 
come and go, and had enjoyed good relations with Generalissimo 
Chiang Kaishek and his reactionary Kuomintang rule in China.26 
The approval of the Kuomintang government was needed to validate 
the choice of the Dalai Lama and Panchen Lama. When the current 
14th Dalai Lama was first installed in Lhasa, it was with an armed 
escort of Chinese troops and an attending Chinese minister, in 
accordance with centuries-old tradition. What upset the Tibetan lords 
and lamas in the early 1950s was that these latest Chinese were 
Communists. It would be only a matter of time, they feared, before 
the Communists started imposing their collectivist egalitarian 
schemes upon Tibet. 


The issue was joined in 1956-57, when armed Tibetan bands 
ambushed convoys of the Chinese Peoples Liberation Army. The 
uprising received extensive assistance from the U.S. Central 
Intelligence Agency (CIA), including military training, support camps 
in Nepal, and numerous airlifts.27 Meanwhile in the United States, 
the American Society for a Free Asia, a ClA-financed front, 
energetically publicized the cause of Tibetan resistance, with the 
Dalai Lama’s eldest brother, Thubtan Norbu, playing an active role in 
that organization. The Dalai Lama's second-eldest brother, Gyalo 
Thondup, established an intelligence operation with the CIA as early 
as 1951. He later upgraded it into a ClA-trained guerrilla unit whose 


recruits parachuted back into Tibet.28 


Many Tibetan commandos and agents whom the CIA dropped into 
the country were chiefs of aristocratic clans or the sons of chiefs. 
Ninety percent of them were never heard from again, according to a 
report from the CIA itself, meaning they were most likely captured 
and killed.29 “Many lamas and lay members of the elite and much of 
the Tibetan army joined the uprising, but in the main the populace 
did not, assuring its failure,” writes Hugh Deane.30 In their book on 
Tibet, Ginsburg and Mathos reach a similar conclusion: “As far as 
can be ascertained, the great bulk of the common people of Lhasa 
and of the adjoining countryside failed to join in the fighting against 
the Chinese both when it first began and as it progressed.”31 
Eventually the resistance crumbled. 


Whatever wrongs and new oppressions introduced by the Chinese 
after 1959, they did abolish slavery and the Tibetan serfdom system 
of unpaid labor. They eliminated the many crushing taxes, started 
work projects, and greatly reduced unemployment and beggary. 
They established secular schools, thereby breaking the educational 
monopoly of the monasteries. And they constructed running water 
and electrical systems in Lhasa.32 


Heinrich Harrer (later revealed to have been a sergeant in Hitler’s 
SS) wrote a bestseller about his experiences in Tibet that was made 
into a popular Hollywood movie. He reported that the Tibetans who 
resisted the Chinese “were predominantly nobles, semi-nobles and 
lamas; they were punished by being made to perform the lowliest 
tasks, such as laboring on roads and bridges. They were further 
humiliated by being made to clean up the city before the tourists 
arrived.” They also had to live in a camp originally reserved for 
beggars and vagrants--all of which Harrer treats as sure evidence of 
the dreadful nature of the Chinese occupation.33 


By 1961, Chinese occupation authorities expropriated the landed 
estates owned by lords and lamas. They distributed many thousands 


of acres to tenant farmers and landless peasants, reorganizing them 
into hundreds of communes.. Herds once owned by nobility were 
turned over to collectives of poor shepherds. Improvements were 
made in the breeding of livestock, and new varieties of vegetables 
and new strains of wheat and barley were introduced, along with 
irrigation improvements, all of which reportedly led to an increase in 
agrarian production.34 


Many peasants remained as religious as ever, giving alms to the 
clergy. But monks who had been conscripted as children into the 
religious orders were now free to renounce the monastic life, and 
thousands did, especially the younger ones. The remaining clergy 
lived on modest government stipends and extra income earned by 
officiating at prayer services, weddings, and funerals.35 


Both the Dalai Lama and his advisor and youngest brother, Tendzin 
Choegyal, claimed that “more than 1.2 million Tibetans are dead as a 
result of the Chinese occupation.’36 The official 1953 census--six 
years before the Chinese crackdown--recorded the entire population 
residing in Tibet at 1,274,000.37 Other census counts put the 
population within Tibet at about two million. If the Chinese killed 1.2 
million in the early 1960s then almost all of Tibet, would have been 
depopulated, transformed into a killing field dotted with death camps 
and mass graves--of which we have no evidence. The thinly 
distributed Chinese force in Tibet could not have rounded up, hunted 
down, and exterminated that many people even if it had spent all its 
time doing nothing else. 


Chinese authorities claim to have put an end to floggings, 
mutilations, and amputations as a form of criminal punishment. They 
themselves, however, have been charged with acts of brutality by 
exile Tibetans. The authorities do admit to “mistakes,” particularly 
during the 1966-76 Cultural Revolution when the persecution of 
religious beliefs reached a high tide in both China and Tibet. After 
the uprising in the late 1950s, thousands of Tibetans were 
incarcerated. During the Great Leap Forward, forced collectivization 
and grain farming were imposed on the Tibetan peasantry, 


sometimes with disastrous effect on production. In the late 1970s, 
China began relaxing controls “and tried to undo some of the 
damage wrought during the previous two decades.”38 


In 1980, the Chinese government initiated reforms reportedly 
designed to grant Tibet a greater degree of self-rule and self- 
administration. Tibetans would now be allowed to cultivate private 
plots, sell their harvest surpluses, decide for themselves what crops 
to grow, and keep yaks and sheep. Communication with the outside 
world was again permitted, and frontier controls were eased to 
permit some Tibetans to visit exiled relatives in India and Nepal.39 
By the 1980s many of the principal lamas had begun to shuttle back 
and forth between China and the exile communities abroad, 
“restoring their monasteries in Tibet and helping to revitalize 
Buddhism there.”40 


As of 2007 Tibetan Buddhism was still practiced widely and tolerated 
by officialdom. Religious pilgrimages and other standard forms of 
worship were allowed but within limits. All monks and nuns had to 
sign a loyalty pledge that they would not use their religious position 
to foment secession or dissent. And displaying photos of the Dalai 
Lama was declared illegal.41 


In the 1990s, the Han, the ethnic group comprising over 95 percent 
of China’s immense population, began moving in substantial 
numbers into Tibet. On the streets of Lhasa and Shigatse, signs of 
Han colonization are readily visible. Chinese run the factories and 
many of the shops and vending stalls. Tall office buildings and large 
shopping centers have been built with funds that might have been 
better spent on water treatment plants and housing. Chinese cadres 
in Tibet too often view their Tibetan neighbors as backward and lazy, 
in need of economic development and “patriotic education.” During 
the 1990s Tibetan government employees suspected of harboring 
nationalist sympathies were purged from office, and campaigns were 
once again launched to discredit the Dalai Lama. Individual Tibetans 
reportedly were subjected to arrest, imprisonment, and forced labor 
for carrying out separatist activities and engaging in “political 


subversion.” Some were held in administrative detention without 
adequate food, water, and blankets, subjected to threats, beatings, 
and other mistreatment.42 


Tibetan history, culture, and certainly religion are slighted in schools. 
Teaching materials, though translated into Tibetan, focus mainly on 
Chinese history and culture. Chinese family planning regulations 
allow a three-child limit for Tibetan families. (There is only a one- 
child limit for Han families throughout China, and a two-child limit for 
rural Han families whose first child is a girl.) If a Tibetan couple goes 
over the three-child limit, the excess children can be denied 
subsidized daycare, health care, housing, and education. These 
penalties have been enforced irregularly and vary by district.43 None 
of these child services, it should be noted, were available to Tibetans 
before the Chinese takeover. 


For the rich lamas and secular lords, the Communist intervention 
was an unmitigated calamity. Most of them fled abroad, as did the 
Dalai Lama himself, who was assisted in his flight by the CIA. Some 
discovered to their horror that they would have to work for a living. 
Many, however, escaped that fate. Throughout the 1960s, the 
Tibetan exile community was secretly pocketing $1.7 million a year 
from the CIA, according to documents released by the State 
Department in 1998. Once this fact was publicized, the Dalai Lama’s 
organization itself issued a statement admitting that it had received 
millions of dollars from the CIA during the 1960s to send armed 
squads of exiles into Tibet to undermine the Maoist revolution. The 
Dalai Lama's annual payment from the CIA was $186,000. Indian 
intelligence also financed both him and other Tibetan exiles. He has 
refused to say whether he or his brothers worked for the CIA. The 
agency has also declined to comment.44 


In 1995, the News & Observer of Raleigh, North Carolina, carried a 
frontpage color photograph of the Dalai Lama being embraced by 
the reactionary Republican senator Jesse Helms, under the headline 
“Buddhist Captivates Hero of Religious Right.”45 In April 1999, along 
with Margaret Thatcher, Pope John Paul Il, and the first George 


Bush, the Dalai Lama called upon the British government to release 
Augusto Pinochet, the former fascist dictator of Chile and a longtime 
CIA client who was visiting England. The Dalai Lama urged that 
Pinochet not be forced to go to Spain where he was wanted to stand 
trial for crimes against humanity. 


Into the twenty-first century, via the National Endowment for 
Democracy and other conduits that are more respectable sounding 
than the CIA, the U.S. Congress continued to allocate an annual $2 
million to Tibetans in India, with additional millions for “democracy 
activities” within the Tibetan exile community. In addition to these 
funds, the Dalai Lama received money from financier George 
Soros.46 


Whatever the Dalai Lama’s associations with the CIA and various 
reactionaries, he did speak often of peace, love, and nonviolence. 
He himself really cannot be blamed for the abuses of Tibet’s ancien 
régime, having been but 25 years old when he fled into exile. In a 
1994 interview, he went on record as favoring the building of schools 
and roads in his country. He said the corvée (forced unpaid serf 
labor) and certain taxes imposed on the peasants were “extremely 
bad.” And he disliked the way people were saddled with old debts 
sometimes passed down from generation to generation.47During the 
half century of living in the western world, he had embraced 
concepts such as human rights and religious freedom, ideas largely 
unknown in old Tibet. He even proposed democracy for Tibet, 
featuring a written constitution and a representative assembly.48 


In 1996, the Dalai Lama issued a statement that must have had an 
unsettling effect on the exile community. It read in part: “Marxism is 
founded on moral principles, while capitalism is concerned only with 
gain and profitability.” Marxism fosters “the equitable utilization of the 
means of production” and cares about “the fate of the working 
classes” and “the victims of . . . exploitation. For those reasons the 
system appeals to me, and... | think of myself as half-Marxist, half- 
Buddhist.49 


But he also sent a reassuring message to “those who live in 
abundance”: “It is a good thing to be rich... Those are the fruits for 
deserving actions, the proof that they have been generous in the 
past.” And to the poor he offers this admonition: “There is no good 
reason to become bitter and rebel against those who have property 


and fortune... It is better to develop a positive attitude.”50 


In 2005 the Dalai Lama signed a widely advertised statement along 
with ten other Nobel Laureates supporting the “inalienable and 
fundamental human right” of working people throughout the world to 
form labor unions to protect their interests, in accordance with the 
United Nations’ Universal Declaration of Human Rights. In many 
countries “this fundamental right is poorly protected and in some it is 
explicitly banned or brutally suppressed,” the statement read. Burma, 
China, Colombia, Bosnia, and a few other countries were singled out 
as among the worst offenders. Even the United States “fails to 
adequately protect workers’ rights to form unions and bargain 
collectively. Millions of U.S. workers lack any legal protection to form 
unions....’51 


The Dalai Lama also gave full support to removing the ingrained 
traditional obstacles that have kept Tibetan nuns from receiving an 
education. Upon arriving in exile, few nuns could read or write. In 
Tibet their activities had been devoted to daylong periods of prayer 
and chants. But in northern India they now began reading Buddhist 
philosophy and engaging in theological study and debate, activities 
that in old Tibet had been open only to monks.52 


In November 2005 the Dalai Lama spoke at Stanford University on 
“The Heart of Nonviolence,” but stopped short of a blanket 
condemnation of all violence. Violent actions that are committed in 
order to reduce future suffering are not to be condemned, he said, 
citing World War II as an example of a worthy effort to protect 
democracy. What of the four years of carnage and mass destruction 
in Iraq, a war condemned by most of the world—even by a 
conservative pope--as a blatant violation of international law and a 
crime against humanity? The Dalai Lama was undecided: “The Iraq 


war—it’s too early to say, right or wrong.”53 Earlier he had voiced 
support for the U.S. military intervention against Yugoslavia and, 
later on, the U.S. military intervention into Afghanistan.54 


Ill. Exit Feudal Theocracy 


As the Shangri-La myth would have it, in old Tibet the people lived in 
contented and tranquil symbiosis with their monastic and secular 
lords. Rich lamas and poor monks, wealthy landlords and 
impoverished serfs were all bonded together, mutually sustained by 
the comforting balm of a deeply spiritual and pacific culture. 


One is reminded of the idealized image of feudal Europe presented 
by latter-day conservative Catholics such as G. K. Chesterton and 
Hilaire Belloc. For them, medieval Christendom was a world of 
contented peasants living in the secure embrace of their Church, 
under the more or less benign protection of their lords.55 Again we 
are invited to accept a particular culture in its idealized form divorced 
from its murky material history. This means accepting it as presented 
by its favored class, by those who profited most from it. The Shangri- 
La image of Tibet bears no more resemblance to historic actuality 
than does the pastoral image of medieval Europe. 


Seen in all its grim realities, old Tibet confirms the view | expressed 
in an earlier book, namely that culture is anything but neutral. Culture 
can operate as a legitimating cover for a host of grave injustices, 
benefiting a privileged portion of society at great cost to the rest.56 
In theocratic feudal Tibet, ruling interests manipulated the traditional 
culture to fortify their own wealth and power. The theocracy equated 
rebellious thought and action with satanic influence. It propagated 
the general presumption of landlord superiority and peasant 
unworthiness. The rich were represented as deserving their good 
life, and the lowly poor as deserving their mean existence, all 
codified in teachings about the karmic residue of virtue and vice 
accumulated from past lives, presented as part of God’s will. 


Were the more affluent lamas just hypocrites who preached one 


thing and secretly believed another? More likely they were genuinely 
attached to those beliefs that brought such good results for them. 
That their theology so perfectly supported their material privileges 
only strengthened the sincerity with which it was embraced. 


It might be said that we denizens of the modern secular world cannot 
grasp the equations of happiness and pain, contentment and 
custom, that characterize more traditionally spiritual societies. This is 
probably true, and it may explain why some of us idealize such 
societies. But still, a gouged eye is a gouged eye; a flogging is a 
flogging; and the grinding exploitation of serfs and slaves is a brutal 
class injustice whatever its cultural wrapping. There is a difference 
between a Spiritual bond and human bondage, even when both exist 
side by side 


Many ordinary Tibetans want the Dalai Lama back in their country, 
but it appears that relatively few want a return to the social order he 
represented. A 1999 story in the Washington Post notes that the 
Dalai Lama continues to be revered in Tibet, but 


.. . few Tibetans would welcome a return of the corrupt aristocratic 
clans that fled with him in 1959 and that comprise the bulk of his 
advisers. Many Tibetan farmers, for example, have no interest in 
surrendering the land they gained during China’s land reform to the 
clans. Tibet’s former slaves say they, too, don’t want their former 
masters to return to power. “I’ve already lived that life once before,” 
said Wangchuk, a 67-year-old former slave who was wearing his 
best clothes for his yearly pilgrimage to Shigatse, one of the holiest 
sites of Tibetan Buddhism. He said he worshipped the Dalai Lama, 
but added, “I may not be free under Chinese communism, but | am 
better off than when | was a slave.”57 


It should be noted that the Dalai Lama is not the only highly placed 
lama chosen in childhood as a reincarnation. One or another 
reincarnate lama or tulku--a spiritual teacher of special purity elected 
to be reborn again and again--can be found presiding over most 
major monasteries. The tulku system is unique to Tibetan Buddhism. 


Scores of Tibetan lamas claim to be reincarnate tulkus. 


The very first tulku was a Lama known as karmapa who appeared 
nearly three centuries before the first Dalai Lama. The karmapa is 
leader of a Tibetan Buddhist tradition known as the karma Kagyu. 
The rise of the Gelugpa sect headed by the Dalai Lama led to a 
politico-religious rivalry with the Kagyu that has lasted five hundred 
years and continues to play itself out within the Tibetan exile 
community today. That the Kagyu sect has grown famously, opening 
some six hundred new centers around the world in the last thirty-five 
years, has not helped the situation. 


The search for a tulku, Erik Curren reminds us, has not always been 
conducted in that purely spiritual mode portrayed in certain 
Hollywood films. “Sometimes monastic officials wanted a child from a 
powerful local noble family to give the cloister more political clout. 
Other times they wanted a child from a lower-class family who would 
have little leverage to influence the child’s upbringing.” On other 
occasions “a local warlord, the Chinese emperor or even the Dalai 
Lama’s government in Lhasa might [have tried] to impose its choice 
of tulku on a monastery for political reasons.”58 


Such may have been the case in the selection of the 17th karmapa, 
whose monastery-in-exile is situated in Rumtek, in the Indian state of 
Sikkim. In 1993 the monks of the karma Kagyu tradition had a 
candidate of their own choice. The Dalai Lama, along with several 
dissenting karmapa Kagyu leaders (and with the support of the 
Chinese government!) backed a different boy. The Kagyu monks 
charged that the Dalai Lama had overstepped his authority in 
attempting to select a leader for their sect. “Neither his political role 
nor his position as a lama in his own Gelugpa tradition entitled him to 
choose the karmapa, who is a leader of a different tradition...”"59 As 
one of the Kagyu leaders insisted, “Dharma is about thinking for 
yourself. It is not about automatically following a teacher in all things, 
no matter how respected that teacher may be. More than anyone 
else, Buddhists should respect other people’s rights—their human 
rights and their religious freedom.”60 


What followed was a dozen years of conflict in the Tibetan exile 
community, punctuated by intermittent riots, intimidation, physical 
attacks, blacklisting, police harassment, litigation, official corruption, 
and the looting and undermining of the karmapa’s monastery in 
Rumtek by supporters of the Gelugpa faction. All this has caused at 
least one western devotee to wonder if the years of exile were not 
hastening the moral corrosion of Tibetan Buddhism.61 


What is clear is that not all Tibetan Buddhists accept the Dalai Lama 
as their theological and spiritual mentor. Though he is referred to as 
the “spiritual leader of Tibet,” many see this title as little more than a 
formality. It does not give him authority over the four religious 
schools of Tibet other than his own, “just as calling the U.S. 
president the ‘leader of the free world’ gives him no role in governing 
France or Germany.”62 


Not all Tibetan exiles are enamoured of the old Shangri-La 
theocracy. Kim Lewis, who studied healing methods with a Buddhist 
monk in Berkeley, California, had occasion to talk at length with more 
than a dozen Tibetan women who lived in the monk’s building. When 
she asked how they felt about returning to their homeland, the 
sentiment was unanimously negative. At first, Lewis assumed that 
their reluctance had to do with the Chinese occupation, but they 
quickly informed her otherwise. They said they were extremely 
grateful “not to have to marry 4 or 5 men, be pregnant almost all the 
time,” or deal with sexually transmitted diseases contacted from a 
straying husband. The younger women “were delighted to be getting 
an education, wanted absolutely nothing to do with any religion, and 
wondered why Americans were so naive [about Tibet].”63 


The women interviewed by Lewis recounted stories of their 
grandmothers’ ordeals with monks who used them as “wisdom 
consorts.” By sleeping with the monks, the grandmothers were told, 
they gained “the means to enlightenment’ -- after all, the Buddha 
himself had to be with a woman to reach enlightenment. 


The women also mentioned the “rampant” sex that the supposedly 
spiritual and abstemious monks practiced with each other in the 
Gelugpa sect. The women who were mothers spoke bitterly about 
the monastery’s confiscation of their young boys in Tibet. They 
claimed that when a boy cried for his mother, he would be told “Why 
do you cry for her, she gave you up--she's just a woman.” 


The monks who were granted political asylum in California applied 
for public assistance. Lewis, herself a devotee for a time, assisted 
with the paperwork. She observes that they continue to receive 
government checks amounting to $550 to $700 per month along with 
Medicare. In addition, the monks reside rent free in nicely furnished 
apartments. “They pay no utilities, have free access to the Internet 
on computers provided for them, along with fax machines, free cell 
and home phones and cable TV.” 


They also receive a monthly payment from their order, along with 
contributions and dues from their American followers. Some 
devotees eagerly carry out chores for the monks, including grocery 
shopping and cleaning their apartments and toilets. These same holy 
men, Lewis remarks, “have no problem criticizing Americans for their 
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‘obsession with material things.’"64 


To welcome the end of the old feudal theocracy in Tibet is not to 
applaud everything about Chinese rule in that country. This point is 
seldom understood by today’s Shangri-La believers in the West. The 
converse is also true: To denounce the Chinese occupation does not 
mean we have to romanticize the former feudal régime. Tibetans 
deserve to be perceived as actual people, not perfected spiritualists 
or innocent political symbols. “To idealize them,” notes Ma Jian, a 
dissident Chinese traveler to Tibet (now living in Britain), “is to deny 
them their humanity.”65 


One common complaint among Buddhist followers in the West is that 
Tibet’s religious culture is being undermined by the Chinese 
occupation. To some extent this seems to be the case. Many of the 
monasteries are closed, and much of the theocracy seems to have 


passed into history. Whether Chinese rule has brought betterment or 
disaster is not the central issue here. The question is what kind of 
country was old Tibet. What | am disputing is the supposedly pristine 
spiritual nature of that pre-invasion culture. We can advocate 
religious freedom and independence for a new Tibet without having 
to embrace the mythology about old Tibet. Tibetan feudalism was 
cloaked in Buddhism, but the two are not to be equated. In reality, 
old Tibet was not a Paradise Lost. It was a retrograde repressive 
theocracy of extreme privilege and poverty, a long way from Shangri- 
La. 


Finally, let it be said that if Tibet’s future is to be positioned 
somewhere within China’s emerging free-market paradise, then this 
does not bode well for the Tibetans. China boasts a dazzling 8 
percent economic growth rate and is emerging as one of the world’s 
greatest industrial powers. But with economic growth has come an 
ever deepening gulf between rich and poor. Most Chinese live close 
to the poverty level or well under it, while a small group of newly 
brooded capitalists profit hugely in collusion with shady officials. 
Regional bureaucrats milk the country dry, extorting graft from the 
populace and looting local treasuries. Land grabbing in cities and 
countryside by avaricious developers and corrupt officials at the 
expense of the populace are almost everyday occurrences. Tens of 
thousands of grassroot protests and disturbances have erupted 
across the country, usually to be met with unforgiving police force. 
Corruption is so prevalent, reaching into so many places, that even 
the normally complacent national leadership was forced to take 
notice and began moving against it in late 2006. 


Workers in China who try to organize labor unions in the corporate 
dominated “business zones’ risk losing their jobs or getting beaten 
and imprisoned. Millions of business zone workers toil twelve-hour 
days at subsistence wages. With the health care system now being 
privatized, free or affordable medical treatment is no longer available 
for millions. Men have tramped into the cities in search of work, 
leaving an increasingly impoverished countryside populated by 
women, children, and the elderly. The suicide rate has increased 


dramatically, especially among women.66 


China’s natural environment is sadly polluted. Most of its fabled 
rivers and many lakes are dead, producing massive fish die-offs from 
the billions of tons of industrial emissions and untreated human 
waste dumped into them. Toxic effluents, including pesticides and 
herbicides, seep into ground water or directly into irrigation canals. 
Cancer rates in villages situated along waterways have skyrocketed 
a thousand-fold. Hundreds of millions of urban residents breathe air 
rated as dangerously unhealthy, contaminated by industrial growth 
and the recent addition of millions of automobiles. An estimated 
400,000 die prematurely every year from air pollution. Government 
environmental agencies have no enforcement power to stop 
polluters, and generally the government ignores or denies such 
problems, concentrating instead on industrial growth.67 


China’s own scientific establishment reports that unless greenhouse 
gases are curbed, the nation will face massive crop failures along 
with catastrophic food and water shortages in the years ahead. In 
2006-2007 severe drought was already afflicting southwest China.68 


If China is the great success story of speedy free market 
development, and is to be the model and inspiration for Tibet’s 
future, then old feudal Tibet indeed may start looking a lot better than 
it actually was. 


Author retains copyright. 
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Slaves of Love 


(An approach to understanding Karma) 


Western students have immense difficulty understanding the very 
Eastern concept of Karma. Too often Judaeo-Christian (Zoroastrian 
originally) principles of light-dark, God-Satan, good-bad and all the 
other polar and binary oppositions pollute or distort perception. Had 
Newton been a philosopher instead of a mathematician and physicist 
he would have made an even greater contribution to Western 
society. His understanding of the Laws of action/reaction are very 
close indeed. 


Western students would serve themselves well to resist their cultural 
tendency to appreciate Karma (emotionally) as good or bad — itis a 
universal (not binary) Law of action seeking Harmony through 
reaction; or infinity’s dance toward perfect balance (or pralaya) to 
which we/everything are inexorably headed. 


We are the result of Karma — the cycle of emergence, divergence 
and absorption. Would we begrudge our own existence, or be fearful 
of the purpose of our lives? Difficult to explain, perhaps approaching 
the subject in the negative may make it easier to apprehend. 


The greatest obstacle to understanding Karma is the erroneous 
belief in the concept of ‘free will.’ Has anyone ever analysed this 
most absurd proposition? If there really were such a thing as ‘free 
will,’ then we would not suffer the consequences of our actions. 
What a tragedy that would be — a meaningless existence in a 
meaningless universe. Let me state quite emphatically, this universe 
knows exactly where it is headed but the ‘route’ is not 
predetermined. Therefore, there is meaning in the movement of 
arriving (Karma). Any perversion (toward permanent disintegration) 
in the universal flux meets with a re-balancing or correction. Humans 
experience this directive principle as pleasure or pain, 
discomfort/disease etc. If there were such a thing as ‘free will’ we 


would be devoid of these experiences. 


| would also mention here that fatalism or the notion that "it is 
written" (predetermination) is also an absurd proposition because it 
attempts to negate (in the opposite way) taking responsibility for our 
actions; or that the universe follows a fixed course — which infers that 
Universal Creation is a dull clock. Following any fixed pattern is 
death indeed. 


We are all acutely aware of the consequences of our actions — in 
thought, word and deed. So, if there is no ‘free will’ or 
predetermination then what? 


We have freedom to choose and experience the consequences of 
those choices. And freedom ‘to know,’ or learn from experience. We 
can do anything within our personal capability but we cannot avoid 
the consequences of our actions. We can learn from our experiences 
or repeat them until we do — but learn we must. 


Einstein was surely correct when he stated, "God does not play dice 
with the universe;" furthermore, Stephen Hawking is also correct 
when he stated that "Not only does God play dice with the universe, 
but sometimes he throws the dice where they can't be seen." 
Einstein and Hawking omitted to mention that dice are thrown onto a 
‘table’ with clearly defined boundaries or Laws. 


An analogy may help to ‘weld’ these explanations together. Few 
have attempted to elucidate the full implications of Karma — for 
obvious reasons — the knowledge of Karma is beyond linguist 
apprehension. Nonetheless, an attempt is preferable to none. 


If we transpose the personal "freedom to choose" within a 
predetermined outcome, destination or final culmination onto a 
universal model, we could use the analogy of snowfall. We all know 
that snow is nothing more than flakes/crystals of ice with an 
interesting characteristic. The beautiful hexagonal (Mandalic) 
geometric pattern in snowflakes is unique; never repeated exactly 


the same in any occurrence of snowfall. This unique Mandalic form 
represents our freedom to choose and adopt a unique approach or 
identity in the cosmic play. It is also the joy in which creation revels 
because nothing knows in advance what form each ‘ice crystal’ will 
take. Pralaya, or absorption achieved through perfect equilibrium, is 
always the outcome of universal creation. But the form (or character) 
in the grand pattern is different with each new creative cycle — 
whereas the Karmic Laws of action/reaction determining the 
outcome or culmination, remain inviolate. Karma is the governing 
principle for maintaining Harmony in the creative process. 


We are designed, not by accident, to be transceivers (receivers and 
transmitters) of universal Harmony (Love). Is it not preferable to 
learn from Karma and surrender to our innate nature and discover 
for ourselves the Bliss and Joy that is our heritage? Or would we 
delay by opting for the ‘Prozac’ or ‘bottle’ etc, in order to temporarily 
avoid the pain of our perversities? 


Take ‘stock’ and learn — the earth’s weather patterns have been 
disrupted by pollution and environmental vandalism; the fury of 
nature re-balancing weather patterns will cost more (in destruction) 
than the profits of the Corporations who directly and indirectly 
created the imbalance — learn. 


Are we in any doubt that fear, hatred, selfishness etc., are creating 
all the social and personal conflict on the planet — learn. 


There is a local planetary catastrophe looming in the very near future 
the destruction and magnitude of which the human race has never 
seen. The principal cause is a major ‘psychic’ disturbance in the 
universal flow of Harmony. Cosmic Harmony maintains itself. 
Thoughts, words and deeds are things/forces. The accumulated 
effect of hate, fear, violence, selfishness, disrespect and above all, 
lack of Love and understanding has created an appropriate reaction. 


"We can learn from our experiences or repeat them until we do — but 
learn we must." 


Endnote: 

It would be remiss of me to complete this paper in the negative, so | 
offer a solution to understanding Karma and the purpose of Creation. 
If you would seek release/liberation/freedom — then surrender 
completely. Interesting paradox — isn't it? 


We are One. 


The Eastern Concept of Dharma and the 
Perversity of Western Uniformity 


Dharma is a fundamental Eastern concept that separates it culturally 
and ideologically from the West — it doesn’t translate into any 
western language, however, we are able to render it in a round-about 
fashion and perhaps appreciate its Eastern meaning. 


Roughly, and | use the term appropriately, dharma alludes to 
specificity, a particular direction/character/mode of being/’way’ — you 
see the difficulty in attempting a translation, it is a very foreign 
concept to West cultural consciousness. 


In complete contrast to the ceaseless, some would say manic, 
western obsession to create a uniform formula by which we can 
explain everything and everyone, dharma ‘glorifies,’ by implication 
and inference, the ‘Difference’ — no two objects in this infinite 
universe are exactly the same or have the same dharma (character), 
though they may share a specific genus — by illustration consider 
that no two leaves on a tree are the same, no two grains of sand on 
Bondi beach are identical — the nature of this infinite universe is 
Difference, variety; every thing/object/entity therefore has its own 
specific dharma/character, ‘form or way’ (mode of 
being/direction/expression). 


It is also important to consider dharma as a harmonious 
aspect/concept implying a specific yet harmonising influence with the 
overall flow of things — | am intentionally being liberal with the 
concept in order to offer as wide a range of allusions and 
descriptions as possible in the hope that it could lead to an intuitive 
understanding of this extremely important Eastern philosophical 
concept that continues to be widely misunderstood in the West. 


Dharma suggests a specific course or direction that Harmonises with 
the universal symphony, though bad personal choices result in 


discord and a forced re-balancing to the harmony of creation. 
Dharma infers concordance not discordance, nevertheless, it 
maintains a singular unique ‘identity’ or ‘course’ that blends, without 
losing its necessary, intrinsic specificity (identity) with the 
harmonious, universal sea of difference. | am attempting via the use 
of as many different signifiers to convey essential meaning and ‘you 
know it ain’t easy!’ However, | hope a measure of success has been 
achieved and we are better able to understand and identify those 
social forces that wish to force us into molds or formulated, uniform 
thought patterns/ideologies that create disharmony, discord and 
distress. Any centralist authority is anathema to the concept of 
Dharma and Life itself. We should not be blind to the perverse, 
marauding forces of discord and destruction which have plunged the 
entire world into chaos/discord today and the ideology behind these 
destructive forces. 


Identify it as the aberrant, perverse and supremely destructive, 
discordant force that it is and endeavour to withdraw your active 
and/or passive support from it. 


Western ideologies unfortunately have no social ‘safety valve’ or 
philosophical equivalent to dharma to balance their manic pursuit of 
the ‘one size fits all’ mentality; dharma not only suggests it is good to 
be different, but that it is absolutely imperative to be your own 
shining star in this amazing, expansive universe, there is plenty of 
room ‘space’ for everyone/thing. Do not be deceived into thinking 
otherwise. 


Always be aware and beware of totalitarian forces that wish to 
extinguish your ‘difference’ the things that make You special, like no 
other. Glorify your difference in the huge harmonious pattern of 
infinite existence and reach true fulfilment/satisfaction thereby. 


Whether the forces of a stifling education system, constrictive 
theocracy, or authoritarian government seek to confine you in narrow 
fictitious ‘realities’ (hells), never forget who and what you are and 
that it’s Your glorious, difference (tone) in the harmonic symphony 


that counts. 


Pursue your course/character; it is specific to You alone, it is Your 
Dharma; you cannot hope to find peace or happiness pursuing the 
formulas of others. 


Freedom is a universal, inalienable right and no political clown, 
government or ‘authority’ alive or dead (scriptures) has the right to 
deny you that Freedom under any circumstances whatsoever. 


Peace. 


The Singularity of Being 


(or the quest for Consciousness) 


Infinity is inclusive not exclusive — there are no ‘others’ in infinity, all 
becomes One. How are we (including mathematicians, physicists, 
astro-physicists, philosophers etc.,) to gain an understanding of a 
process if we separate ourselves from that process? 


Infinity is an all-encompassing singularity; there are no two infinities 
— a perfect philosophical contradiction would exist otherwise. So how 
can there be a subject or object, observer or observed, a thinker and 
thought etc., without division of the continuity of One? 


If continuous singularity (infinity) is the ultimate existential, living 
reality then the aforementioned dualisms exist outside that singular 
reality, as such they are relegated to transience and unreality, illusion 
or dream. 


The title reflects the one most difficult and mysterious subject that 
has perplexed humankind through the ages. To attempt an 
exposition is all the more difficult as the subject is beyond linguistic 
(finite) expression. This will hopefully become apparent as we 
proceed. Nevertheless, it is hoped that an attempt to reveal the 
single most profound Truth will not be in vain. | would ask the reader 
to bear with me in the attempt — there is everything to gain and 
nothing to lose. 


It is with awe and innocence that we embark on this work — we leave 
our presuppositions and accumulated ‘knowledge’ behind. Those 
who cannot temporarily accept this prerequisite need not proceed; 
we cannot hope to discover or even seek the living with dead means 
(preconceptions). To those who value their accumulated ‘knowledge’ 
| would say, | know your arrogance and fear and | leave you to 
wander the meaningless culture that created you. 


This journey is not for the faint hearted; it will require the fearless 
hero within us all. What we think is our identity is offered for sacrifice 
or hung on the ‘tree’ in order for that death to facilitate a re- 
emergence or rebirth of the entity that has the potential of Be-ing. 


The infinite universe is Now — as always timeless, beginningless and 
endless — if it had a beginning or end (measurable) it would be 
created not self-creating, continuous. Never static or the same, 
universal existence is constantly renewing and expanding. Where 
there is no finality or end there is expanding kinesis. We are part of 
its Living expression. 


We need to pause here and notice how the mind attempts to grapple 
with what is being described. Try as it might the mind is incapable of 
comprehending infinity. Why? The mind is only a finite, linear 
thought-train comprised of signs and symbols (language) derived 
from culture. Is the mind capable of entertaining two thoughts 
simultaneously? No, only sequentially, hence its linear status. Infinity 
is expanding in every direction and dimension simultaneously. How 
is a limited linear apparatus able to apprehend a simultaneous multi- 
directional and multi-dimensional process? Put succinctly, it cannot. 
For those who cherish the mind as other than an aggregate of linear 
thoughts (which is understandable as it is the mind that houses 
(fake) identity), | propose a simple test. Eliminate the ‘train’ of 
thoughts (still the mind) for not less than ninety minutes and see 
what remains. | can guarantee that it will not be your identity or the 
world as you have known it. 


Theological and philosophical discourse is saturated with qualitative 
and quantitative descriptions and assessments. Terms such as love, 
bliss, joy, misery, suffering, agony — to list the more common — are 
associated with modes of reality/experience and unreality. So we 
must inquire, does the singular infinite process have intrinsic quality? 
Is the universal creative process meaningless or a 'dance’ of ecstasy 
and if so what is the impulse of Creation? If we do not answer in the 
affirmative to the first question and Love to the second, then we live 
in sad and painful delusion — misery in a word. 


It will not suffice to read about love and bliss if we are devoid of 
these ways of being. Every particle of our selves groans for reunion 
and the peace and joy that is our heritage/inheritance. Do not forget 
we are the Living expression of universal creation and that creation 
moves for Love's sake and no other. If we are not of that experience, 
universal Love, then we are tragically missing the greatest 
opportunity that can be offered. There is no point in deceiving 
ourselves or distracting ourselves with paltry substitutes; the truth of 
that loss constantly gnaws at us from the deepest recesses — from 
beyond even the molecular level of our cells. Yet there is hope 
always. 


At this stage we need to thoroughly test all the above statements 
and propositions. Firstly against what is known from various cultures, 
then against our lives/experience. 


When the creative intelligence (infinity) is personified as God, Sage, 
Enlightened teacher etc., which personage usually instructs. And 
sometimes if the Sage has personal power, the formation of major 
religions usually occurs, which inevitably distort the experience of 
that Sage/teacher. Nevertheless, enough textual evidence remains 
to test my assertions and claims as none, you would soon discover 
are new, | am simply making accessible, | hope, an age old tradition. 
So, we have the added benefit of not only testing the above 
propositions/claims but also testing the religions. If one unified 
singularity exits as the creative process of universal existence, 
enlightened religious texts should reveal that common experience 
regardless of culture or historical context, as the experience is 
thoroughly human. 


The following quotes and distillations are principally taken from three 
world religions: 


The foundation of Hinduism is a transcendent unity called Brahman. 


The Upanishads extol the One and indivisible Brahman, the eternal 


universal Self, who is present in all. 


The ancient Hindu seers described Brahman as the One eternal 
principle, the unity of existence. 


The following two verses are taken from the Bhagavad Gita: 


“Those who are disciplined by yoga, See the self abiding in every 
being and see every being in the self. 


He who sees Me [kKrisna] everywhere, and sees all in Me Is not lost; 
he is not far from Me.” 


“Buddhism has the characteristics of what would be expected in a 
formless religion for the future: it transcends a personal God, avoids 
dogmas and theology; it covers both the natural & spiritual, and it is 
based on a religious sense aspiring from the experience of all things, 
natural and spiritual, as a meaningful unity" Albert Einstein 


Buddhist Enlightenment is the highest quality of human achievement 
— it is consciousness unfettered by mind. Nirvana is experienced as 
the unity of all. 


“And Jesus answered him, The first of all the commandments is, 
Hear, O Israel; The Lord our God is One Lord:” 


“That they all may be One; as thou, Father, art in me, and | in thee, 
that they also may be One in us:” 


“lin them, and thou in me, that they may be made perfect in One;” 


Scattered through religious texts are nuggets of profound wisdom. 
Three words express the summation of Christianity and Hinduism: 
"God is Love" and (Tat twam asi) "Thou art That". In Judaism we 
have: "| AM THAT | AM" and "Be still and know that | am God". The 
epitome of Buddhist teaching is the famous "Flower Sermon," which 
the Buddha ‘transmitted’ without speaking a word; it is said that he 


smiled frequently while toying with a flower. 


It is hoped the above quotes help to verify for the reader the singular 
and infinite aspect of Godhead, Void, Nirvana, Brahman, Siva, Christ 
etc., regardless of name it is all undivided singularity, Unity/Infinity. 


During the course of this reading an echo of recognition may start to 
reverberate from deep within and catalyse the 
recollection/remembrance of who we really are — that aspect of us 
which is eternal pure flowing Consciousness. [It is never what you 
think.] 


We have briefly mentioned the mind and its ceaseless train of 
thoughts. This thing (mind) of which the scientists and philosophers 
are so proud; this cultural fabrication that is the repository of vanity, 
avarice, bigotry, hate, violence, doubt, nationalism, the world/culture, 
etc., is that which separates us from Unity. A cursory analysis will 
reveal the mind as nothing more than static/noise and an instrument 
of self and general torture. Recall a previous statement "distracting 
ourselves with paltry substitutes," and analyse it in the present 
context. Why the need for escape through drug abuse, sexual 
promiscuity, gluttony, hypochondria and a multitude of other modes 
of abuse and escape — and what are we escaping from? 


Is it perhaps that we find our condition unpleasant? If so, what is the 
source of this unpleasantness? At this stage we need to enlist the 
aid of that "fearless hero within All of us". 


When the mind is targeted for exposure — in order to survive, it will 
do anything to shift the focus elsewhere. A few of its favourite tricks 
are denial, blame, avoidance, anxiety, justification, authoritarianism, 
delusion, fear etc., (a good exercise is to add to this list yourself). 
The hero however, accepts the responsibility for circumstances and 
personal actions regardless of how painful and unpleasant. 


| do not use the term “hero” lightly — most historical heroes are that 
by circumstance or chance, few by volition, and the majority of those, 


as a result of bravado. | do not wish to underrate our historical 
heroes. | only wish to emphasise that confronting the most horrific, 
deceitful and powerful opponent by choice, with the view to endure 
to the end and overcome, is the most heroic act of all — especially 
when the opponent is our own mind and superimposed identity. Even 
now your mind is telling you that you cannot function without it. But 
be assured, it lies. As previously stated, there is nothing to lose if we 
persist, except our misery. 


Due to popular misconceptions of the terms "mind" and 
"consciousness," an accurate analysis is required in order to 
proceed. If you recall the all-inclusive nature of infinity, it follows that 
we are also of that infinity - Consciousness is our infinite nature. In 
contrast, the mind is only an aggregate of finite thoughts. Each 
thought is distinct from another; whether they are conceptual, visual 
or abstract, each thought has a beginning and end. Simple logic tells 
us that the finite and infinite are mutually exclusive so the mind and 
consciousness are entirely different qualities — they are actually polar 
opposites. The much-lauded Western philosophical ‘axiom’ "I think 
therefore | am," becomes the infantile invocation of a child when 
compared with the inferential statements of the continuous infinite "I 
AM THAT | AM", "| AM THAT" and "before Abraham was, | AM". 


Now that we have established a clear distinction between mind and 
Consciousness — one, by simple explanation and logic, the other by 
inference and contrast, we can attempt an intuitive approach to the 
infinite flow of Consciousness. Beforehand, | would hope that the 
reader now understands that language, which is composed of finite 
sets of symbols, is incapable of conveying the continuous. It is also 
hoped that the Buddha’s enigmatic "Flower Sermon" is no longer a 
mystery and that even in the present it may yet be ‘heard’. 


At various stages during the course of our lives we experience short 
bursts of awe, joy, wonder, and for the fortunate few, glimpses of 
universal Love. During these experiences [if you would recollect] 
what occurs is a momentary cessation of the chatter of the mind as 
we are absorbed by the experience. It is interesting to note that 


these experiences are interpreted as forms of release rather than 
acquisition. The process that inhibits our experience of joy and 
peace is the ‘train’ of finite thoughts superimposed on the free flow of 
infinite Consciousness. What also becomes readily apparent is that 
the cessation of the ‘chatter’ of mind results in the spontaneous 
experience of peace and joy and that these heightened states are 
not a result of external intervention — in other words, peace, joy, love 
etc., are innate. 


As we are a microcosmic representation of the macrocosmic 
universe we can also deduce that universal Creation is a process of 
Love and that that process is indeed a ‘dance’ of ecstasy. The 
magnitude of the Bliss of Infinity is beyond apprehension and almost 
impossible to bear. Nevertheless, we share in this process to the 
maximum extent of our capacity if we so choose. It should also be 
remembered that the negative aspects of the human condition are 
the result of the finite mind and not the innate Loving, peaceful 
qualities. 


Vigilance is required to curb the static of the mind. The mind has 
been formulated by culture since infancy and has become a habit — 
the most addictive of all habits; it actually pretends to the ‘throne’ of 
our being — but it is only that, a pretender. Never succumb to its most 
powerful ruse of fear. It will offer you the most frightening scenarios 
in order to survive. Be assured that the clarity of Consciousness is 
able to deal with all the vicissitudes of life to a degree infinitely 
greater than the mind. Not only be assured but also apply the 
principle of stilling the thought process and verify the results for 
yourself. If you persist, soontaneous awareness will displace the 
feeble calculating mind. Endure and overcome and achieve the 
promise of all the great religions, the Satchittananda (absolute 
Being, Knowledge and Bliss) of Hinduism, the supreme Freedom of 
Buddhist Nirvana and the Peace and Love of the Kingdom of Christ 
— which are all One and the same singularity of Being. 


Would we now claim our birthright of limitless Love, Peace and Joy 
or defer to a clearly poisonous cultural superimposition? 


We are One 
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“It is not a matter of laborious achievement, as we have been led to 
believe; it is a matter of Revelation. Everything seen and unseen in 


infinite existence already exists, it is only a matter of Discovery” — 
Lindsay Traynor 


Self-lmposed Limitations and Extra- 
Dimensionality 


Few people are aware of the constraints they impose on themselves. 
To be unaware and accept learned habitual behaviours/responses is 
considered normal these days. Few realise that we humans have an 
amazing, almost magical resource available to us should dire 
circumstances threaten or a strong need arise. 


Humans, by virtue of their consciousness, are able to leap 
‘dimensions’ and alter their circumstances almost instantly; 
numerous cases of people defying the odds fill our folk tales, social 
histories, myths and legends. What appears to be insurmountable 
obstacles to others are overcome by the aware without a second 
thought. 


The determination, persistent will and creative intuition of real 
achievers sets them apart from the common herd. Entire societies 
have been transformed by men and women of vision -- note that all 
visionaries think well outside the 'box' of approved norms. 
Visionaries never compromise their principles, values or vision even 
under the threat of death and torture, as they are acutely aware that 
to do so would completely dis-empower and void their exceptional 
integrity. 


So what are y/our highest goals and most lofty aspirations? Do they 
conform to y/our visions or to unconscious, learned, imposed 
limitations? 


If you believe you are a physical (only) entity in a material universe 
the highest goals you would be able to imagine would be 
defined/constrained by laws associated with the material plane; your 
pursuits would necessarily be physical and science would be your 
authority. The pursuit of material wealth/goods and pleasure would 
be regarded as natural in materialist societies. The major liabilities 


associated with this worldview would be the fear of death or debility 
and the fear of material loss — every created ‘reality’ has its pros and 
cons. 


If we valued goods, resources and the accumulation of wealth above 
everything else soon human potential and a full life would become a 
secondary concern, as would laws impeding the rapid accumulation 
of resources/goods/wealth. We are all too familiar with cultures that 
worship money and the appropriation -- legal or otherwise -- of 
material resources/wealth. 


Today State leaders (our representatives) routinely murder innocent 
Civilians pursuing 'wealth' and human holocausts are not uncommon 
today. These occurrences are consequences of a particular 
materialist worldview or mindset. 


Yet every night we enter another reality/realm when we fall asleep, 
our experience becomes other-worldly, which, if nothing else, proves 
beyond doubt there is more to life than the phenomenological world. 


Wherever our consciousness goes when we sleep, it is not 
conscious of the material world, yet we continue to exist though our 
awareness is of another reality/world during sleep. 


Great visionaries are able to transform society due to the fact they 
‘see’ or are aware of more options than average people. The view 
from high above is much broader than the view from inside the 'box', 
which begs the question, why should anyone subscribe to a limited 
worldview? 


Indeed, we should always endeavour to maintain our psychological 
integrity, discriminative faculties and ability to see beyond the ‘given 
social reality’ in which we find ourselves. 


Perhaps pursuing certain mental disciplines like Buddhist or yoga 
meditation are more beneficial and valuable than we ever imagined. 


Though you will never know the (proven) benefits until you venture to 
find out yourself. 


Captured 


the earth is a contained hermetically 
sealed environment, some would say 
our atmosphere seals all life below 
and within it 


yet the cosmic harmony that knows 
no bounds effects all things here as 
it does everywhere 


there is one escape into that harmony 
which few have realised, tho this plane, 
if left un-abused/disturbed would have 
been a paradise; however, all things 
being mutually a/effective, our 
paradise is lost due to the perversions 
of a profoundly lost species 


two choices present, cease inharmonious 
disturbances to restore balance or seek 
personal freedom from the polluting, 
poison forces that have doomed the planet 
and enslaved the dominant species, 
notwithstanding these pursuits are 
complimentary 


one choice presents as difficult, many 
dynamics must be altered to re-establish 
harmony and hopefully the paradise 

lost, not an impossible task but 
extremely fraught with difficulties; 

the other is freely available to everyone, 
seek a 'doorway,' where none is apparent 
to real freedom which would remove the 
entity from the fate that dooms all 


do you see a doorway or are you trapped 
by your own ignorance and folly? 


the foremost facilitator or attribute to effect 
any change is consciousness, use it, tho its 
dampening by culture, as a requisite for 
ongoing perversion/destruction and the 
status quo is an obstacle that requires a 
remedy 


consider your thoughts, all of which are 
composed of cultural signs, symbols, 
words and images then ask, where has 
culture led us? Disharmony and 
destruction! 


it, culture, is simply perverse and 
perversion leads to oblivion yet we 
constantly entertain thought and are 
therefore subject/enslaved by it, culture 
therefore derives its life from perverse 
minds thinking, which animates and 
reinforces social culture, internally and 
externally; mind feeds unconsciously 

from the reinforcing apparatuses of culture 
education/socialisation and the mass 
media which speaks and reinforces the 
same language as our thoughts, which 
consequence reduces our broad expansive 
scope to transmitted linear, fixed belief, 
and/or binary oppositions only; yet the 
expanse of existence exalts Being/infinity, 
as is evident, and therefore presents 
limitless options 


the doorway to real freedom is discovered 


simply by becoming aware of the cultural 
thought-walls (beliefs) that confine us in the 
dynamics of cultural re-enforcement 
(socialisation) facilitated by all manner of 
media, primarily text, which build our 

belief prisons 


Therefore it becomes imperative to reject 
superimposed media/cultural beliefs and 
utilise New harmonious thought patterns 
to gain our independence and freedom -- 
the chains that bind us are truly tissue-thin 


the easiest path to freedom is to cease 
habitual thinking (obvious) as culture resides 
in the thought process; let it go, Be Still 

to the core of your being and Know 


once free your new creative thought 
patterns would guide you and others to 
inherent harmony, safety and the joy that 
overflows therefrom 


Understand that culture resides in your 
mind, how simple it is to re-educate with 
the same language patterns, signs and 
symbols, but newly constructed -- beliefs 
tho completely unnecessary, bypass vetting 
as they already exist in a converted mind; 
have you ever asked yourself why you 
believe, when belief is entirely dispensable 
for a fulfilling life? 


Universal harmony/Existence is not insecure 
it requires no support whatsoever, it shines 
as the stars shine without doubts or crutches 
that support mutually accepted cultural 


fictions/lies, and note that power hungry men 
have created all cultures/beliefs -- why would 
you enslave yourself to the perverse and 
unfulfilling fictions of other men when 
existence/Being requires nothing external to 
BE and live happily free of the burdens of 
false, tortuous beliefs that enslave 


It is parasitic culture that frantically and 
violently (coercion) requires you to believe 
(in it), you DO NOT require it/culture to be 
true to yourself, happy and peaceful 


You too would shine as the stars after you 
gain your 'Freedom from the Known' 


Peace 


Perhaps 


a common occurrence 


‘what would you?’ 
(after a pleasant exchange) 


‘iam not free’ 


‘indeed, ur jail is in ur head 
and the key to freedom 
is in ur hand’ 


‘my mind closes when u use 
those words’ 


‘which words? i am a poet, 

i do not deprive myself 

of my medium of expression, 
words are my resource, 

each with its tone, variation, 
colour, meaning and impact; 
would a painter deprive himself 
of certain colours? no! 

ur reaction/interpretation is 
entirely ur own, nevertheless, 
appreciate the power of woven 
words as they have done their 
work, u are Clearly affected’ 


‘if u are skilled in the art then 
please me’ 


‘indeed i would but ur reaction 
to colour, verve and passion 
is to shrink in hesitation and fear, 


who or what is responsible 
for ur reaction?’ 


‘culture deems those words 
inappropriate’ 


‘yes, it does, but am i addressing 
culture or you, who are You? 


culture creates all words to ensnare, 
entrap and shape behaviour according 
to its designs, my words are designed 
to liberate subjects from the jails 

they create 


itis Known among the skilled, 
“rise by that by which you fall,” 
do u not see?’ 


‘| see and feel only what u do 
with ur words, i am perplexed’ 


‘as intended, now move ur tongue 
and lips and articulate with skill, 
u may be a poet urself’ 


‘| see a Solitary flower in a japanese 
vase, its beauty overwhelms’ 


‘ah! u are beginning to understand 
and appreciate, now see me if you 
dare to see and free urself; the rungs 
of a ladder are used to ascend and 
descend, u are free to choose the 
direction’ 


Science 'Discovers' Yoga Inhibits Ageing 


Prior to re-posting the article blow from the BBC on yoga and its 
ability to retard the ageing process -- a reality known for thousands 
of years in the East but ignored by science -- | would first emphasise 
that the Rishis, ancient sages of India, who developed this way of life 
did so with intuitive knowledge, i.e., a radical, unfettered 
consciousness, one neither constrained by or limited to the empirical 
five senses (of science) -- would you ask a mole to describe a 
mountain-top landscape? 


With the above reality firmly established and in consideration of the 
ultra-conservative tone and approach which the article betrays, | 
would allow humankind, armed with its ability to open into infinity, to 
assess the stodgy ‘view ‘ of limited science. 


Someone should inform these empirical ‘moles’ that the universe is 
infinite and human consciousness is able to connect to that infinite 
reality. 


‘Conservatives’ are exactly that -- they live in ‘boxes’ and are afraid 
to open up to anything that threatens their limited world view, five 
fuckin’ empirical senses, you must be kidding! Ask them which 
senses are active during dream or in other alternative realities. 


But bear in mind that conservatives are afraid and therefore violent, 
they may take to you with shock treatment and/or Serotonin 
inhibitors to force/torture you back into living in one of their 
prescribed ‘boxes!’ An example of which is politically evident today in 
Australia. 


An arch-conservative, Jesuit trained, Tony Abbott, was recently 
voted into high office and already his leadership is being described 
as a leap back into the 50's! 


Conservatives currently hold political power in the USA, Western 
Europe, Australia, Canada, NZ and most Muslim nations; so do not 
complain, simply become radical like the universe you are a living 
component of -- God/Truth does not play hide and seek, 'he/she/it' is 


in your face! 


There is nothing to fear, open ended existence is supremely 
beautiful, beyond description in fact. However, be generous and 
allow the ‘moles’ to live in their limited, fearful ‘underground’ world if 
they so choose, but never allow them to dictate policy or have 
influence over you -- lest the world regresses and becomes a theatre 
of regression, conflict and perpetual war. 


Article from the BBC follows: 


Health kick ‘reverses cell ageing’ 
by Michelle Roberts 


Going on a health kick reverses ageing at the cellular level, 
researchers say. 


The University of California team says it has found the first evidence 
a strict regime of exercise, diet and meditation can have such an 
effect. 


But experts say although the study in Lancet Oncology is intriguing, 
it is too early to draw any firm conclusions. 


The study looked at just 35 men with prostate cancer. Those who 
changed their lifestyle had demonstrably younger cells in genetic 
terms. 

Safety caps 


The researchers saw visible cellular changes in the group of 10 men 
who switched to a vegetarian diet and stuck to a recommended 
timetable of exercise and stress-busting meditation and yoga. 


The changes related to protective caps at the end of our 
chromosomes, called telomeres. 


Their role is to safeguard the end of the chromosome and to prevent 
the loss of genetic information during cell division. 


As we age and our cells divide, our telomeres get shorter - their 
structural integrity weakens, which can tell cells to stop dividing and 
die. 


Researchers have been questioning whether this process might be 
inevitable or something that could be halted or even reversed. 


The latest work by Prof Dean Ornish and colleagues suggests 
telomeres can be lengthened, given the right encouragement. 


They measured telomere length at the beginning of their study and 
again after five years. 


Among the 10 men with low-risk prostate cancer who made 
comprehensive lifestyle changes, telomere length increased 
significantly by an average of 10%. 


In comparison, telomere length decreased by an average of 3% in 
the remaining 25 men who were not asked to make any lifestyle 
changes. 

Jury's out 


Shorter telomeres have been linked with a broad range of age- 
related diseases, including heart disease, and a variety of cancers. 


The study did not set out to check if lifestyle changes and telomere 
lengthening would improve cancer outcomes, but the researchers 
say this is something that should be investigated. 


Prof Ornish said: "The implications of this relatively small pilot study 
may go beyond men with prostate cancer. If validated by large-scale 
randomised controlled trials, these comprehensive lifestyle changes 
may significantly reduce the risk of a wide variety of diseases and 
premature mortality. 


"Our genes, and our telomeres, are a predisposition, but they are not 
necessarily our fate." 


Dr Lyn Cox, a biochemistry expert at Oxford University in the UK, 
said it was not possible to draw any conclusions from the research, 
but added: "Overall, though, the findings of this paper that changes 
in lifestyle can have a positive effect on markers of ageing support 
the calls for adoption of and adherence to healthier lifestyles." 


Dr Tom Vulliamy, senior lecturer in Molecular Biology at Queen Mary 
University of London, said: "It is really important to highlight that this 
is a small pilot study. 


"Also, the significance of the effect of these lifestyle changes on 
telomere length is actually quite borderline, with only two or three 
men showing any improvement. 


"Given this, I'm definitely going to wait to see whether this can be 
replicated on a larger scale and with more sizeable effects before | 
get excited." 


Experts agree that telomere shortening is unlikely to be the sole 
explanation for human ageing. 


"For example, humans have much shorter telomeres than primates 
and mice, yet live for far longer. 


"But past work has shown that people who lead a sedentary lifestyle 
can experience accelerated cellular ageing in the form of more rapid 
shortening of their telomeres. 

© 2013 BBC 

http://Awww.bbc.co.uk/news/health-24 111357 


Yoga, Tai Chi and Meditation alter genes to rejuvenate 


by Anu Antri 


The benefits of meditation and yoga are established, but these mind- 
body interventions not only relax one but are also able to alter one’s 
genes. 


According to a new study researchers at the University of Coventry 
in Britain performed, MBlIs or Mind-body interventions such as yoga, 
Tai Chi, or meditation are instrumental in reversing the stress- 
causing DNA reactions. Basically, these molecular reactions in the 
human DNA are responsible for depression and ill-health. 


Meditation and yoga are known to have stress-relieving benefits and 
the latest research establishes how these MBIs are effective in 
altering the genetic behavior. 


How Meditation, yoga, and Tai Chi Reverse Stress-Related DNA 
Reactions 


The researchers published their findings in the journal Frontiers in 
Immunology. The study examined the genetic behavior in the human 
body, and how Tai Chi, meditation, and yoga impacted the same. 


The scientists examined 18 studies which had over 846 subjects 
over a period of 11 years. These studies revealed a pattern in the 
molecular alterations, which occur in the human body because of the 
MBls and how these impact physical and mental health. 


The team focused on how the genes become activated when one 
meditates, does yoga, or Tai Chi. The genes then produce proteins, 
which are instrumental in impacting the immune system, the brain, 
and the body’s biological makeup. 


The researchers shared that when an individual is in a stressful 
situation their SNS or sympathetic nervous system gets triggered. 
For the unfamiliar, the SNS dictates an individual’s response to flee 
or fight. When the SNS is triggered, the production of NF-kB or 


nuclear factor kappa molecule gets increased. This molecule is 
instrumental in regulating the human body’s gene expression. 


When a person is stressed, NF-kB activates the genes to create 
cytokines, which are proteins that result in cellular inflammation. This 
reaction during stress is beneficial if it is short-lived flight or fight. 
However, if this continues, then an individual becomes vulnerable to 
high cancer risk, depression, as well as aging gets accelerated. 


The research shows that individuals who meditate, do yoga, or 
practice Tai Chi produce less cytokines and NF-kB. These MBls 
regulates their production and effectively decreases cytokines, which 
leads to the inflammatory gene expression pattern getting reversed. 
This also leads to decreased chances of diseases that are linked 
with inflammation. 


Health Benefits Of yoga And Meditation 


Modern-day society is synonymous with high-stress levels as people 
grapple with their day-to-day lives. Work-and family-related stress 
can often bog down individuals. Engaging in yoga, Tai Chi, Qi Gong, 
meditation, or any such practice helps relax both the body and mind 
and manage stress levels better. 


“Millions of people around the world already enjoy the health benefits 
of mind-body interventions like yoga or meditation, but what they 
perhaps don't realize is that these benefits begin at a molecular level 
and can change the way our genetic code goes about its business,” 
the study’s lead author Ivana Buric revealed. 


The MBIs essentially leave a “molecular signature in our cells” and 
this reverses the anxiety and stress effects on the human body by 
simply altering its gene expression. To put it succinctly, MBIs enable 
one’s brain to channel the DNA process toward a positive direction, 
which fuels the body’s well being. 


However, the researchers assert that more in-depth studies need to 


be conducted to ascertain the positive effects of MBIs in detail and 
how these practices compare with nutrition and exercise. 


Copyright applies. 


https://tinyurl.com/y8lkuta9 


Media Lobotomised Populations 


Years past | often mused over the fact that the western public 
expressed cynicism and rightful doubt over content in the mass 
media. Doubts as to the veracity and accuracy of stories in the mass 
media were common among citizens; ‘surely you don't believe what 
you read in the ‘papers,’ which were the major delivery medium at 
the time, was a common cynical remark. Yet people continued to 
consume the ‘news’ and other flagrant propaganda articles, though 
with a degree of uncertainty, as there was unanimity in major media 
content. 


Indeed, media lies and propaganda were and are the hallmark of the 
mass media, which content always issues from a few major wires. 
Today, however, especially with the advent of digital 
communications, to which the current imbecile US president is 
clearly addicted, the mass media reigns supreme as the foremost 
brainwashing agent in the West and East. 


Stories today beggar belief, wild accusations are made without the 
slightest evidential basis, the only consistency is repetition to the 
endth degree until the public at large becomes convinced of the lies - 
- now note that only a fraction of the lies need be believed to be 
effective socially, other citizens then mutually convince and convert. 


Entire nations are taken to war based on lies, notwithstanding those 
lies soon become exposed, though not one head rolls over the 
deplorable orchestrated crimes and the fact that hundreds of 
thousands of innocent lives have been lost, a social pursuit (justice) 
which the mass media once supported, justice and accountability 
were not as yet dead as they are with the thoroughly corrupt media 
of today. 


The effect of no accountability for heinous crimes committed by the 
State and its various apparatuses is that State crimes continue and 
worsen, yet the castrated and lobotomised public remains in a torpor, 


or media induced paralysis. Indeed, if any war could be considered a 
roaring success today it is the psychological war on the people, the 
media’s ability to tame millions and render them psychological slaves 
and socially impotent is a remarkable success. 


Consider the Fact that the orchestrated Lies and millions of innocent 
deaths resulting from illegal wars are socially acceptable today, now 
that outcome is new, as public outrage and protests over the illegal 
Vietnam war ended with its termination and retreat. In that sense the 
public maintained its integrity and sense of morality -- if crimes were 
exposed and proven then the guilty indeed faced consequences, 
though few were brought before the courts; nevertheless, public 
outrage was sufficient to neutralise persistent illegal wars and 
various Officials paid a high price, impeachment and/or resignation in 
order to avoid consequences. 


Now where is that public response today? The wars initiated by the 
United States over the past two decades have all been fought on the 
basis of now exposed Lies and tissue thin pretexts, yet America’s 
grossly illegal presence and interference in Syria continues, the 
nose-ringed western public accepts horrendous State crime today 
yet the Sate continues to subject citizens to penalties and 
incarceration for misdemeanours -- make sense to you? 


Today we have an impotent, retreating public though the masses 
continue to be the strongest potential social force on the planet; 
however, if motivating factors, namely morality, justice, freedom and 
legality, to name a few, are hamstrung or removed from cultural 
conscious then the result is that as each year passes more criminals, 
rogues and other sordid types would ascend to power, the regulating 
factor -- THE PEOPLE -- no longer pose a threat to nefarious, 
amoral psychopaths; furthermore, the public now elects these 
psychopaths to office. 


Very well done (CFR managed) mass media and CIA shaped and 
supported social media. 


As for the public you do not need me to tell you the final outcome of 
your cowardice, lack of social responsibility, morality, sense of justice 
and fair play. But to rub salt into the psychologically and socially 
wounded; You the public remain in essence the most powerful social 
force in existence, but you must reject the divisive and alienating 
strategies of All media, especially the digital, in order to Realise your 
power and Act in your and your respective nation’s best interests, 
otherwise enjoy the psychological and financial chains that bind you.. 


Perhaps you should take into consideration that ruling elites print un- 
pegged money at will today, so wonder no more why they are 
wealthy and lord over you. Nevertheless, without your sub-scription 
to the false value of this toilet paper money it would be as worthless 
as the paper it is printed on. 


Go 


where would u go? chasing mists 
gains only a handful of vapour 
tho like mirages they may 
appear alluring 


u were always free to go, no 
time exists that marked our 
separation, where would 

u go? 


back to the asian alleys wafting 
in the acrid odour of opium, 
hand-carved bamboo pipes 

and porcelain bowls full of 
dreams of escape dressed as 
paradise which creates the need 
to repeat experiences, forever 
drawing the lost to the pipe 

of pipe-dreams, again and again 


scarecrow bodies and sunken eyes 
with the life sucked from them 
impaled by fear on dead solitary 
trees overlooking fields of dried 
withering rice scorched by the sun 


the torments of the world are endless, 
remain here where u have always 
belonged; tight ivory skin and 
jewelled navels dance no more 

only sagging hessian drapes remain, 
blowing in broken windows whipped 
by chill winds, this land is finished, 
why continue to traverse its 


disappointments? 


u were always free to go, but where 
would u go? 


the sticky walls of confinement 
cannot be papered with idyllic 
scenes, cockroaches race around 

ur feet when u try to avoid them 

but easily escape when u try 

to stomp them underfoot, is there 
any sense or reason in this decision? 


a drowning man caught in a raging 
river clutches and grasps for anything 
but straws would never save him, 

he is doomed to drown in his own 
delusions 


u must choose to remain as i have 
never constrained u with mind games, 
false promises, and worthless allures, 
u know it 


only the rolling sea and endless coast 
both disappearing in sea-spray and 
mist pierced only by the shriek of gulls 
is offered; the brumbies have been 
removed as the stallions posed a threat 
to tourists 


stay with me at the blue lake 

and white sands where time stands 
still making no demarcations 

in this continuum 


but go if u must and stretch 


the etheric cord that binds us, 

u know it never breaks, what 
creation binds can never be 
severed, surely u know by now 
but try regardless, chasing echoes 
leads nowhere, u must find 
yourself before u return, 


as ur return is inevitable 


Transplant 


who would have imagined? 

least of all me, that i would write a poem 
about a common cold virus, yet here it is, 
such is the discomfort and torturous 
distraction i suffer that i am forced 

to release it in text 


i have never contracted a virus such as this 
and to think that a Hebrew imbecile instructed 
followers to “subdue the earth," forgetting of 
course that man is a product of nature 
therefore subject to it -- a bonded servant 

is never able to replace its master/creator, 
plain fact 


religionists lack reason, tho i would never 
attempt to appeal to their vacuumed intellects 
so, which of you is able to ‘subdue’ this virus? 

a form of life so tiny it evades natural sight 

yet its power to size ratio is gargantuan, 
perhaps a reminder to be humble not arrogant 
and self-righteous -- characteristics shared 

by Jews, Muslims and Christians trapped in the 
perverse Abrahamic tradition of inverted logic, 
destructive un-reason and pure fairy-tale fantasy 


take a look around and see where ‘subduing’ 
the earth has gotten us, environmental disaster 
weakening our natural defences against tiny 
invading life-forms 


my nose is now a source of the most irritating 
torture i have ever experienced, no person 
could match a virus’ ability to drive a human 


nuts; so irritated is my nose that i am considering 
removing it surgically and replacing it with my 
dick, it has never been a source of torture in my 
life, in fact when irritated it reacts for joy 


consider the advantages of having a dick in the 
middle of ur face, far more convenient and 
effective than tucked away in the groin -- 

and its female counterpart, a cunt-face, 

literally 


but of course these thoughts are symptomatic 

of the virus which at this stage has overwhelmed 
my civil sense and good manner so forgive me, 

i have been momentarily conquered by one of 

the smallest creatures that has never been subdued 
by the impotent and destructive Abrahamic 
religions or by the arrogance of feeble-minded 
religionists that continue to destroy the earth 

and human life 


Falling 
is only frightening to the ignorant 


falling in love, falling asleep, 

are they causes for concern? 

no, they are desired, sometimes 
frantically pursued, which of course 

is not falling as pursuing requires effort 


falling implies letting go of everything 
yet i have failed myself, my stupid will 
now obstructs the free flow of falling 
and the knowing that one is caught 
by a destination the route to which is 
unknown; falling does not map or 


calculate a path it frees one to arrive 
without thought or action 


we know intuitively we are safe when 

we fall even physically, tho that may 
result in death but only of the body 

as nothing exists that is able to extinguish 
the life/safety of a Spirit in free fall 


a genuine Indian Saint, an extinct species 
today, once recommended falling into the 
ultimate reality, samadhi/nirvana, 

he got it right. 


the pristine infinite everlasting does not 
admit those that carry baggage; if Liberation 
is sought then carrying weights and chains 
(thoughts) is self-defeating 


fall into ur essential Self, an art almost lost 
today tho the remnants remain in dreams 
and the deep recesses of Being 


falling in dreams tears at the emotions until 
we hit bottom and realise we survived tho 
the horror of the experience sticks like glue 


and so i thought i would induce a falling 
dream, so after falling asleep i dreamed 

i was falling, when i awoke i found i had 
fallen into my lover’s arms, my bothersome 
will now left behind, perplexed 


Circus of the Dead 


there’s no cheer or applause in 
this circus, clowns have no need 
of make-up, they run this circus 
in plain appearance, given 
authority by the dead audience 
outside the ring 


all is inverted in this place, laughter 
is replaced by misery and regret, the 
audience, due to foolish previous 
actions and inactions is forced to 
watch performers mock and torture 
them relentlessly 


this circus was created as a 
consequence of the audience’s group 
folly and subservience to the clowns 
that run this torturous event, relishing 
in their insanity and un-reason as they 
run amok with impunity 


tormenting the audience is extreme 
but justified, each according to his/ 
her lot tho waxen, grimacing faces 
speak in one chorus of, silly fool me, 
we have earned our ‘reward’ and the 
only escape from this torment is to 
suffer the consequences of previous 
actions until all debts are cleared 


whips lash souls without refrain, woe 
are the dead in this place of anguish 


the name of this circus is world 


but not all are beguiled, a single 

soul rises from the bench screaming, 
‘| resist this nightmare world,’ 

knowing that all the clowns would 
focus all their malevolence on the 
refusenik -- he must be contained, 
others may also refuse to be enslaved 
and maltreated, which would end 

the tortures of this place forever 


Party 


i have no idea why a group of 
desperates meeting at a house 
with painfully loud music, drugs 
and alcohol is called a ‘party’ 


so i sought a comfortable location 
in the kitchen, yes, just like the 
song 


even there i was harassed by a 
drunken female who accosted me 
with the most ridiculous line 

i have ever heard 


‘parties are great, i love them,’ 
‘why?’ i asked, ‘because alcohol 

is the great leveller!' ‘what do u 
mean by that?' ‘well, everyone is 
what they are but at parties alcohol 
reduces everyone to the same level’ 


‘really? are you saying that Einstein 
pissed is the same as you pissed?’ 
‘yea’ - 

‘well think again, Cos pissed or not 
Einstein was a genius and you are just 
a drunken slag, furthermore, i am no 
genius but piss off!’ 


that was the last 'party' i attended 


Inverted 


an empty church overlooks the 
cemetery not used today but 
protected by a heritage act 


(whose heritage?) 


gravestones populate the necropolis 
though dust has reclaimed its 
own, spirits long departed 


the empty church is incongruous, 
devoid of the pleas of the living 
to ensure everlasting peace for 
the dead 


all souls without exception seek 
peace at the moment of death 

yet we ignore it in life and foolishly 
allow needless conflict to plague our 
societies 


a Slave in life is a slave in death 
the only thing we take with us 
is experience and our good and 
bad deeds 


what do slaves know of the joy 

of freedom and the bliss of perfect 
peace? nothing, as subservience 
in life defines one's after-life 


it is well the church is empty, 
devoid of the mindless mutterings 
of futile prayers as nothing removes 


a jot of a person’s life 


are the living bereft of lucidity, why 
seek peace only in death when it is 
available in life? this species is 
indeed curious if not irrational, 
inverted and perverse 


we are promised paradise in death 
by lying or eluded clerics if we 
slave for living elites and believe 
their lies; are we more bereft 
today than at the dawn of 
civilisation? 


what fool would accept slavery 

in life when they are able to reject 

it? who buys a transparent, unverifiable 
promise of paradise in death? the 
Brooklyn Bridge is easier to sell 


the dead take their experiences to 
a place that accommodates those 
experiences and if we do not make 
a paradise here while alive, what 
hope of paradise after a fool’s life 
and death? None! 


the present always formulates the 
future in life and death, souls 
continue as they carry the spark of 
the indestructible creator 


is it not time that we cleanse the earth 
and our nations of the vermin in ‘high’ 
office and trample their lies underfoot? 


i turn behind and see a multitude 

of souls kneeling in the pews 
acknowledging my thoughts with 
grim smiles of approval and regretful 
tears in their eyes that betray they 
should have Known better 


if you wish peace in the after-life, 
pursue it with the same passion 
and vigour you would pursue it 
in life, whatever you make or 
unmake now you will inherit 
after death, can you not see the 
simple sequence of truth and 
consequences at work? 


think and you would know instantly 
that you have been duped by the 
darkest souls of your kind; is it not 
time to walk free? 


every war and social problem is 
easily remedied by clarity of mind 
and purity of heart -- seek peace 
by waging peace, seek paradise 
by creating it on earth while alive, 
paradise is only built on the 
foundations of enduring peace 


this is sure and truer than anything 
a lying cleric/politician would trade 
for your slavery 


running fool’s errands should be 
left to fools that do not understand 
the simple open truth, do not forfeit 
your real heritage for feeble lies 


and your complacence/passivity 
when faced with exploitation and 
needless wars for the material gain 
of a few 


Peace to all that would act/spread 
peace and paradise for those that 
overcome evil in life and death 


[A note to all the so called 'Christians' 
of the West, did not your saviour show 
you all the way? He vigorously opposed 
corrupt elite rule in the full knowledge 
they would kill him; he was/is a man of 
courage and uncompromising will; so, 
what are You doing, you self-damned 
HYPOCRITES?] 


Twilight .. 


sees lotus flowers slowly close 
their petals trapping any insect 
feeding on the nectar inside 


trapped tiny creatures consume 
nectar until intoxicated then in 
captive euphoria they lapse into 
sleep safe from predators outside 
the closed lotus 


yet this capture is not of malevolent 
design; symbiosis works to ensure 
little insects are gorged and coated 
with pollen before release at the 
dawn of a new sun 


petals open wide revealing innermost 
parts, other lotuses attract the released 
bugs and bees to be entrapped again 
though this time providing the means 
of fertilisation without which the lotus 
could not persist 


the bugs and bees imagine they are 
in paradise when lotuses bloom and 
willingly embrace capture and the 
momentary protection of the sacred 
flower 


bugs work for food and security 
while in captivity and when released 
are captured by another flower 

until their short lives expire 


and so the sacred flower of ancient 
Egypt and Asia is with us today 
but today it grows in unclean water 
and polluted ponds where workers 
are plentiful but nectar is scarce 


Only Words 


words mean what they say to 
the ignorant and intelligent but 
carry an altogether different 
meaning when fully decoded 


Francis (Bacon) was a master 
of the art and he lives today as 
every message is not what it 
seems 


words are used to deceive men’s 
minds tho not adeptly, only fools 
and the ignorant fall prey to these 
gross media methods 


yet buried in plays, dramas and 
poems are hidden messages 
invisible to all except scribes and 
those proficient in the art — no 
text is secret to initiates 


a joy to decode a message that 
was written centuries past hidden 
from the profane 


word engendered dreams become 

the realities of men, truth remains 

the food of the wise, truth never 
disappears as long as text is utilised 

as a means of expression, enslavement 
and liberation 


poets and play writes of the past 
transmitted, using the same literary 


devices that are taught in colleges 

and universities today tho hidden 
meaning is not revealed as the masses 
know not of the real art of cypher 


nothing has changed in centuries, 
ignorant elites rule and lead by 
subterfuge and the wise continue 

to subvert the ground/meaning/ 
language upon which lies and truths 
are carried and juxtaposed 


‘a rose is a rose is a rose’ yet it isn't, 
how so? 


understand the symbolism/form 

of 'a rose' repeated three times; 

it forms a circle, do u understand? 
no, as u do not possess the key to 
unlock its secret 


a turd, is a rose, is an elephant 
shitting cannon balls -- a cow is 

a messenger of truth if u understand 
its milk and what it carries 


and so it goes that witches ride on 
the phallus of Lucifer, internally 
writhing in their flow as they ride, 
while those unlearned toil for others 
not realising they are captured in 
word chains 


wild elephants are first chained to 
sturdy trees by their ankles, and 
when fully trained a slender, easily 
broken rope is enough to anchor 


them to the spot, while truth severs 
the rope of bondage easily 


language is that rope and decoding 
its textual expressions snaps or creates 
every social bond 


a lover is a cormorant, a flower and 
a stone tied to the neck waiting for 
deep water to drown its victim 


in a world where every outward 
expression snares and enslaves the 
ignorant, the hidden message frees 
enlightened minds 


and so it goes, and goes and goes 


Keys 


they fall and tumble 

in mathematical precision 

not equations but notes/music 
the music i see, hear 

and taste 


darting at times then slowly 
flowing like distant galaxies 

the constant rhymes and rhythms 
of existence 


transported and carried to where 
the symphony leads with the 
precision of a rose before it blooms, 
or lightning before it strikes, knowing 
beforehand what will happen as the 
music leads in clear directions 


tap those jewelled keys, pluck those 
strings, let sound resonate forever, 
how easy it is to understand sound, 
colour and the form they make as 
Life 


play the secret chords and arouse 
the sleeping wheels of life that 
merge into white light; seven 
octaves issuing from one 
primordial sound and 

returning to it 


who or what could miss it? 
only those that inhabit 
dullness 


i see you as sigil distilled to ur essential 
form represented as geometry that 
associates specific sounds with every 
overlapping geometric form, i know 

ur real name, the name hidden by 

ur ignorance 


deep in this myriad called everything 
nothing escapes reduction to its essential 
nature, can u not see? of course not, 

u inhabit the plane of the blind, deaf 

and mute 


if u stand before a locked door with 
the key in ur hand surely the next step 
is obvious but not here in this dream 
called civilised society where only 
darkness, ignorance and violence 
prevail 


unlock urself and see what is Real, 
clean ur senses of the media filth 
that dulls and captures, free urself 
and Fly 


u only appear as a limited terrestrial 
being though u have issued from All 
and to All u will return if u take the 
road u have inscribed for urself, 
no-one is able to return by any other 
means or avenue, your way outward 
is also Your way Home if u unlock 
urself and range Free 


this is not a poem, it's a promise 


Place 


the air moves as wind 
and with it tiny grains 
in the unendurable heat 


dunes heaped by millions of grains 
form waves which overcome the land 
and drown the tallest trees until they 
suffocate, wither and die leaving stark, 
lifeless trunks as signals, reminders of 
the fertility that once was 


it is no coincidence that dunes move 

in wave patterns as the sea bed moves 
contoured by water, air and water are 
fluid but rooted trees die as they have 
no answer for swirling change 


and so it is that what was once lushness 
is now dunes of tiny crystal grains 

which support other types of life that 

go unnoticed 


yielding to a relentless onslaught may 
be more favourable than standing firm 
and resisting the inevitable; mighty 
trees fall yet supple grasses persist in 
the harshness 


a million thoughts move in similar 
patterns creating obstinacy/rigidity 
ready to succumb to yielding fluidity 
and the shifting sands of existence 


in the distance date palms grow 
around a rare spring 


Trains 


it passed like a fast country train 
heading who knows where, 
i was heading the other way 


it rattled past like a gatling gun 
faces blurred in windows 
as it sped into the distance 


so many trains and stations 
with various skins from black 
to white in so many lands, 
speeding past 


a Station assistant approached 
and asked which train i was 
waiting for -- i had lost connection 
with time -- i thought for a moment, 
smiled and left the station, i knew 
the train i was waiting for would 
never arrive as it had already 
completed its run 


as i left, familiar gatling clicks 
indicated another speeding train 
i turned in time to see a face 

in the last cabin smiling, 

eyes reflecting mine 


it was ... someone familiar but 
heading in the opposite direction 


i crossed overgrown rusted tracks 
as i left, tho they too offered only 
two directions 


Distraction 


it is bright in the withering grasping 
at hope, vassals wait tho chaos 
directs nothing 


going forward tho moving backward 
hordes lost in implanted memories 
and fabricated realities 


bees, trees are dead and dying 
weakening further the lost 
vacant drones of humanity, 

the fallen leaves of dead 
human trees 


this is not a nightmare but the reality 
we have created in the denseness of 
ignorance tho the light is never 
extinguished except for the blind, 

the created blind with mute eyes 
unable to see the seasons or hear the 
coloured songs of long dead forests 
where life has been replaced by 
deafening silence 


slime covers everything, once touched 
it infects causing horrible deformations 
and an excruciating death 


yes, this is a nightmare which has 
replaced the pure dreams of children, 
also absent; no life is able to reproduce 
except those that saw it approach and 
saved themselves 


turbid darkness hangs overhead tempting 
everything to breathe promising another 
excruciating death 


where is the light or avenue of escape? 


wake up into a clean dream of your 
making, see with eyes closed or open 
the light is unaffected by externals 


pierce the darkness with clarity 
to emerge in the light or hesitate 
and remain in death’s tangled claws 


indeed, it is all a dream or nightmare 
of y/our choosing but it’s your 
nightmare and my dream 


yet the seven steps or rungs of escape 
leading to light are covered in dust, 
few ascend, you must be equipped 
and able before undertaking any task 


the useless subterranean dead 
that travail for demons in their 
dark kingdom are fit for slavery 
while another clean and glorious 
dawn approaches 


but for whom? 


Desolation 


across the parched land barely visible, 
a solitary tree survives where no tree 
should survive 


its gnarled leafless branches and 
scarred trunk tell of its plight after 
the rains all but ceased 


i approached, drawn to its fight to 
survive not fully cognisant why until 
i was in very close proximity 


poor desolate tree among dead, fallen 
trunks, trees that gave up trying as the 
effort would end in the certainty of death 
tho this tree would not surrender easily 


the closer i approached the more it 
visually spoke to me; it seemed strangely 
familiar though i was aware that trees 
like leaves of grass are unique 


two lower branches had taken on the 
appearance of outstretched arms, a knot 
in its trunk positioned symmetrically 

above its lower branches questioned 

why? there was an answer, climate and 
the interference of men tho that knowledge 
was beyond a tree's immediate 
understanding 


as if beckoning in desperation i drew closer 
until | could embrace it, i did not, instead 
i turned, leaned my back against its trunk 


and outstretched my arms, my head resting 
in the knot 


for how long i stood synchronised i do not 
know tho night had overtaken day and me 
forgetting to prepare for the night 


captured by desperation and sheer 
desolation i saw what no human 
should be able to see and feel what 
no human or animal is able to feel 


my head tilted to the side my diaphragm 
relaxed i could barely breathe, which 
heightened the odd sensation 


drifting into lands that were before 
the rain ceased, teaming with life, 
grasses and wildflowers in season, 
this tree was ancient and in its ringed 
patterns it recorded everything from 
its inception to finality, which i realised 
had occurred because i assumed 

a sympathetic connection 


the next day before the dawn sun 
appeared i wept spontaneously, the 
tree and i had something in common 
we were the last that persevered 

to the end 


few are aware that the rabbi was crucified 
on a tree not a cross, which unusual tree 
endows man with eternal life after temporal 
death has overtaken him 


the galactic fruits of this tree ripen only 


in spinning vortexes of light, and those 
seven lights are the living lights of men 
which never dim or extinguish 


Throng 


they crowd around seeking frantically to find 
expression, they seek a medium -- the muse is 
not one but many 


faces appear in colour and 3D, exquisite and 
grotesque, they pass across the screen of my 
mind tho they cannot ‘stick’ and disturb as 
there is nothing to stick to, they appear, 
disappear and fade 


they reveal all manner of things in this world 
warning and luring trying to find expression 
this world is an open book, nothing is secret 
the akasha is not governed by time or space, 
it contains a record of all that is was and 

will ever be at once 


the disembodied are like children as they 
cling frantically hoping to find expression, 
which i provide when it suits 


they have shown me the dirty secrets of this 
world many times, it appears like a 3D movie 
the machinations of the evil ones, which | 
express at times tho few listen yet they are 
momentarily satisfied tho that does not last, 
they are ever around me but the door is 
mine to open or close 


it is not one voice i express today but Many, 
do not be beguiled and enslaved by the evil 
of this world, simply defeat it, it is powerless 
against those unified in truth and love, which 
qualities are gifted to all humanity by birthright 


You are not and have never been alone/forsaken 
if u rise 


Tears from Heaven 


it’s raining again, though 
the rain today is tainted 

by the pollution on the earth 
upon which it falls and rises, 
each cycle tainting the rain 
further 


i long for the pure rain of my 
childhood that nourishes, not the 
acid, toxic rain of today 


my soul rises from the veins and 
pools of the earth that course with 
poisons, the rising of pure rain 
cleanses, heavy toxins remain below 
like brown unnatural clouds 


rain is the crying of angels i was told 
as a child, of course when i matured i 
ceased to believe, though belief is now 
appropriate as metaphor tho that word 
should never be mentioned in a poem, 
rather, vapours, disembodied souls 
that weep for themselves and humanity 


from above it is easy to see what is below 
whereas the gross below see nothing but 
the gross 


lightning cuts the sky as i write punctuated 
by thunder, reaffirming rain drops/words 
that fall onto paper and ground and the 
cycles of life and death, tho below there 

is little awareness of either 


as i rise then fall again i see a lily 
pounded by rain on the waters 
maintaining its imperviousness 

to wetness -- this plant lives and dies 
in water yet it never gets wet 


ducks on the same pond repel the drops 
without a thought knowing that thinking 
would allow the soaking of their resistant 
feathers leading to death 


it pays to preserve an unblemished 
consciousness, or the impervious feathers 
of man would succumb; of what use is 
rumination to creativity? this line was 
encoded with the lilies of the field aeons 
past 


all nature has use of what it requires 
without thought, the relationship is perfect 
if undisturbed 


i am the white cloud above the highest 
mountain fertile with pure drops that 
some reject and some accept according 
to their kind 


exertion and toil are not required though 
the great lie of the Bible is ‘blood, sweat 
and tears’ that persist on the ground tho 
pollution cannot ascend, it remains as 
the heavy toxins below 


yet the jewel remains pure in the lotus 
forever untainted 


Bleating 


again we hear the same pathetic utterances 
from men that profess they know, though 
they continue to thrash at branches and 
leaves having no effect on the roots, except 
self-exhaustion -- when will they ever learn? 


the world including the consciousness 

of the masses is captured and shaped by 
false information presented as truth/fact, 
but fiction is the currency of media-whores 
and politicians alike 


if a shred of integrity existed in this group 
the vile forces they serve would be devoid 
of (monetary) power and the influence 

it wields in a monetary world 


the world would run from its present 
nihilistic course and embrace harmony 
and peace as the obvious and only viable 
option for survival 


but it cannot be, as timid, passive slaves 
continue to tremble in media imposed fears 
that infects cultural consciousness and is 
eventually expressed as apathy, helplessness 
and infantilism 


the law is a plaything of the mega-wealthy, 
they wield it according to their needs; 

the deafening scream of money silences 
justice while the masses continue to be 
exploited and robbed of their fair share, 
always struggling to survive, debt-chains 


are indeed stronger than steel chains 


yet i hear the dim bleating of sheep that 
offer no solutions, always presenting what 
we already know, the cause of injustice, 
criminal wars, and the massive human 
devastation which provide huge profits 

for elites 


the current buffoon thinks himself smart that 
he has ‘struck a deal’ with the criminal Saudis, 
$150b in weapons sales that are utilised to 
support all extremist proxy fighting groups 

in the Middle East and elsewhere, which 
America utilises in its illegal wars of 
appropriation, and that was part of the ‘deal,’ 
how very transparent is the cover, spreading 
‘democracy’ (oppression, slavery, war and 
exploitation) rather 


consider the implications of this sale, 
America prints worthless paper dollars 
which the Saudis accrue from oil sales 
then that same worthless currency is 
returned to the US as payment for 
weapons of destruction, tho the ‘value’ 
of the medium of exchange is zero 


the process is a mad dog chasing its tail, 
continually running circles, and the masses 
are expected to believe that the dollar and 
‘democracy,’ have value 


spinning money/lies on a carnival wheel 
invests no real value tho it is an exercise in 
mutual masturbation, a favourite practice 
of moneyed elites 


the entire game is a destructive farce easily 
seen and eliminated, but slaves are taught to 
accept it and so our path to ruin continues for 
want of another ridiculous game/lie to play 
and ‘believe in’ 


Circular 


compound texts swirl in circles 
fictions feeding fictions serving 

the priests of old and the ruling 
elites of today all weaving fantasies 
to believe in 


scribes scratch lies onto mediums of 
choice, once papyrus now digital 


yet nothing has changed but the mediums, 
false narratives persist unchanged 

elites harnessing hordes maintaining 
illusions, implanting behaviours 

and nose-ringing almost all 


the scribes of today know their art well 
spinning lie upon lie until truth is 
smothered but never extinguished 


as of old some scribes adhere to truth, 
reality which few read and those that do 
refuse to believe, such is the power of 
repetitive, inculcated lies, fantasies 

are more comfortable than hard reality, 
reality demands people take responsibility 
yet the masses feed like babies from the 
poison breast of a whore, preferring it so 


since before man could read or write 
those that rule spun myths and legends 
to enthrall and terrify their subjects, 
maintaining their hold with fear 


time is irrelevant as events repeat themselves, 


the ticking oscillations refer to nothing of 
significance, no measure, no progress, only 
contrived notches on a circular face going 
nowhere to which people remain fixated 


clocks and texts lie as the body performs 
according to its own rhythms, its eternal 
pulse, but man has lost connection and is 
buffeted by fabrications, and illusions 


so what would rebel scribes do in vain 
whisper or shout truth from the roof tops 
and listen to their own echoes? 


the ears and eyes of humanity have ceased 
to function as they were intended, only the 
words and designs of ruling elites are heard 
as their saturation deafens, blinds and drowns 
all other voices, everything except the poison 
dreams of madmen 


believe nothing, 

test the lies of contrived narratives and realise 
that the beginning point is also the end point 
just more meaningless movements on a circular 
face endlessly repeating itself going nowhere 


Sing 


ur sad and lonely song, 
u are not alone 
tho u imagine u are 


isolated by ur own mind 
u have built a prison for urself 


profoundly alone u sing ur haunting 
song which fills the hearts of the lost 
and forlorn, but u are not alone 


i hear and see u suffering for nothing 
unable to see u are loved, u left for 
what? the anxieties of ur upbringing 
and the tragedies of ur experience 
which we all share and create 
unknowingly 


let it go, all of it, free urself 
open ur heart and receive, 
Love abandons no-one 
but u do not know it 


ur song reaches to the marrow 
such is its haunting power, 

but how much more powerful 
is the Love u deny urself? 


we always find what we seek 
but few recognise it and so 

now u sing in ur loneliness 

for those that do not understand 
that Love is easy tho we are 


taught to sabotage all that gives 
us Life, purpose and Joy 


Time 


spin ur gold chain and crystal sphere, 
hooded and faceless threat u are 


destroyer of worlds, ur efforts are 
wasted here, the unborn do not die, 
time is a snare that entraps only the 
ignorant subjects to birth and death, 
there is nothing to reap here 


entire populations in worlds too 
numerous to count are entrapped 
by your ruse, ur sickle is of no 
use here 


who do you pretend to intimidate? 
show me your face -- i know ur hood 
hides emptiness, nothing, only the 
blind imagine they see you, diamond 
eyes see through you, each oscillation 
of ur chain and crystal pendulum 
measures nothing here 


why expend urself in futile endeavour, 
misdirected persistence would destroy 
the destroyer -- beware, i cannot succumb 


i witnessed ur birth in the dreams of 
men, what business do u pretend to have 
here? 


this, my world has no time, it continues 
without measure, a sphere that swallows 
and regurgitates itself simultaneously, 
you cannot measure the infinite present 


time, u are the king of fools 
enter my realm if you dare, 
the timeless devours u 

and all your illusions 


Shoreless Sea 


adrift in savage seas i sought refuge 
and found none 


seeking a shore on which to rest 
i found none 


pounded by waves and drowning i 
sought truth before my demise and 
found nothing 


almost dead | realised the weight 
pulling me under was my seeking 
and desire 


ready to die, i released my desire 


i am now adrift on a shoreless, 
swirling sea of limitless Light 


Another 


the sun dies in glowing embers, 
nocturnal animals rouse for the night -- 
burning, majestic is the apex predator 
of the night ready to tear at my heart 
and rend me to shreds, why must you 
leave? 


familiar shrieks and calls disturb an 
otherwise quite night in the forest of life 


i weave my way through the darkness 
and undergrowth like someone born to 
the night yet this night’s duration is 
more than a mere nine hours -- iam 
able to gauge how deep was my love 
by the duration of the darkness 


i should have known by the way you 

cut through the other competing felines 
like a Sumatran tiger, smaller but no less 
deadlier than your Siberian cousins; 

you toyed with me like a cat playing with 
its captured prey, predator of the night 


streamlined thighs, agile hips and fixed 
gaze slouching through the undergrowth 
silently, effortlessly like a cloud moves 
across the sky 


i had no defences against your surprise 
attack, so direct, determined, powerful -- 
it was almost a pleasure to offer my 
vulnerable neck to such an unusual 
approach, no hesitation -- pounce, and i 


was finished 


you made all the others insignificant, 
hesitant, vacillating, no-one was able 
to compete, even my favourite was 
silenced when you forcefully intruded 
but then the prize goes to those that 
strike without hesitation 


and so i lay in agony, your soft paws, 
now surgical claws, slicing my innards 
tearing at my heart, jaws locked on my 
throat suffocating me, yet how i loved 
your impudence and actions without 
regard for consequences 


i should have known you would leave 
as you came fast, furious and deadly, 
but O how i loved every spontaneous 
Asian moment 


Reflections 


looking down at the sky reflected 

in a rain-pool, the entire sky caught, 
trapped, it appears, in an armspan of 
perfectly still shallow water, but birds 
are not fooled they gather by the pool 
to quench their thirst, rain is scarce 
in the outback 


swarms of flying parrots move in 
waves through the sky caged by their 
reflection in the pool; desert palms take 
their time drawing moisture from the 
sandy desert -- wet red ochre rocks 
shine in the sunlight watching from 
their vantage, everything captured by 
my eyes reflecting reflected light from 
everything seen 


images interchange between observer 
and observed, somewhere in this sensory 
orgy is reality, which seems evasive 
moving swiftly from eyes, brain, pool 

and sky -- or rather on a stationary screen 
behind my brain which renders not only 
the seen but the unseen into fleeting 
masterpieces too quick to capture on 

any physical medium 


reaching for the horizon is easy as space 
collides with desire allowing the 
impossible to become possible 


i wonder whether i should embrace the 
entirety or let it dance according to its 


own rhythm, which varies according to 
circumstance and other factors 


nature’s living landscapes cannot be 
caught, framed and hung in some gallery 
to be admired by the dead, only the dead 
could accept such paltry substitutes -- 
though moving reality comes with its 
own dangers, a desert taipan slides 
between rocks and spinifex clumps, 
activated by small prey scurrying for 
insects intoxicated by the rain 


life is plagued by death, each death 
ensures the survival of a particular 
predator, however, all succumb to the 
apex predator, man 


a species that is never satisfied until 
it kills everything on this planet, 
including itself 


sitting by a night-pool the moon appears 
and disappears between reflected clouds 


at another angle the dead pool shines 
reflecting nothing but the deepest 
blackness 


Scattered Pieces 


pieces scattered before me form an 
incoherence which was/is my life 


fragments scattered all around daring 
me to form a coherent picture -- 
somehow the incongruities must all 
harmoniously fit together otherwise 

i am lost to the chaos of haphazard 
chance -- the same pieces are gathered 
and cast time after time like devilish 
dice foiling previous attempts to 
assemble coherently 


it seems my life has become a plaything 
of the Gods who are known to show no 
pity or mercy to mortals 


and so i accept the challenge in order 
to vanquish my tormentors, such 
arrogance must be challenged -- 

i have set conditions at great expense, 
if i should lose or fail to form harmony 
from chaos then i am done forever 


i have chosen my field deep in the 
valley of the waters on the banks 
of a river which carved this valley 
from solid rock over the millennia 


i lay out my weapons wrapped in 
the hide of an extinct marsupial 
and light my fire close to the 
flowing crystal creek 


sitting crossed legged incanting, i light 
my pipe packed with secret herbs and 
begin the battle of my life while the 
Gods roar with laughter 


the moving clouds cast shadows on the 
valley walls, a mild breeze moves the 
leaves of trees and bushes some of which 
are precariously perched in crevices on 
the cliff face 


i release myself into the valley and join 
animate and inanimate life moving/vibrating 
with the rhythm of the day 


first, move to me. the Gods now watch 
intently as the first harmony was achieved 

by stealth, secret knowledge and intonations; 
the Gods do not possess all knowledge, 
each specialising in some form of art, 
however, no such limitations are placed 

on mortals but few bother to acquire the 
necessary skills and knowledge to prevail 
against all adversaries 


the smoke from my pipe suspends in mid-air 
assisted by elementals. a familiar face forms 
from the smoke which assists in my battle 
with the Gods; the face utters instructions 
which only i am able to understand 


polished white river pebbles appear and 
fan out before me, each inscribed with 
a Character representing a facet of my 
past and future life 


i reach for my bamboo flute inside 


my vest and begin to play slow notes 
which merge into octaves that form a 
complimentary harmony with the natural 
sounds of the valley 


second, move to me, which strikes fear 
into the Gods as a second condition would 
banish their influence on all human lives 


they converge and murmur among themselves 
determined to defeat this unusual mortal 


the valley begins to quake and move 
violently, huge boulders tumble down 
grazing my clothes, i do not budge, my 
entire being remains fixed on maintaining 
the original rhythms of the valley 


birds of prey shriek and dive, talons 
spread targeting my eyes, i dip my chin 
as each bird strikes but fails to gouge 
my eyes -- i maintain the original rhythm 
of the valley 


the sun is blotted from view, silhouetted 
trees move their gnarled branches releasing 
swarms of stinging insects which accumulate 
on my body and face forming living drapes; 

i maintain composure which prevents an 
attack-frenzy triggered by the scent of fear. 

i maintain the rhythm and they eventually 
return to the trees. 


unfazed i inscribe a sigil in the ground 
between me and the fanned river pebbles 
which now move of their own accord 

and begin to form coherent patterns until 


the geometric essence of my entire life 
is formed before me 


the puzzle is completed, a three dimensional 
mandala spins in the air drawing me into its 
centre, my centre 


the Gods retreat defeated and depart to 
another plane to torment lesser beings 
until the tormented learn how to overcome 
their tormentors 


and so this little narrative could be reduced 
to a few words, three of which would be 
integrity, will and courage -- these qualities 
focused, vanquish any adversary and 
overcome any obstruction. 


Solaris 


(for Stanislaw) 


the interaction between the fecundity of the amorphous cosmos and 
the sterile fixed assumptions of human beings, manifests as self- 
delusion, lies and the hidden truth or cosmic reality 


truth unavoidably becomes wrapped in illusions/delusions which act 
to encase the chrysalis of awareness until truth blooms into a 
metamorphosed butterfly of knowledge 


the void is moved by conceptions/impressions which it absorbs and 
represents to the entity responsible for the fertilising projection 


faced then with a double reality/illusion we either attempt to reconcile 
an impossibility — as a double reality cannot occupy the same space 
— or gain understanding of the process which brought both the 
illusory conception and the material presentation into existence 


concepts are simply arranged thoughts that appear to have meaning, 
whereas existence/Reality is beyond conceptual thought/meaning 


all concepts are finite and the cosmos/universe is infinite; therefore 
Self Qualifying, which means the cosmos has no need of proof, 
witnesses, conceptions or anything else, it simply IS (pure Being), 
much like the exquisite Biblical expression, | AM THAT | AM; in other 
words, unqualified Supreme Awareness/Being 


adult ‘butterflies’ are aware of this reality, there is nothing to prove as 
infinite existence has already proven everything, which it 
demonstrates by regurgitating, in whatever dimension, every 
possible concept/form it encounters 


the artefacts produced by the interaction are of course signposts or 
signals for those wishing to increase understanding in the pursuit of 


perfect awareness, which is achievable with persistent and diligent 
correct approaches 


a lack of understanding renders the entire process (life) circular, a 
waste of time and effort, as two mirrors remain engaged in reflecting 
each other, though one ‘mirror’ is aware of the process 


do not be fascinated with the ‘coagulations’ of the cosmos, as the 
viewer is able to see anything desired or previously ‘learned’ as 
stated; all one need ‘know’ is that infinite power-knowledge is always 
on offer via the self-replenishing reservoir of infinite potential and 
Being, which interacts with everything and obliges/offers whatever is 
required. 


this piece is written for dead poets/artists, astro/quantum-physicists 
and mystics as they are easily able to unravel what is 
expressed/encoded; nevertheless, if You tire of your perpetual, 
illusory, unpleasant, circular dream state superimposed on you by 
culture/language, look past the presented ‘coagulations’ created by 
learned conceptions and internalised as preconceptions, all of which 
comprise (fake reality) identity, or the ego, which construction is 
everyone’s personal nemesis, deceiver/jailer and torturer, and Fly 


You/we were all given a special invitation at the time of our 
inception/creation to attend a banquet of heroes, kings and Gods, 
but you/we have forgotten in which 'pocket' we placed it 


It is a relatively simple matter to re-collect or re-member who/what 
you/we really are 


Peace 
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Selections Mystical Prose and Poetry 


by Lindsay Traynor 

Book IV in the Series 
Collated and Edited by the moderators of his various websites 
“It is not a matter of laborious achievement, as we have been led to 
believe; it is a matter of Revelation. Everything seen and unseen in 


infinite existence already exists, it is only a matter of Discovery.” -- 
Lindsay Traynor 


Ra 


correct they were to deify the 
fiery orb -- its rays impartial 
which warm the living, the dead 
and the inconsequential 


the earth bathes daily in its 
fluid warmth, all manner of 
diversity sprouts in alchemical 
wonder as rays become trees, 
grasses and all manner of 

life 


Ra, 

the progenitor, giver of life 
arcing across the conquered 
sky without peer or challenge; 
lord of life, emulated, imitated 
by pretenders, solar deities 
that die and are reborn as the 
sun in heaven and hell 


the fiery phallus of gold that 
sired Horus, the Father reborn 
as the circular Sun 


how many pretenders of res-erection 
have failed to usurp the solitary 
Lord of the sky and earth? 


Osiris and the Golden Solar Phallus of 
Resurrection 


(An Easter message) 


Easter is that time of year when Christian leaders (hypocrites) make 
public appearances and drivel religious inanities or refer to 
impossible social codes that no human being is able to observe for 
an extended period -- the flesh truly is weak. So weak in fact that it 
cannot fly (walk on water) or take life again after it has expired. Yet 
'He' is risen indeed. 


All human mammals born via the vaginal canal, including Jesus 
Christ, have numerous things in common, two of which are the 
inability to fly unaided or overcome physical mortality as everything 
born must die; | choose my words carefully as | am a believer in the 
Johnny-come-lately ‘God,’ Jesus Christ, but | am neither a child nor 
a feeble-minded fanatic. The myth and symbolism of the Christian 
res-erection begins with the Egyptian solar-phallic deities Ra and 
Osiris, Lord of the sky by day and underworld by night -- judge and 
liberator of souls. 


Short papers do not afford the luxury of details -- a wealth of 
material, tracing the source of all solar phallic deities, including 
Jesus Christ, to ancient Egypt exists in the public domain for the 
interested researcher; however, a brief sketch is required here. 


After the murder and dismemberment of Osiris by his brother Set 
(satan) the murdered God’s sister/wife, Isis, managed to locate and 
re-assemble the scattered pieces of his body, with the exception of 
the phallus. Lacking the God’s original solar phallus Isis fashioned a 
phallus from ‘gold’ and attached it to her dead husband. She was 
able to bring him back to life and bear their Son, Horus; thus 
verifying the life-giving power of the golden (solar) phallus. 


The daily cycle of the sun is clearly depicted in the Osiris myth, the 
descent into the abyss/underworld and the re- 
emergence/resurrection to a new dawn. The Osiris myth is complex 
and contains many facets; however, conquering the underworld 
(death) and re-emerging as the life-giving principle is central and 
indispensable to the myth. 


The transposition of Egyptian myths to Hellenistic culture had been 
occurring for some time prior to the birth of Jesus. The most popular 
religion of educated ruling Greek, Roman and Egyptian elites of the 
time was the Dionysian cult. Dionysus also preceded Jesus as a 
resurrected phallic deity of supernatural birth. However, his cult had 
evolved to incorporate life-death symbolism into ritual practice. 
Psychological transcendence was achieved utilising wine, dance and 
orgiastic means (total social abandon). 


The cult/religion was extremely popular, and even elicited a 
response in the New Testament, Jesus claiming that He was the 
“true vine,” the plant sacred to Dionysus. The Dionysian cult remains 
with us today in the form of ecstasy-popping dance raves and other 
forms of informalisation and release. 


Religious texts, as with all human knowledge, issue from the all-to- 
human condition; they are all entirely mundane and terrestrial in 
origin yet they aspire, as humans have always aspired, to re-unite or 
re-engage with the infinite principle that ‘creates and sustains’ 
everything. Truly, there is nothing new, fantastic or mysterious under 
the religious sun. We are all products of infinite creation. 


Locked in the deepest recesses of our being is the memory of 
who/what we really are. No one can add to or subtract anything from 
infinity; wherefore is the need for corrupt, perverted, parasitic religion 
and impotent priests/clerics? 


The Christ myth is a composite of all the Gods of fertility/life and 
Resurrection that have gone before it — as to the historical character, 
Jesus, he clearly was a man who set out to reform a thoroughly 


corrupt, stratified/enslaved, materialistic and lost society. 


All Gods of renewal and res-erection/resurrection teach us that we 
share the same mortality-immortality as they. The moralistic aspect 
of religion was to keep society regulated with appropriate 
prohibitions and behavioural codes. There are no mysteries in that 
regard as the original imitated model was set down in ancient Egypt, 
the first theocratically enslaved, large society. 


Not a lot has changed in the human condition since the time of the 
Pharaohs and Jesus; show me a religionist today and | will show you 
a brazen hypocrite. 


The central message of all major religions is to seek and re-engage 
the renewing, omnipotent power of infinite creation. 


For those with the eyes to see and the ears to hear the liberated soul 
has no need of religion or corrupt, hypocritical clerics. 


Refuge 


to whom or what do i turn 

for refuge, who would give 
me sanctuary that i may sleep 
with both eyes closed? 


it is a need to unburden, to 
unload the accrued merits 
and demerits of life to 

once again become pristine, 
clean, devoid of good and 
evil? 


you have always welcomed 

me regardless of any other 
consideration, u made a promise 
before my separation, and i 
remember 


culture has tried in vain to 
drag me away from you, 
persecuted without rest 
yet | remember ur promise 
and hold fast to ur way 


for that extremely evident 
distinction they beat me 

as a child, harangued me 
as a youth and tortured me 
as aman yet i have never 
let go nor would i attempt 
to survive without the 
strength and comfort you 
provide 


your promise is etched on 

the core of my being -- 

try as they did they were 
unable to shake my conviction 
or create doubt/unsureness, 
which agents plague and 
oppress all lost humanity 


so i turn to you constantly 
-- my source -- 

the Love of my heart 

the light of my mind 

the movement in my 
blood and bones 


but i tire now, i am weary; 

u offer me an extended hand 
and reassuring smile, a safe 
haven for the night, a 
sanctuary for my soul 


i release my identity from 
its weak mooring, the 
heaviest burden of all, the 
false notion that iam 

an individual, separate 
special, tho You/i know i 
am nothing without you 


Medium 


the ether is endless it permeates 
the earth and fills all space, 
modern science was very 
unwise to deny its existence 
but the folly belongs to 
conservatives of which 
science is a prime expression, 
it’s as tight-arsed as any 
other prescribed discipline, 

it comes with the usual user 
manual of how to live in a box 


but their folly is my gain as 

the ether is saturates everything 
and is the optimum resource 

for sensitives, it has delivered 
divers things to me when needed; 
whether of the creative variety 

or just messages via its countless 
channels it effortlessly presents 
whatever is required 


the recent dead visit me thru 

the medium and ask directions, 

i have no need of the ceremonial 
robes of the magus; the pregnant 
ether delivers all things to me, 

it is the principal medium of 
existence yet most of humanity 
lives blind in subterranean 
caverns and they wonder where 
their misery originates 


humanity leaves a trail that 


sensitives are able to track; 
secrecy is irrelevant the entire 
universe is an open book, 

if one thinks of anything 

the characteristics of that thing 
offer themselves for reading 
immediately 


but it’s not all plain sailing 

the horror also inhabits the 
ether, do not focus on it 
otherwise the denizens of 

that realm will overtake you; 
‘ghouls’ as they are known, 
are ready to attach themselves 
to the unwary or uninitiated 


the ether must be traversed 
without fear as the tiniest 
vestige of fear attracts 
calamity -- horror and every 
terror wait in ambush in 

the ether 


and so the ether is friend to 
the fearless alone, it serves 
their every need 


u need not ask again, how 
is it that i know? 


Partner 


i should write a poem to rhapsodise 
everything about you, ur perfections 
and imperfections all of which make 
u unique the one for me 


but u have become so close i am 
unable to separate u from me 


i'm not sure whether i am lost 
in you or you in me, as distance 
between us has vanished 

a buoyant energy remains 


i dread that time that one 
of us departs this earth 
and leaves the survivor 
without half their being 
but that is something to 
face in the distant future 

i hope, that is why i never 
take you for granted, 

i absorb everything about 
u as tho i am to face 

the executioner at dawn 


yes, it’s futile, i cannot divide 
what has become one, i am 
unable to articulate what is 
now the essence of my being 


i am content to have u in my 
arms tonight 


Recall 


a desperate scream so distant it 
was almost inaudible, somehow 
i heard it through time, from the 
past or future i cannot tell but 

it dripped desperation, a warning 


it caused my skin to stand, why 

me? was i targeted by some 
strange sorcery, was it clairaudience 
or just approaching mania? 

i cannot tell 


there are some strange people 
around, perhaps one or two 
have discovered a warp or 
maybe it’s generic 


cease blind guessing, making 
erroneous assumptions and 
delve deep into the phenomenon 


aha, i have it! 

a little less mental meandering 

and more magnification/focus 

then release it suddenly which 

leaves a door open momentarily, 

an aperture unaffected by time 

and space -- i have re-discovered 

the key to appearing and disappearing, 
the secret is out now 


many have wondered about uncanny 
abilities to read future events and 
human temperaments from photos 


man has put an end to entire 
civilisations not once but many times 
it seems hard wired in the species -- 
neither time nor space is able to 
shake it loose 


the scream i heard was a memory, 
a warning not to repeat the same 
mistakes again and again, but this 
intelligence is not familiar with 

man, a species cursed to repeat the 
same deadly mistakes until it 
extinguishes itself 


the screaming voice seemed 
familiar in the instant of a nuclear 
detonation i realised, re-collected 
that i am constantly reincarnated 
to witness global catastrophes 
and lament the fact that iam 
responsible 


i am alive now breathing, waiting, 
screaming 


Dutchman 


before the dawn as light trickles 
over mind and teases the horizon 
we stand together as one on the 
shore of our hopes and then 
circumstances hollow out existence, 
leaving a cavity where my heart 
used to beat for u alone 


u died suddenly without the 
slightest consideration for anything 
but dying 


i Know u had not planned ur demise 
but death is the ultimate thief, it 
steals the totality of being from 

the living and dead 


i never recovered, so strange 
as decades have passed; | 
expected to join u soon after 
ur departure but life and death 
conspired to prolong my pain, 
far too cruel to allow an easy 
escape and possible reunion 


life continues to hold me hostage 
as death laughs silently 


somewhere in its depths hidden 
away it holds u hostage, the 
diabolical twins have fabricated 
a maze of grief and woe to trap 
me in despondency seeking 
endlessly for u -- at every blind 


turn i hear sniggers and laughter 


but i have hatched a plan, i have 
struck a deal with Eternity, i 
promised my uniqueness and 
abilities in exchange for the time 
to locate u somewhere in infinite 
creation 


in its benevolence Eternity granted 
me endless time to find u and 
restore my soul 


my revenge on the diabolical twins 
is complete, i have learned that 
true Love never dies 


Sometimes 


sometimes i hold my hand to 
my face to re-assure myself | 
exist -- the rolling swell of 
creation is all-absorbing 


to be distinct or not to be 
distinct, is not so much the 
question but an oscillation, 
not so much a choice but 
an option 


floundering is characteristic 
of human existence -- 
sometimes i force myself 

to write desert poetry as the 
bush is overpopulated with 
bush poets 


urban poets are plentiful but 
desert poets uncommon as few 
venture into the heartland 


i have become proficient, | 
am now second to none 

at encoding the searing 
stillness of the heart, the 
whispers of tufts of spinifex 
filtering the wind 


rocky outcrops delineate my 
mind against the sky 


i wonder at times why desert 
poets are rare in Oz, the nation 


is almost entirely desert yet 
poets huddle at the coastal 
fringe and in the bush and write 
about each other as though the 
red expanse did not exist or 

is somehow foreign 


urban poets prefer to write 
about each other perhaps 
reassuring themselves they 
exist 


the desert brims with life, 
the archaic rocks offer stability, 
permanence 


so it is that i write in the red 
centre and whisper the secret 
language that is only spoken 
by desert ghosts and desert 
poets of the past and present 


Duplicity 


let it go and lay back ona 
cloud, it will support u if 
u surrender 


swoon in space disengaged 
from corporeality, float 


allow ur body to lead, just 
drift with it 


or would u prefer to snuggle 
into my arms, ur such a child 
at times? 


this is no time to play with 
ur favourite toys 


i am spent from a memorable 
session with ur best friend’s 
daughter 


what is it about teenage 
hormones that invite 

a slow hand, soothing words 
and a man of experience? 


or is it that young women 
instinctively understand 
quality? 


i have often wondered but 
rarely hesitate or decline an 
invitation to assist a young 
woman in her development 


Spark 


you appear before me naked 

as a million before u and think 

it an offering,a surrendering, 

yet bodies are no secret to me 
or anyone else, tho u remain 
hidden behind the cloak of 

ur nakedness, an effective cloak 
indeed 


as u anticipated my nature reacts 
to ur nature but do not be misled 
or intimidated, it is You i seek, 
the animating principle of ur 
body, i seek ur life spark, ur 
innermost Self, ur very soul 


the core of ur being remains 
buried, hidden from u since 
birth; most people live their 
entire blind lives without a clue 
or notion of their real identity 


my eyes and mind have captured 
unimaginable beauty in the midst 
of horror, abuse, violence, loss 
and brutality 


i have never relinquished the 
nobility of soul, the continuity 
of spirit, i have never traded 
the real for the apparent or 
perversity for the genuine, 
the horror for beauty or Truth 
for a lie 


it is the preciousness i seek 

the uniqueness of (your) Being 

but u offer ur mind, body, emotions, 
fears, loves, hates, irrationality 

and a million distractions instead 


so i offer my essential nature to 

u in the hope that it is seen for 
what it is and that the door to the 
chamber that hides ur soul opens 
and we merge as One becoming 


Sound (Logos) 


transposing sound and light 
as poetry 


i have no idea how others 
write poetry but i hear a sound 
which becomes, or rather is 
translated into a poem 


u think it odd that a sound is 
able to create an entire poem 


i could hear, feel and sense 
before my formal ‘education’ 


i never gave it a second thought, 
sound was with me in my mother’s 
womb -- no light, language or 
extremes, just wonderful sounds 
that flowed continually, changing, 
merging and diverging from each 
other, constant and comforting 


it ows now even as i write this 
piece, like a cello but not like a 
cello -- internal sounds are unlike 
external sounds, fluid environments 
are more conducive to worlds of 
sound, literally surround sound 


external imitations never make it, 
whatever images i see are shaped 
by sound 


the Hindus say that sound is the 


progenitor of all things, sound 
preceded manifestation -- well of 
course it did, sound vibration 
produces light, not the reverse, 
light is vibration and from light 
all the elements originate 


every person has a unique sound 
signature like a finger print 


we all react to the vibration of 
another person without a word 
spoken and trust the authenticity 
of those impressions above that 
of fake social/cultural customs 
and pleasantries 


we are able to understand a multitude 
of diverse sounds simultaneously 

no effort required and then we were 
taught to do everything the hard way, 
the inadequate way 


sound worlds are devoid of conflict, 
they are modulations of one principle 
and where there is one unity, wars, 
dishonesty, conflict cannot exist 


so i will remain an aural being, 
pulling poems and secret knowledge 
from limitless seas of sound 


Mystic Rose 


cut it loose, just let it go 
without regret or second 
thought, a complete 
separation 


a culmination that takes no 
time to reach, it is total 


between the beats of a 
heart -- the precise location 
where inspiration and 
expiration exchange places, 
so it was, so it is; confront 
everything that is, was, or 
will be 


that continuous moment 
that appears when identity 
subsides 


be happy to cut loose 

never to return; lose urself 

in All existence and gain in 

a moment everything there is 


to gain by losing every false 
notion that has taken a lifetime 
to accumulate -- in the end 

it amounts to nothing, chimera, 
mirage, dreams mistakenly 
imagined as real 


dream machines and dream 
objects are corporeal in 


dream worlds 


dispense with chattels, goods, 
identity the anchors of vanity, 
esteem, regret and loss, then 
time surrenders to endlessness 


the sun rises effortlessly today 
the day i lost it all and found 
myself rudderless in a limitless 
expanse 


how very sweet it is 


Truth takes a Holiday 


it appears that Truth has 
taken some time off; 
Truth, which has never 
seen such an escalation 
in fraud, misinformation, 
propaganda and outright 
Lies 


do not misunderstand, Truth 
was not overwhelmed, 

we know that is impossible 
but Truth has taken to the 
skies, the attraction of the 
heights and rarefied delights 
simply had more appeal than 
the stench of fraud and lies 
on the ground 


Truth made it very clear 
when i inquired, it always 
favours locations that cherish 
its value and integrity above 
all else; the Earth’s population 
it was explained to me, has 
rejected Truth today, the 
masses seem to prefer 
transparent misinformation/ 
propaganda, fraud, fantasy 
and outrageous 

lies 


we are not likely to see Truth 
return to earth for a while, 
however, it gave me a solemn 


promise -- when the majority 
invoke it repeatedly and refer 
to it constantly, elevating it 
above lies, fantasy and fraud, 
it will return in an instant 

to assume its former position 
at the forefront of civilised 
society 


Resonance 


ride the resonance, the soft 
and wild embrace that carries 
everything effortlessly 


somewhere in its Being vibration 
persists like a cymbal's hiss long 
after the clash 


the thud of percussion and 
throbbing blood coursing, 
rushing thru veins, carrying 
portions of pleasure, pain 
and poetic euphoria 


wine becomes water (again) 
raining in my head 


the city collapses in on itself 
spinning its wires into a cocoon 
that promises metamorphosis 


soon a metamorphosed winged 
creature will take to the air 

and return to Thebes, the city 
of Gods 


Effortless 


with the wind at my back 
the rigging full with sail 
my yacht creaks and rolls 
gently as it cuts through 
the swell -- boards flex 
and groan from forces 
applied by the wind and 
sea 


the entire world is 
circumnavigated with only 
a breeze as fuel 


why then do u ask, how 

is it possible that this 

energy is ceaseless? my 
answer is i have the wind 

at my back and my actions 
are effortless; why should 

i strain and stress when 
infinite energy and inspiration 
saturate all existence? 


“Whenever the Dharma 
is threatened | incarnate” 
-- Vishnu 


that incarnation is manifest by 
many, is Truth ever lost? 


it originates in the heart -- heart 
therefore serves as the wind 
that propels me/you onward 
and forward to our destination 


i know why i am alive, my innate 
spirit/character and course are 
unique 


unlike you i cannot tolerate a liar 
or injustice, murder, cruelty 

or filthy money, which things you 
tolerate and worship above all 
else, i wipe my arse with your 
toilet paper money and assist 
you to confront urself, you have 
made an enemy of Truth 


we share the same Self, that 
immortal spark, i am familiar 
with ur offences; that spark 
which enlivens all Life, is 

ur friend -- the Way shines 
as Clear as the sky 


i do not wear the tinted glasses 
of modernity that distort reality, 
nor do | live in a box ideology 
or by someone else’s design 


which dead book of rules would 
i defer my living sovereignty? 


i shall never betray the eternal 
spirit that guides and sustains me; 
when i am no longer able to lift 

a finger iam enlivened, my golden 
phallus stands like a mast 


i call and instantly light abides 
and restores my soul, what are 


u able to offer, an iPhone? 


you make a very bad trade for 
your soul and forfeit ur freedom 
for a farthing 


should i simplify? slave or free, 
the choice is always yours 


in one effortless draft this piece 
was produced in answer to your 
persistent inquiries and pleas 


Detained 


there was nothing principled 
in my arrest, a police .38 in 
each side of my rib-cage, 
are you, SO and So, yes, 
who the fuck are you? 

no ID produced, nothing 
but brute force and 
gangsterism from police, 

i was later to learn 


childhood respect and training 
disintegrated that instant; 
cuffed and thrown to the floor 
of a police vehicle with two 
brutes kicking their heels 

into my back and neck 

while the driver made jokes 
about my unfortunate situation 
-- no questions at that stage just 
‘softening-up’ i was later to 
learn, such medieval finesse 


i would rather not re-live the 
entire experience and describe 
grim and painful details, 

yes, i was brutally tortured 

by five sadists seeking 
information which i did not 
possess; cheated (they thought) 
of continuing arrests and 
career promotions so they 
decided to make an example 
and capitalise on me, i looked 
the part. 


guilt and innocence were 
irrelevant in this corrupt 
reality 


after hours of brutal, 
unspeakable torture 

i was ‘fitted and verballed’ 
by five 'honourable' 
detectives 


against their ‘testimony’ my 
pleas of innocence and drug 
addiction made no impression 
on the court - i had no chance - 
‘justice’ in action 


i was duly incarcerated 
for my crime of innocence 
and lack of social knowledge 


i learned later the fate of 
some of the police brutes that 
relished in inflicting pain and 
framing the innocent 


one of the brutes was moved to 
‘internal affairs’ where he was 
able to protect other criminal 
sadists in the police force and 
minimise any internal punitive 
consequences for police crimes 


another pig that particularly 
enjoyed his ‘work’ had molotov 
cocktails thrown into his house 
in the dead of night and was 


lucky to escape with his life 


the young trainee detective 
who mostly observed had no 
taste for what he witnessed 
and left the force 


as for me i was deeply affected 
by the experience, it left indelible 
scars on my psyche, even family 
had fed me to the dogs 


why couldn't anyone understand 

the simple and obvious reality 

that my drug abuse was a pain 
insulator, it was all too much for 

me at the time, i was self-medicating, 
the option i chose rather than 
violence, pathology or self- 
destruction 


in time the injustices and deep 
hurt inflicted on my being and 
sense of fair play erupted into 
volcanic rage, i sought reparation, 
and Justice, which | knew could 
not be realised in a corrupt State 
as it is today 


so i focused my energies, my 
entire being, on remedial action; 

i cold turkey-ed then enrolled 

in the most elite university course 
available that would serve my 
future purpose 


i acquired skills and expertise 


in media and communications, 
the art of word and text, 

-- semiotics -- 

cultural analysis, marketing and 
advertising, in my hands were/are 
awesome weapons 


i have since become devastatingly 
proficient at assailing crime and 
corruption in high places and 
exposing the evil that infects 
entire cultures 


a former associate once remarked, 
‘an education wasn’t wasted 
on you,’ and smirked knowingly 


i am unable to reveal the extent 
to which i have assassinated the 
reputations of corrupt officials 
and destroyed the reputations 
and careers of politicians, 
bureaucrats and State regulators 
but they are small fish, errand 
boys and obsequious sycophants 


today i target the source of the 
malaise, CEOs, Corporatists, 

and Bankers, the perverse heart 

of the Beast that preys on the 
blood of innocents, the defenseless 
and world peace 


i am happy to divulge that this 
opponent -- it is one -- is 
extremely vulnerable and presents 
as a relatively easy target, it is 


drunk on the blood of the 
innocents it has slaughtered in 
pursuit of profit and blind to 
the forces that will deliver the 
fatal blow to its black heart 


i often wonder ‘what if’ 

they had just left me to die 

of my drug abuse all those 
years ago? but nature has its 
ways of establishing balance 


i had no idea that awesome 
skills lay dormant beneath 
years of victimisation and 
extreme abuse 


my story is not unique, my 
story is your story if you 
would but choose your power 
path -- remove your shackles 
and become a warrior for 
Justice, Peace and Truth 


Zenith 


with the perseverance of a 
madman, as only the insane 
would continue on this path 

past the lowlands where the 

bulk of humanity live out their 
crowded, dreary and droll 
existences through valleys 

known and hidden, some inviting 
others treacherous then the 
midlands where desolation is 
punctuated with markers of the 
brave -- weather-worn inscriptions 
describe their travails and demise 


forever overcoming limitations 
which once constrained but were 
proven self-imposed imaginary 
barriers 


but on to the pinnacle, the zenith, 
nothing less 


cursed is my mother’s womb 

to give birth to someone that 
must endure and overcome 

and then set another impossible 
goal 


the summit approaches, all signs 
of human habitation disappear 

until only a pristine summit appears 
piercing the clouds 


today is the first and last day of 


my life, how many times have i 
lived and died only to return to 
the last step of a previous journey 


i want to know who planned this 
devilish game of charades, 
disappointments, woe and tears, 
for what? in order to ascend until 
emancipation or transcendence is 
achieved, give me a fuckin’ break 


i have seen ur awesome face 
sturdy thighs and fertile fields 


who or what is responsible, karma, 
ignorance, liberation treachery 

and all the sordid sublime experiences 
that wait in ambush for every human 


i swear if i get my hands on you 
i will put an end to it 


it is better to remain in paradise 
than toil on this earth in order to 
appreciate the cessation of misery 
and pain 


which is laughingly called bliss 
which is not a state, it is an anti-state, 
an absence of pain 


how many times have i been soul- 
wrecked in space, crucified on a vision 
only to wake in hell and forced to 

lift my head and chart another course 
of escape to heaven 


here i am again one step to the Zenith 
ready for the pinnacle of emancipation 
and the inevitable fall once gained 


so bear witness, i will get you 
and overcome existence itself 


Matrika Shakti 


the Hindus have a concept which 
preceded semiotic theory and 
linguistics by a millennium, 

the West has always been slow 
in matters of language, sign and 
symbol and how they form the 
substrate of cultural realities 


do u follow me here? 

if Udo u would appreciate that 

the process, including socialisation 
is reversible and language could 
be used to subvert existing cultures 
and personal/social realities and 
replace them with your own or 

the visions of poets or other 
inscribers you admire 


everything modern slaves (of any 
given culture) experience has been 
form-ulated by language prior to it 
becoming cultural ‘reality’ -- yes, 

i am referring to the corporeal world 


understanding the dependent 
relationship that 'reality' has on 
language allows an adept to alter 
any given cultural reality with sign 
and symbol and the power (Shakti) 
inherent therein 


Tantric sages applied this science/ 
art to the consciousness of the 
individual in order to achieve clarity 


and awareness /.e. the enlightened 
awareness of a consciousness 
without fabricated cultural content 


all conventions and cultural values 
have been arbitrarily created and 
learned, hence they are considered 
illusory, not ‘mirage’ illusions but 
constructed corporeal illusions or 
superimposed false realities 


in order to fathom the underlying 
fluid consistency upon and through 
which everything is constructed 
essential Reality must be approached 
with the purity of an unfettered 
consciousness which has been 
referred to as the innocence of a 
child's mind (or the awareness of 
a Sage) both share ‘clean’ minds 
able to appreciate something in 

its totality without taint, but beware 
neither the child nor the Sage view 
a living ‘flower’ as a signifier 

but as phenomena or continuous 
nameless creations that reveal the 
inherent, ecstatic beauty of 
continuous creation 


remember the famous painting that 
western semioticians use to make 
the point -- an oil painting of a 
(smoking) pipe with the caption, 
“This is not a pipe!” 


indeed, how could it be? we only 
have two semiotic referrers/signifiers 


a ‘picture’ and ‘text’ but not a Real 
pipe 


the flower that an innocent child’s 
mind appreciates is not the flower 
seen by those enslaved by the 
linguistic and conventional chains 
of culture 


hopefully both the qualifier and 
the process/power/shakti have been 
adequately described here 


after clarity is achieved the power/ 
shakti to transform the corporeal 
world is afforded to the enlightened 
achiever 


another inferred point is that a signifier 
is not that to which it refers, beware 
the deceptive and enslaving effect of 
language, convention and those that 
use such as weapons 


Tat Twam Asi 


Key 


black vinyl turning its magic 
unlocks the past like a time 
machine 


present reality defers to the 
undulating, furrowed valleys 

of sound, each peak and trough 
presents another artist from 

the past and releases the exact 
same stored emotion -- time 
now a captive of memory 


living or dead is irrelevant 

a passing parade of notables 
and un-notables in my life, 

i have become a sorcerer 
bewitching myself in a field 
of real dreams transported by 
sound 


corporeal sound able to materialise 
long-forgotten events, persons 

and lost ideas like the resurrections 
in a Lem novel (Solaris) 


i have learned to reconcile myself 
to my past but do not take my 

word for it, my studio is now a 
throng of visitors and familiar faces, 
ask any one of them who they are 
and you will receive your answer, 
the medium of this reality 


music organises the collected 


impressions of my past into a 
hijacked present but no less real 
than immediate life 


the entire company seems to 
deliver, in unison, one message 


your life is Now, the past is only 
memory 


Dawn Poem 


transition, 

between sleep and wakefulness 
between day and the warm velvet 
blackness of night 


the walls of my studio move 
become pliable, my heart, which 

i lost decades past beckons from 
somewhere nearby but i am never 
able to locate its faint calls and 
cries for lost, found and lost again 
love -- cycles of joy and sorrow 


would u or i expect a world without 
night and day, why then expect joy 
or sadness to last forever? 


regardless of every effort of man 

to maintain consistency nature 
oscillates and thrusts polarities 

and extremes in our faces in 

order to create tension, expectation, 
appreciation, bliss and despair 


daylight has chased the last vestige 
of night away but black velvet hides, 
waiting patiently to ambush the sun 

in due course 


what would i, fully exposed to 
Eternity? not even the Gods hold 
mortals naked in the glaring light 
of day forever, nor would any 
natural law allow me to retreat 


into darkness and hide forever 


ill wait patiently like a highwayman 
and write another poem for dusk 
bidding day a very good night 


Misappropriation of Meaning 


descriptors tumble onto a page 
or other medium, like drunks 
ejected from a bar; they veer, 
correct themselves and 
momentarily regain composure 
then for a very brief period, 
prior to forming images, 
intended meaning is transmitted 
with perfect clarity 


it is known that the insobriety 

of literary critics gnarl and 
mangle meaning until it becomes 
Art, which becomes something 
special, something to adore, 
deplore and ignore 


Toxic Boomerang 


save ur entreaties and mute words, 
they fall like silent snow on deaf 
ears 


few of ur kind could care less 
and the earth remains indifferent 


life changes according to 
environmental circumstances, 
but nature endures one way or 
the other, it matters not 


u lament ur own demise and 
weep for ur frailty -- man, 

ur demise now approaches at 
speed, u were unable to save 
day therefore night is also lost 


an appropriate reaction always 
follows a specific action, 
everyone knows yet the species 
continues to doom itself as a 
direct consequence of its inability 
to remedy demanding problems 


the climate is askew creating 
new conditions for life but 
dooming other species that are 
unable to adapt (in time) 


from this outcrop the continuous 
landscape spreads in every direction 


but changes are now evident -- 


denial is the pursuit of fools and 
cowards, it is known among all 

the religions that no cowards enter 
paradise, that realm is reserved 
for those with integrity, honesty 
and valour, a disappearing breed 
on this earth 


do not cry for ur victims things are 
as right as black rain 


Dingo Breed 


running, working constantly my 
tongue hanging and heart ready 
to explode in my chest such is a 
well-trained (Oz) cattle dog, 
dingo breed 


the dog obeys its master implicitly 
the dingo blood out-smarts hoofed 
beasts and feral dangers every time, 
a prized animal the working Oz 
cattle dog 


a drover could manage alone on 
horseback with only one good dog 
and drive a herd hundreds of miles 
overland to market, a common 
occurrence in an unforgiving 
outback in days gone by 


i come to you in the evening, 
panting, my heart pounding in 

my chest, my thirst is that of a 
thousand beasts but i wait for your 
command with tongue lolling from 
the side of my mouth 


another day is done, you stroke 
my throat and give me water from 
your hand, a skinned feral rabbit 
my reward for another good day 


it's my third year giving my all, 
cockeys say that a good working 
dog dies in its fourth or fifth year 


from the arduous work, though 
house dogs may live for thirteen 
or more 


but a house dog does not sleep 
well nor does it have the respect 
accorded by a knowing master 
and bushman that respects a 
good dog's ability 


i killed a taipan (today) spooking 
the herd without a second thought; 
i let it focus on my eyes and head 
as it telegraphed a strike, i snapped 
its throat between my teeth and 
clamped down until it died 
asphyxiated, it was spooking the 
herd -- a scattered herd takes days 
to muster 


i learned from my mentor, long dead 
now, a champion dog 


tonight i remain alert in sleep ever 
vigilant and aware of the herd; 

i curl up at the end of my master’s 
bedroll, a chill wind hisses through 
the spinifex 


wild dingos are lurking, they try 

to spook the herd and cut out a calf 
or nursing cow, the wild dingo is 
the only animal that recognises a 
mixed dingo breed cattle dog 


they sense me unsure, as i sense 
them, sure 


Irrelevant 


i have lost count of the many 
times my insides have been torn 
out and strewn from one side 

of existence to the other 


i'm a sucker for love, i love 

harder than lotus blossoms, softer 
than diamonds, warmer than 
burning ice and colder than 
volcano cores, a perfect target 

for a cruel feline surgeon 


but i remain a fool for love, like 

a crazed addict that keeps coming 
back for more ecstasy and agony 
-- can one exist without the other? 
i embrace every opportunity 
regardless 


i can’t get enough, i never decline 

a genuine invitation, why resist 

the chance that this time the physical, 
mental and soul connection 

may create an enduring bond 

that nothing is able to separate 


a dream, perhaps, but a possibility 
nevertheless, regardless of how 
remote or mathematically improbable, 
it exists, it is possible 

a cynic has no notion of love or joy 


i make another offering of my heart, 


soul, self in the sure knowledge 
that the Gods and Goddesses 

of Love will not allow the spoilers 
to poison the possibility of enduring 
Love 


i return to the sacrificial altar to 
offer my all -- the irrationality of 
hope accompanies me but the 
fervent flame of everlasting Love 
and desire guide me 


in my heights and temporary troughs 
i have discovered a secret -- pain is 
transitory no matter how severe 

or frequent but Love never dies, it 
builds on the last height it reached 
until it becomes a tower that ascends 
to paradise, a greater rapture with 
every occurrence 


love hard and often then die easily, 
better that than a loveless life or 
calloused, calculating heart 


See 


i look at u 

u look at me, 
do u see 
what i see? 


there is nothing 
there to see! 
but do u see 
what i see? 


i turn, 

u look at me 
turning, 

do u not see? 


u look 
but do not see 
me (turning) 


what is there to see? 


u lift ur head 
arch ur back 
and reveal 

ur naked crotch 


i look 

at ur eyes and see, 
do u see 

what i see? 


u move ur naked 
thighs closer 
i look past ur shoulder, 


do u see 
what i see? 


u see 

that i do not see 
what u want 

me to see, 

u push me down 
straddle my chest 
and push ur crotch 
in my face 

but u do not see 
what i see 


Unspoken 


mind glides to u like oil 
and incense of its own 
accord such is the 
attraction 


surer than a pigeon 
finding its coop 

it locates u anywhere 
in space 


it rests in ur presence 
secure, safe then begins 
to tug at ur memory 

until recognition occurs 


ur mind swoons in response, 
we embrace and dance 

like sparks and fire until 

we become swirling light, 
vortices of delight 


spontaneous attraction 
unpolluted by deliberation 


to be together or not to 
be period, my love finds 
a home only in you 


this, our dance beggars 
anything the earth has 
to offer 


in each others' arms 
souls entwined, how 


was it possible we 
were ever apart? 


Suicide 


i watched her jump, so incongruous 
a mammalian body awkwardly 
plummeting to the rocks below; 

she was unknown to me tumbling 
in anticipation of cessation but if 
she only knew it doesn’t end there 
no-one gets out until the last jot 
and tittle are accounted for, u 
imagine infinity is inept or stupid? 
not on ur forfeited life 


the lesson is always jump with 

a Suitable body that doesn’t thud 
to the ground ejecting life 
(humans have five bodies) 


jump with an image or body 

of light, astral or ethereal; 

but a gross material body ina 
material plane, how thoroughly 
foolish and inappropriate -- u 
cannot cheat ur way out 


Rhyme of Unreason 


they implore and plead, 
construct a site/space 

for us without fuss, our 
heart's desire etched on 
minds that aspire to share 
a lyric verse and reverie 


another pipe my love, 

you choose opium dreams 
rather than warm flesh, 
soft and wet 


but i do recall you said 

an embrace complete 

is chasing a dream but 
each and every draw 

of the pipe presents another 
complete euphoric dream 


Storm 


a storm rages on the horizon, 
it will soon make landfall 


it matters not whether we 
batten down or it catches 

us in the streets as its intensity 
is off the scale, magnitudes 
that have never been seen 


just a wind but i have seen 

a wind of less intensity blow 
away an entire modern city, 
Darwin; it was a charged 
moment watching an entire city 
peeled and whipped into the 
screaming air -- debris propelled 
into any object a piece of wood 
completely penetrating a palm 
tree, farm animals from kilometres 
away deposited on power poles, 
hanging artistically but not for 
the unfortunate beast 


this evening at sunset we are all 
beasts the intensity of the storm 
has equalised all mammals, 
dead meat 


i will confront it in my place of 
power on a sea-cliff above a 
crevice, it would be a feat to 
dislodge me from my secret hide 
but not impossible 


it would be the first time i am 
accompanied by my consort, 
she insists we either live or 
die together 


Funeral 


i died the day of my birth 
so much fuss, panic and 
hubbub 


the umbilical tightly 
coiled around my neck, 
my face as blue as new 
denim; i died of starvation 
in my mother’s womb, 

no blood to the brain 


i had fully formed and 

with this new (unwanted) 
body i decided to spin 

and twirl like a dervish 

until i strangled myself, 

so strange, or did i know 
something about the earth 
plane from previous experience? 
did i try to subvert this 

push into the hellish, 
irrational world of man, a 
place of desecrated beauty, 
poisoned by a sick species? 


i was not going, such stubborn 
determination 


i spun wildly in fluid until 

i returned to the place of 
peace, my origination, the 
soothing bliss and easy 
harmony that mankind 
would destroy if given a 


chance, so perverse this 
sick, suicidal species 


whether by forceful design 
or by some other hand 
that overruled my will 

i cannot say but via the 
quick action of fate and a 
nurse who repaid a debt 
or inflicted a curse, | 

was forced to return to 
my little human body 
and blue denim face 

so i could write this little 
piece for you today more 
than half a century after 
my death and rebirth 


i could also reveal what 

i have been doing all this 

time and how i have rewarded 
those that robbed me of a 
world of peace and harmony, 
but i already have on numerous 
occasions 


it was surely designed this 
way, not by fate, fortune or 
accident, the same hand 
that resisted my will also 
turns the cosmic wheel of 
justice, karma, retribution 
and reward 


i have fulfilled my obligation 
my slate is clean 


you are all invited to my next 
birth in due course 


Creek 


the river is more like a creek 
today tho it flows in abundant 
and lean times 


it is never spent but moves 
according to the circumstances 
in which it finds itself 


a bunch of twisted dried grass 
and twigs forms a raft upon 
which various insects sail 
downstream, too easy, but my 
lot is upstream always against 
the tide 


at times a vessel without a 
consignment, a river without 

a course, at other times a creek 
that gurgles and finds its way 
back to the open sea easily 


Unfair Advantage 


when first i saw ur form i was 
overwhelmed, no group of 
curves or the ripe fruit of any 
tree was SO appealing but there 
u were before me, naked 
exquisite beyond description 


with what would | compare such 
perfection, existence knows only 
itself as perfect, are u the 
embodiment of existence or a 
God incarnate? 


if two perfects existed neither 
would be true perfection as 
perfection is one 


the ten thousand rays cannot 

dim ur light; the most exotic 
perfumed flowers wilt and dry 

in ur presence, ur body emits 

the most intoxicating scent -- 

if the olfactory sense could talk 

it would chant ‘heavenly paradise’ 
without ceasing 


but nothing this perfect 

is real, even light has a 
measurable limited speed, 
which means something 
exerts a drag on light -- 
whereas perfection departs 
and arrives instantaneously, 
nothing is able to impede 


perfection 


but it is me that has the unfair 
advantage, as i am able to see 
beyond seeing and know beyond 
cognition -- it is with these extra 
senses that i create perfection 


Trails 


at times tears flow freely when 
wrong overcomes right, when 
injustice momentarily displaces 
justice 


at times it is good for a man to 

cry and feel vulnerable, powerless, 
i never refuse any emotion i am 
not ashamed to weep in a culture 
offended by words and afraid of 
truth but kills without a second 
thought 


i shed tears for murdered innocents, 
slaughtered by CIA armed fanatics 
and barbarians that delight in 
chanting ‘Satan is great’ while slitting 
throats and decapitating the innocent 


murderous, satanic black dog Obama 
approves the slaughter and urges the 
world to spill evermore innocent 
blood with his missile strikes 


a nation is known by its actions 
as a person is known by theirs 
and the company they keep, 

it is impossible to distinguish 
between a black dog in a White 
House and rabid packs of fanatic 
wolves that attack the innocent 


the world watches passively while 
America implements its plan to 


take Syria and move on to Iran -- 

of what concern are the tortured 
and slaughtered, the star-spangled 
devil has a secret agenda and 
leaves a trail of blood to Washington 
as proof of its demonic mission 


but the greater responsibility and 
folly is ours, the global majority, 

for allowing these criminals to lord 
over us and ply their nefarious trade 
of murder, theft and mayhem 


hell has found a home in 
Washington DC 


the sun rises above the edge of 
existence, shining its purity on a 
corrupt world, it warms my face, 
dries my tears and fortifies my 
soul, i have no doubt about what 
must be done 


my tears vaporised, my grief 
replaced by justice, my sorrow 
replaced by determination, 
supported by the light of a rising 
sun and new dawn -- it is easy 
to determine the correct course 


How Many Times ... 


have u killed us yet here 

we are again writing freedom, 
revolution, justice, speaking 
Liberty and Truth -- have u 
learnt nothing? u cannot kill 
continuity, though u wreak 
havoc in your futile attempts 


while u stifle ur population 

we respire freedom, we 

breathe liberty and expansive 
horizons not ur perverse, myopic 
and contractive diminishings 


how many times have u killed 
me only to watch me gather 
and magically restore another 
corporeal body? 


your paper jails cannot confine 
our kind u imagine u have us 
contained yet here we are, Free, 
we have never been restrained 


we are behind every creative 
impulse, we are the will to 
freedom, ur children suckle 
on the ambrosia that issues/ 
flows from our Being 


u watch us in fear, loathing 
and panic, ur every attempt to 
eliminate us only increases our 
strength and numbers 


you would destroy entire nations 
in ur obsessive pursuit of the 
illusion of control yet real control 
is letting go and allowing harmony 
to express itself -- would/could u 
teach infinity or how to endure? 


the unease u feel, the night 
sweats, tremors and panic are 
in anticipation of ur demise -- 
the breath u feel on the back of 
ur necks is mine, freedom is 
closing in ready to liberate Alll, 
time is always on Our side 


Omaha Beach 


your expectations are not in 
sync with reality, it doesn’t 
always flow as you imagine, 

at times it must be hewn from 
rock or freed with steel leverage; 
at other times it must be cajoled 
from vines and tangles, you 
aren't able to catch a butterfly 
unharmed with rocks? 


release urself from your 
misconceptions, the world outside 
your head is foreign and offers 

no solace, only conflict you create 
if you persist in attempting to shape 
it according to your perverse 
imaginings and selfish desires 


the bodies on Omaha Beach 
surrender to the rolling waves, 
it’s not surprising that corpses 
are able to move in perfect 
harmony with natural forces, 

the perversity of their lives has 
departed leaving the earth to 
reclaim the vehicle it temporarily 
leases to wandering souls 


do you easily detect the 
contortions of lying faces? 
political leaders are particularly 
inept at lying 


do you see the blood trickle from 


their eyes? if not then your world 
is an insular cocoon of fears and 
fantasies, difficult characteristics 
unable to accommodate hard or 
soft reality 


do not be perturbed if you fail 
to sway everyone, there is an 
abundance of naive youths 

to choose from, take your pick, 
Uncle 


though their conversation is 
somewhat limited -- given time 
who could predict whether 
they buy your lies, consider 
ita challenge 


no-one gave me past 30 yet 
that age was easily passed, 
they never understood how 
this life ticked paying the price 
of misunderstanding with their 
lives while i continue 


liars are easily detected, the 
rolling and rotting uniformed 
bodies accuse them, every 
wave, the blood that froths 
in the foam point directly to 
the guilty perpetrators, the 
propagandists and media 
barons 


leave remedial action to others 
more competent, it's best if you 


do not trouble yourselves with 
challenging issues 


Beside Me 


pushed beyond capacity ready 
to drop i postpone sleep for a 
few minutes in order to send 
this message to you 


u are welcome anytime no 
demands or constraints, come 
lay down beside me easy, 
remain silent if U wish as ur 
presence is all 


leave the woes of the world 
outside find refuge in my arms, 
lay down beside me, easy 


slowly snuggle urself into the 
contours of my body into my 
arms -- u were born for that 
position, So easy 


you are the most perfect fit 


Enemy of the State 


u were So young, yet instinctively 
u recoiled, refused to live in their 
box, their confined space, a prison 
of torturous nightmares, agonising 
fears and conservative delusions 


u spent ur infant years by the Danube, 
u watched the clouds in their whiteness 
hovering below the sapphire skies 

of Europe 


whatever it was, the ageless river, 
clear skies or the whitest clouds, 
u discovered freedom 


unfettered u flew in the voluptuous 
world around u 


and when in Anglo Oz u arrived 

they lined u up with the other kids 

to swear the oath of allegiance to 
honour their God, serve their Queen 
and salute their servile (colonial) flag 


rightly u balked, u were descended 
from Slav and Mongol warriors, 

the blood of conquerors ran thru ur 
veins -- ur lips immobile in resistance 
ur mouth repeating nothing -- teachers 
aware of ur defiance and took to u 
with rod and cane 


they whipped u mercilessly 
from that time in kindergarten 


thru to the end of high school 


it mattered little, U were never 
out of the top five percent 
academically -- but what is the 
good of acumen, high grades 
and intelligence if it does not 
serve the State? 


they delighted in whipping u 
attempting to break ur defiant 
spirit and steely will 


they had no idea ur freedom was 
written/guaranteed long before in 
the blue skies of Belgrade, in the 
whitest nimbic clouds 


now u make the racists pay for 
every day of torture, victimisation 
and hell 


the utter folly of maltreating innocent 
children, creating devastating enemies 
for no good reason 


they no longer swear allegiance in 
schools nor do they inflict corporal 
punishment 


it seems they finally realised they 
were creating far too many dissidents, 
radicals, enemies of the State 


Tedium 


i see u have lost interest in 
what interests me; it wouldn't 
be so bad except we no longer 
have anything of mutual 
interest to exchange in 
conversation, ur frustrated 
desires have closed ur mind 

to everything i say 


one notion now obsesses ur 
being, marriage and its enslaving 
accoutrements, which u barely 
consider yet u accuse me of 
selfishness, give me a break! 


my existence is free of 
procreative imperatives, 

but if u relaxed into yourself, 
who knows if not better luck 
elsewhere? but consider that 
u will have to pretend, play act 
and converse about whatever 
takes his fancy for another two 
years, very few men have 
‘meal ticket’ tattooed on their 
foreheads today 


Darling Boy 


a long time past, my darling 
boy children worked as slaves, 
exploited for their trust and 
needs 


your wide set eyes and attentive 
mind, be at peace my darling boy 
those times are over in England 
and Oz 


young girls were made to do all 
manner of domestic work and 
abused commercially in other 
ways, hurt and exploited for their 
trust and needs 


despicable, evil parents viewed 
offspring as objects and 
commodities to be neglected, 
terrorised, abused and exploited, 
mentally and physically, tortured 
to satisfy a perverse need to 
manipulate and exercise control 
over impressionable, defenceless, 
trusting youth; but be at ease my 
darling boy, u are safe in my arms, 
no harm will come to u here 


no poison will i offer u, ur mind, 
body and soul i tend ever so 
carefully so u overcome the barbs 
and darts they hurl; you are my 
eye, precious beyond measure 


i tell u these stories so u know the 
world is sick like the parents it 
creates that exploit innocence and 


purity 


rest easy by my side, no hurt will 
befall u here, this father does not 
love his job, drink or drugs more 
than his most precious child, 
blood of my blood 


no man-hating mother to torture 
her man-child or display her son 
like another possession/ornament 
and pretend normality when ill- 
treatment and mental torture is 
her real pleasure, a son to cruelly 
torment mentally and emotionally 


inform me immediately if teachers 
view u as an object of abuse and 
scorn or attempt to victimise u 

in any way and fill ur head with 
preposterous lies, tales, myths and 
stories presented as fact for feeble 
minds to consume 


never allow any adult to scapegoat 
or make an example of you, u will 

not be victimised while i breathe, 

i am ur father, guardian and protector, 
know that u are safe and supported 


view all strangers with suspicion 
until they prove their integrity, 
honesty and good intentions 


learn well my darling boy, grow 
assured, be not moved by the sick 
and vindictive herd outside 


learn to overcome their filth and 
deflect their group madness, i have 
armed u with the weapons of 
conquerors and taught u the secrets 
of Emperors and Kings 


sleep now my darling boy and 
dream Victory 


Writing 


i watch words burn paper, mediums 
devouring civilisations in flames; 

i see verse span the universe in one 
movement, i've witnessed scribes 
enslave entire cultures with myths 
and flagrant lies; the power of the 
written word seems limitless at times 
and yet at other times words are 
completely neutralised by (irrational) 
emotions 


have u seen the effect of written 
words on the American mind? 
imagine a quill attempting to 
engrave on tungsten or steel, 

or a cup of water tossed into 

a blast furnace and u get an idea 
of the imperviousness of the 
‘exceptional’ American mind, 

it's akin to a ghost entering a 
weightlifting competition 


though it’s all inconsequential, i 
mention it only in passing, iam 
watching syntax lead the entire 
global population to climate 
catastrophe 


have you ever wondered why 
Americans tolerate the merciless 
slaughter of innocent civilians and 
other crimes against humanity 
committed by their leaders? no! 
well, i have, but more important 


things/issues steal my attention, 
like watching the latest game on 
TV and viewing the latest movie 

on Netflix etc -- but i'm not 
American -- i like to sit on cemetery 
hill watching moonlight write 

poetry on the surface of the sea 


Shaman 


drift like a whisper so quiet, 

almost undetectable interrogating 
the deepest recesses of existence, 
searching for answers, lost love 
and love lost, the ultimate tragedy 
of human existence, in order to 
heal to reconcile folly with 
integration 


first encounter the stupidity of 

timid youth refusing the advances 

of genuine affection without condition, 
love offered, flowing with the power 
of all the world’s mighty rivers 

slow, steady power with the potential 
to devastate and wreak ruin across 
the land if its quality is transformed 
by rejection and despair 


i am sorry, truly sorry for the pain 

i have unconsciously inflicted on 
people less able to withstand the 
barrages, fusillades and emotional 
abuse learned from sick cultures, 
tho i overcame and could juggle 

it like a magician 


i learned well from my torturers 
and re-expressed their sickness 
before i had matured, i Know now 
how to deal with this evil, this 
pestilence that infects the world 


i have become a healer of souls 


and tortured minds, i am forever 
abused by the herd that senses 
iam not one of them tho i remain 
unaffected, fearless when others 
cower in dread 


the poison that pervades the globe, 
the disease that infects nations/ 
cultures is fear and hate — all 
learned 


it is not enough to be immune, 

obligation demands that others 
must be released by those free 
of their shackles 


rest easy my heart ur anguish and 
ache are removed by the endless 
flow of love that continues forever 
regardless of all the perversions of 
humankind and it’s tragic history 
of hate, greed and selfishness 


i sense a shore, a familiar harbour 
of integrity, conscience, fortitude 
and justice that an entire world 
rejects not realising that rejection 
amounts to extinction, certain death 


but tonight drown in love until 

not a vestige of identity remains -- 
dissolved in this bliss forever you 
are able to touch and heal every 
being, every soul 


sweet peace my aching heart, rest 
easy, awaken in love and life 


may peace and bliss engulf every 
being that has ever existed 


the power that moves like a whisper 
permeates everything that is, existence; 
that power is One, that power is 
selfless Love 


Attraction 


there are many appealing forms, 
but my most favoured is the deep, 
familiarity that i have Known you 
all before time began yet we've 
only just met this time around 


it’s instantaneous, pregnant glances 
and probing exchanges, instinct 
pushing bodies to copulate on 

the spot 


but civilised protocols prohibit 
instantaneous intercourse and 
substitute dreary game-playing, 
boring ritual bullshit 


and so it was refreshing to have 
you spell it out, ‘all the better now 
ur here’ and me doing my best to 
ensure my phallus doesn't explode 
out of my pants 


[in these situations there’s a lot to 
be said for pre-civilised customs] 


but all the same we have known each 
other for millennia -- it’s good to see 
you again 


Unnatural Selection 


there is a star-spangled pestilence 
that plagues a peaceful world it 
spreads via those that submit to it 
or that do not actively resist it 


take note of those infected, the 
carriers of this disease, they are 
the first that must be quarantined 
or purged, they knowingly expose 
themselves to infection and would 
happily see the world stricken 
with this disease 


it was not long ago minds were 

strong and healthy, an easily avoidable 
scourge would never have been 
tolerated or allowed to take a 

foothold, but the plague strikes 

the feeble first then slowly infects 

until complacency is accepted as 

the norm, then it soreads chaos and 
destruction 


nothing good comes of filth, it is 
the harbinger of death, decay and 
everything rotten 


it delights in killing innocence 

and the innocent, children and 
simple defenceless folk going 

about their day 


it revels in un-reason and inverts 
every good thing to create unrest 


instability, chaos and cruelty 


natural balance dictates that the 
longer a plague persists the greater 
the prospect of natural resistance 


already the numbers of immune 
increase until a critical point is 
reached, a point where an ineffective 
disease becomes irrelevant 


Irresistible ... 


is the push to awareness, unfettered 
consciousness -- i speak of Ra today, 
the fiery orb that burns across the sky 
and its cool counterpart at night 


together the sun and moon push 
and express one quality, 
consciousness, tho they are in 
polarity: the clarity of being, 

the kinesis of Knowledge the 
bliss of creation 


tho no energetic heavenly body 
compares to the will for Truth, 
a power defined by limitless Light 


a beauty that issues from the heart 
and soul, from the inside out 


external glamour is transient 
haggardness hides just beneath 
the skin of those enamoured by 
appearances 


worshippers of light know no 
decay or corruption i see u 
with every sense not my eyes, 
i feel u with spirit and embrace 
You with Love 


who could interrupt our subtle 
interactions, our cajoling, 
murmuring? 


what place the corporeal in a 
world of light? 


what hope the discontinuous in 
the continuous? 


where is my end if i have no 
beginning? 


pure will/volition the essence 
beneath all manifestation is 
the same 


we appear separated offered the 
chance of union, a trick existence 
plays on itself 


though we have never been separated 
we engage each other anew and so 
we have the forever, the infinite dance 
of creation animated by one quality, 
Love 


Arcs 


who do u think u kill foolish, 
wicked child? u can no more 
kill than give life, one endows 
the other? 


what mischief now foments in 
ur vicious little mind? do u 
imagine u possess (anything) 
or that u persist of ur own 
volition? u are part of the 
tapestry of existence sustained 
by everything in the world u 
inhabit, careful u do not make 
it desolate and uninhabitable 


who would u torture but urself, 
understand that every pain, 
pleasure and sensation u 
experience are manifestations/ 
consequences of past and present 
actions, the hamster wheel u run 
whether gild or plain is a wheel, 
circular tho u imagine ur actions 
form linear trajectories 


u emerged from nothing and to 
nothing or no-thing u return, do u 
know the difference? 


ur life of joys and woes, sorrows 
and pain is no more real than a 
dream, where would u go from 
there? 


are u able to arrive at ur destination 
without departing? or have u realised 
that ur origin and destination are 
One? 


live ur life of waking and sleeping 
dreams and realise u are already 
free/enslaved by choice and 
consequence 


i offer proof, a key out of this world 
of dreams 


selfless unconditional Love 
is accessible to all, the annihilator 
of misery the negator of hell 


unconditional Love reveals Truth 
the face u had before u came into 
being 


everything that exists possesses 
the means of its emancipation/ 
liberation, the abandoned and 
desolate are not lost they are yet 
to realise they have abandoned 
themselves and made their world 
desolate 


ignorance and fear have forged 
their chains and locked the door 
to their prison cells 


sleep now recalcitrant child 
dream of horrors and desolation 
i will whisper freedom in ur 
deaf ears and shine light in ur 


blind eyes 


u are not abandoned, i have left 

a little of myself deep in ur being, 
a beacon in the night, a lighthouse 
to steer u away from folly and 
wickedness 


put aside ur mischief and learn to 
Love without expectation -- there 
is no other sure escape 


Heartbeat 


vast is the distance between two 
thoughts, so vast it dissolves 
identity 


immediate is the pain of perversity 
as it presses hard against the 
construction of personality 


limited is the sense of the 'I' identity 
as it is a superimposition created by 
culture 


enslaved are those that sub-scribe, 
conquerors are those that inscribe 
-- your life and destiny are not the 
property of others 


free is the vagabond, saint and fool; 
imprisoned are experts and specialists, 
incarcerated by their learning and 
cultural knowledge 


everyone endeavours to be somebody 
the wise endeavour to be nobody 


wondrous are your eyes, face and 
thighs, liberating is your passage to 
Paradise 


glorious is the womb and solar phallus 
of creation 


endless is the Bliss of Being 


Hypnogogic Poetry 


thoughts fall like autumn leaves 
chaotic concepts mix with 
fragments of emotion; a medium 
appears between sleep and 
wakefulness catching incoherent 
patterns and impressions 


pictures form from the disintegration 
of consciousness, the introduction 
of sleep 


flying bodies crash to the ground 
suddenly devoid of wings 


familiar melodies, scents, images, 
bodies competing for attention 
like living women opening their 
thighs as i walk up the beach wet 
with seawater that falls from my 
body onto sun bathing nubiles 
that squeak when cold water drips 
onto their warmth 


i see what i do not wishing to see 
the agonies and ecstasy, the totality 
of life up to that point, a point that 
forever evades my grasp like a body 
attempting to grasp its shadow 


flowers swirl like the blood in my 
veins, all of it just random 
juxtapositions and haphazard 
arrangements, aimless like the futile 
and meaningless lives of many 


Direction 


a virgin sheet of rice paper waits, 
almost quivering in anticipation 
for the first stroke from my brush, 
soft, broad and fast 


ritual objects of my craft are scattered 
about in reach 


i move closer respecting the unspoiled 
nature of that virgin sheet in its 
whiteness 


if i alter its state it must be for the 
better, an improvement or i have 
betrayed myself, the medium and 
my craft 


i must honour the process of creation 
with the best of my ability, the first 
stroke determines the final stroke 

it must be rehearsed endlessly in 
mind before physical expression, its 
course must be true otherwise an 
imperfection or perversion results 
and God knows there are far too 
many failures on this planet 


the first determines the last 

and the nature in between -- 
Obama’s first executive order 
was a Drone strike that killed 
innocent women and children, 
there is nothing surprising in his 
subsequent criminal actions 


the narrative was set by his first 
official act as a criminal President 


i step (slowly) around the sheet 
appreciating its texture and subtle 
nuances, all the while building up 
to that culminating movement 
designed to enhance, and elevate 
existence and become an essential 
part of universal harmony 


the sheet becomes a portal to a 
greater reality, my arm, wrist move 
harmoniously almost in slow motion 
but at speed to the onlooker 


dancing strokes begin to take form 
on the medium capturing reality in 
its re-presentations 


a monk seated, ponders distant 
mountains semi-veiled in morning 
mist, he sits serene, a small bamboo 
grove behind him 


a tiny wren watches from a sprig 
of bamboo 


a narrative is created thru motion, 
the ending determined by the 
interruptions of flowing strokes, 
black ink on rice paper — so fragile 
and demanding 


the wren twitches, moves and takes 
to the air 


Magister 


a master magician determined to 
apprehend his shadow and enter 
the shadow world performs 
numerous austerities to gain power, 
and then performs countless rituals 
to achieve discipline 


with the focus his power and discipline 
have given him he fixes his attention 
on his goal and does not waver -- he 
shifts focus to his elusive shadow 

-- portal to the shadow world -- 

and focuses his entire being on his 
shadow until he vanishes from this 
world forever 


what is the moral of this story and 
what other lessons does it teach? 


the shadow has no more or less substance 
than the body though both are connected 


to what are both body and shadow 
connected? understand that the body is 
merely a shadow of the Self 


bear this in mind — there is nothing to 
achieve, there is nothing gained or lost 
no-thing there is and That is All 


Space Dragon 


water hurtles thru frozen space 
at blinding speed, its gaseous 
tail, fiery body and water/ice 
core gave birth to legends of 
flying fiery dragons -- the galaxy 
is teaming with comets 


only water and cosmic dust 
searching for a suitable planet 
to fertilise 


yet their landing is not gentle, 
their love-making is explosive, 
destructive to the extreme 


a comet is capable of shifting 

a planet from its axis and 
devastating all manner of life 

-- tho only water and space dirt 


the earth, a conglomeration of 
space debris and comet-water, 

a junkyard of space refuse which 
unsurprisingly, spawned all manner 
of life good, bad and indifferent 
until eventually it soawned humans 
that tipped the balance and now 
threaten all life on earth -- just 
another failed natural experiment, 
but it doesn't end there 


Strange Cargo 


i never liked flying it’s the 
most restrictive form of travel 
yet here we are again -- u 
would think things would have 
improved, not a chance where 
profit rules 


what happened to those early 
days, fresh cooked hot meals, 
an assortment of drinks from 
a bar, and a proper in-flight 
bed? tho today’s female fight 
attendants do their best to 
compensate for lost luxuries 


but it’s not the same, luxury 
sacrificed for profit -- the affluent 
are forced to purchase their own 
jets to fly in luxury 


damned commercial world and 
its tortures, the more ‘labour- 
saving conveniences’ we invent 
the harder and longer we seem 
to work 


Australian aboriginals spent an 
average of three hours per day 
‘working’ (food and other 
necessities) the remainder they 
spent in ritual, dance and the 
dreaming; their history is recorded 
in desert overhangs and caves, 

a history of creativity and harmony 


with the environment which 
sustained them 


what have we lost cramming into 
flying aluminium tubes -- sardine 
airways? 


the PA announces my flight 


my luggage is ten kilos (and a 
probing stare) overweight again 

i offer to pay the excess, a boring 
routine, fools 


[the red centre is cool tonight 
flickering faces and smiling eyes 
gathered round the campfire 

-- the murmur and harmony of 
sacred tribal song is carried on 
the breeze] 


The Sentence 


Bob’s barrister nudged him in the ribs as a signal to stand. The jury 
had returned with its verdict. Bob anticipated their decision as one 
would an echo — guilty as charged! The Judge shifted into automatic 
and delivered the sentence — three years with not less than twelve 
months to be served for his third offence, possession of marijuana. 


Bob was escorted to an office by an acutely intelligent police officer, 
his |Q made apparent by the way he gripped Bob’s arm. 


After due process Bob was taken to a prison van and handcuffed to 
another prisoner. Bob watched the clerk sign for the human items 
give a copy to the prison driver then walk off with a standard issue 
public service clipboard pressed tightly under his arm. The driver, 
taking a quick dispassionate glance at the forlorn faces inside the 
van, slammed the van door shut and fastened the padlock leaving 
the prisoners in the dim twilight of a small electric bulb. 


Bob mused over his fate as the van made its way to the Bay, his 
twenty-first birthday was only two months away; he would come of 
age in jail. 


The van arrived at the Bay where Bob and the other prisoners were 
again processed and fitted with government issue attire. After a 
briefing on prison etiquette, delivered by one of the senior screws, 
the new arrivals were allotted cells in various sections of the jail. 


Bob was relegated to Wing 13 of the MTC. One of the junior screws 
escorted Bob to slot No. 6. Noticing the numb look on Bob’s face the 
young screw tried to lift Bob’s spirits by informing him that eighty 
percent of the jails’ inhabitants were “druggies!” Bob wondered 
whether that figure included some of the screws. 


The young screw showed Bob into his new home. Bob was appalled; 
he just flopped onto the iron cot exhausted from the day’s ordeal. 


The screw slammed the steel door shut making a loud clang that 
resounded in Bob’s head until he fell asleep. 


Bob was wakened early next morning by the successive banging of 
steel doors being opened; it was morning muster. Bob fell into the file 
of shuffling prisoners making their way to the yard. The prisoners 
formed two rows facing a senior screw who was holding a standard 
issue public service clipboard in his hand. 


As the screw called the names Bob glanced along the row at the 
faces of the other inmates. They were all present, Palaeolithic, 
Neanderthal, early Cro-Magnon and a few gorillas in man suits. Bob 
decided to keep to himself as much as possible. 


Two months passed during which time Bob busied himself with a 
rough routine he’d created, callisthenics in his cell before breakfast; 
walking back and forth in the small yard like a rat trapped in a 
corridor; catching up on his reading in the small prison library; yoga 
postures and attempted meditation at night before retiring. In 
general, building up to a nervous breakdown. 


Bob was in better spirits today, however, as it was his birthday. A 
young screw gave Bob his mail, which contained cards from his 
friends who apologised for not visiting. An ex-girlfriend sent him a 
copy of Papillon, with love; a letter from his mother made no mention 
of his birthday. Bob threw the mail into the nearest bin and headed 
for the amenities block to take a piss. 


Bob was standing at the urinal absorbed by the stream of piss jetting 
against the stained stainless steel trough. He paid little attention to 
the sound of shuffling feet approaching behind him. 


A hairy tattooed arm suddenly gripped Bob from behind gagging his 
mouth; Bob instinctively recoiled but two other lags grabbed each 
arm and dragged him over to a small wooden bench. Bob tried 
desperately to resist but was completely overpowered. His attackers 
pushed his torso across the bench pinning his face hard against the 


mouldy wood. Horrible pain and perverted sexuality saturated the air; 
unshaven stubble pricked his back and neck. Bob’s mind shrilled as 
each attacker had his way. 


The hooter sounded signalling evening muster. Its sound found Bob 
lying alone semi-conscious on the piss-house floor. Bob knew he 
must make the muster, there’d be too much trouble and certain 
reprisals if he didn’t. He slowly picked himself off the floor and 
stumbled into a cubicle. Bob wiped the muck from inside his thighs 
with toilet paper; he pulled his pants up and limped to the muster. 


The role was called. The prisoners proceeded to file indoors for the 
night. Bob looked up at a large picture of the Queen and Prince 
Philip hanging above the doorway. He hadn't noticed the faint smiles 
on their faces before. 


As the prisoners filed past the screws, a senior screw approached 
Bob and slapped him on the back, “I hear its your twenty-first 
birthday today”, he said, “many happy returns of the day.” 
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Selections Mystical Prose and Poetry 


by Lindsay Traynor 

Book Ill in the Series 
Collated and Edited by the moderators of his various websites 
“It is not a matter of laborious achievement, as we have been led to 
believe; it is a matter of Revelation. Everything seen and unseen in 


infinite existence already exists, it is only a matter of Discovery.” — 
Lindsay Traynor 


Standard 


how much pain, discomfort, dis-ease 
and despair is man able to bear 
divorced from Love? 


is there an anatomical region of the 
heart reserved for agony and 
disconnection? it is the same space 
as that which leaps for joy at the 
sight of Your return 


how easily is agony transformed 
into ecstasy — the diabolical twins 
of human nature/emotion oscillating 
one with the other 


You have returned to comfort me 
in a time of great need but u test 
my perseverance and patience on 
every occasion 


i sat like a rock waiting only for 
You; abandoning my worldly 
pursuits to satisfy the great 
yearning of humanity 


i required something simple 

so that all could understand, 
something easy and accurate 
that did not lend itself to 
interpretation, something outside 
the reach of abuse, taint and 
corruption 


and so by persistent inquiry 


u reflected my human dilemma 
back to me with questions: 


is existence forever? 

is perfection corrupt? 

is the immutable stained? 
is Love forlorn? 


You forced me to arrive 
at the single answer myself 


i now have a universal standard 
by which to measure all things 


if they kill in any god’s name 
know that murder is the opposite 
of Love and they kill in their 

own vile names 


if any State pursues war for 
reasons of gain, know that State 
to be evil, perversity itself 


measure each person, State, 
belief, thing by the amount of 
Harmony and Love it, he/she 
generates 


Love emanates from the 

Living source of all things, 
perversity arises from selfishness/ 
separation and leads to ruination, 
agony and death 


that which was given freely 
must be shared and expressed 
freely 


Love embraces all unconditionally 
perversity rejects some in favour 
of exclusivity — infinity is not 
selective or exclusive it saturates 
all time and space as Love, 
Harmony, Knowledge and Bliss 


We have a measure by which all 
things are known — the degree of 
Love generated — is the universal 
standard/measure 


and by way of antithesis, the degree 
of avarice, destruction, disharmony 
and death define the level of 
perversity, shun it 


how much Love, peace and harmony 
do you generate? 


nothing endures that is not of the 
quality of Love 


without Love there can be no peace 
without Love there is no forever 
without Love there is no perfection 
without Love there is no Truth 

and without Truth/Love there is no 
Life 


all living humanity is able to Love, 
hate and desolation are characteristics 
of the loveless and forlorn 


bear ur standard high and know that 
it leads to Truth and emancipation — 


only Truth/Love can set you and the 
world Free 


Sequence 


so many, too many, i've lost count 
of the words that drop like rain 


every word that finds its way into 
a word-chain that weaves a poem 
becomes more than its prosaic 
meaning 


at times it’s almost mystical, sacred, 
holy — yet walking in a forest fallen 
leaves, reaching veins, contours and 
textured geometric patterns reduce 
all the words ever written by man to 
the drivel of a simpleton 


the flower of life makes a mockery 

of the greatest poems/prose ever 
written; the lyricism of the Flower 
sequence, stunning in its mathematical 
simplicity and delivery, belittles all 
limited words 


music is superior to text as it is able 
to elevate the soul (effortlessly) 
without the need to engage mind 


only a famous drunken poet would 
rage into the warm, pregnant, quiet 
of the night 


Secret Heart 


between what is and what is not, 
there 


falling awake or dreaming in sleep 
between reality and illusion, 
there 


something draws you irresistibly 
between the mirror image and that 
which it reflects, 

there 


a promise or a lie hides, luring you 
to discover which 


like an image that casts a shadow 
from somewhere to our dimension, 
there 


a lotus that has not yet opened to 
the sun, everything that is and is 
not entwined together ready to 
reveal its secret heart to the warm 
rays that only you are able to 
radiate 


the lotus flower rooted in mud 

and slime rising from watery 
depths rests neither soiled nor wet 
on the surface waiting for you 
alone 


the radiating sun of your being 
unlocks the secret that is hidden 


in its/your centre 


unforced, deliberate petals open 
to reveal heart but only to you/me 
and the radiating sun of your 
Immortality 


Asynchronicity 


such foolish vanity to imagine we 
are able to perturb nature, the earth 


this place was once molten, devoid 
of oceans/life. fire soewed from 
viscous, burning land; seas formed 
over millennia from the impacts of 
wayward comets 


it could have gone any-which-way 
we are merely the product of 
explosions, collisions and chance 


the wonderful symmetry of life 
capturing everything in its perfect 
harmony, as this continuous dance 
emanates from a perfection that 
few understand and chance is an 
essential player 


and so by chance we inhabit an 
environment, perfectly suited to 

our needs — perfect because we are 
an intrinsic element in its harmony/ 
production 


do we respect our mother earth and 
father sky, do we show reverence? 
no! 


we defile our heritage and despoil 
our inheritance because a demented 
fool inscribed, “subdue the earth,” 
in a ‘holy’ text which led to continued 


perversity until we choked the earth, 
sky, waters and air, without which 
purity our lives become untenable 


such ‘profound wisdom’ is found in 
religious texts — the wisdom of fools 
and the feeble minded; such ruinous 
trash we are told is holy, the word of 
god they say, though man has written 
every perverse and poisonous word 


what god is this that man creates? 

a pretender and deceiver, fashioned 
in his own image, no man-made god 
is able to function as the Creator. life 
only issues from Life, what do the 
dead know of it, what does perversity 
know of harmony and perfection? 


believers will die in torment due to 
perverse and poisonous ways 


from oblivion they watch the earth 
create new harmony and abundant 
life again entirely suited to a new 
environment foreign and antagonistic 
to man 


the only thing lost in this perfection 

is that which loses its connection to 

the greater harmony, the asynchronous 
play of infinite Life everlasting 


discord never persists, unable to gather 
life/energy/knowledge, it suffocates 
itself and fades away never to emerge 
again 


Chill Wind 


a chill wind blows across the 
endless cultural plains denuding 
diversity, fertility, colour and 

the abundance of life, which 
process inevitably leads to 
impoverishment 


without abundant, diverse new 
growth the soil loses its ability 

to nourish, the plains today yield 
only stunted, homogeneous, 
ignorant and illiterate stubble 
lacking any nutritive value, which 
result threatens the continuation 
of all life on the planet 


and so today the world faces 
induced starvation and famine 
of the belly and mind, and as 

is known, a starved mind leads 
to a starved, incapable body 
which advertises its own demise 


it is well said that it’s all written 
in the wind 


Buddhist Nirvana 


the Mahayanists have an expression, “coursing through the void” 
and of course it reveals much 


the ‘void’ in Buddhism is not emptiness,as the word implies in the 
West, it is voluptuous, saturated to the extreme, it designates the 
totality of Being, Infinity and infinity is continuous, kinetic by 
definition, constantly expanding — and so we realise that stasis has 
no part in harmonious Reality 


indeed, as much can be gained from logic. if infinity/reality were 
stationary (static) it would be measurable and everything measurable 
has a beginning and end point, yet infinity by definition is 
beginningless and endless, beyond measure and understanding by 
the culturally created, finite mind 


so according to practice Buddhists engage in the abeyance of the 
finite mind to reveal pure consciousness/continuity or the supreme 
Reality of Being/Nirvana. 


it should be apparent that the finite (thoughts, the measurable 
objective world, etc) are cultural constructs, therefore illusory 
obstructions to pure consciousness/Reality 


the finite (cultural) mind is a superimposition on continuous, 
unfettered consciousness and by eliminating the obstructive process, 
i.e. the train of (finite) thoughts, consciousness is then released and 
flows according to its nature, which is Infinite. 


consequently to be released into the ‘void’ is to “course,” move freely 
with continuous creation/infinity itself 


there are no mysteries in this universe, the above is an open secret, 
as we are already integrated into the cosmic harmony; 
consciousness (as distinct from mind) is our direct bridge/link to 


infinity and to be Conscious/aware in the Real sense is to be 
continuous or immortal, as of course, we by virtue of our Existence 
have always been and will continue to Be as One with cosmic 
creation, which state, i would add has characteristics/qualities: all 
knowledge, ecstatic Bliss and the totality of Presence/Be-ing, which 
is experienced in the all-encompassing Present/Now, as time and 
space are measurable (finite) therefore annihilated by the kinesis of 
Infinity/Being, there is in Reality only One creative continuity. 


and so it is well said by the enlightened that while ‘coursing through 
the Void all is apprehended to be Void’ or the supremely saturated 
state of un-form-ulated Be-ing. 


if there is a mystery it is simply that entities on this plane fail to See, 
and therefore live their puny, finite lives in misery, constant fear, 
ignorance and desperation. it has also been well said that ‘no 
cowards are admitted into paradise.’ Simply assess the lives of the 
Buddha and Christ and ask yourself if they were cowards. 


Heart Sutra 


When the Bodhisattva Avalokitesvara. 

Was Coursing in the Deep Prajna Paramita. 

He Perceived That All Five Skandhas Are Empty. 
Thus He Overcame All Ills and Suffering. 


Oh, Sariputra, Form Does not Differ From the Void, 
And the Void Does Not Differ From Form. 

Form is Void and Void is Form; 

The Same is True For Feelings, 

Perceptions, Volitions and Consciousness. 


Sariputra, the Characteristics of the 
Voidness of All Dharmas 

Are Non-Arising, Non-Ceasing, Non-Defiled, 
Non-Pure, Non-Increasing, Non-Decreasing. 


Therefore, in the Void There Are No Forms, 
No Feelings, Perceptions, Volitions or Consciousness. 


No Eye, Ear, Nose, Tongue, Body or Mind; 

No Form, Sound, Smell, Taste, Touch or Mind Object; 
No Realm of the Eye, 

Until We Come to No realm of Consciousness. 


No ignorance and Also No Ending of Ignorance, 
Until We Come to No Old Age and Death and 
No Ending of Old Age and Death. 


Also, There is No Truth of Suffering, 
Of the Cause of Suffering, 
Of the Cessation of Suffering, Nor of the Path. 


There is No Wisdom, and There is No Attainment Whatsoever. 


Because There is Nothing to Be Attained, 
The Bodhisattva Relying On Prajna Paramita Has 
No Obstruction in His Mind. 


Because There is No Obstruction, He Has no Fear, 
And He passes Far Beyond Confused Imagination. 
And Reaches Ultimate Nirvana. 


The Buddhas of the Past, Present and Future, 
By Relying on Prajna Paramita 
Have Attained Supreme Enlightenment. 


Therefore, the Prajna Paramita is the Great Magic Spell, 
The Spell of Illumination, the Supreme Spell, 
Which Can Truly Protect One From All Suffering Without Fail. 


Therefore He Uttered the Spell of Prajnaparamita, 
Saying Gate, Gate, Paragate, Parasamgate, Bodhi Svaha. 


If you do not understand this most Sublime text 
continue your meditation until you do, and be 
assured you will overcome if you persevere 


Storm 


i only gained what i have when 
i ceased pursuing gain, what i 
have is fleeting and temporary 
yet remains with me, as i have 
ceased attempting to claim 
anything as my own 


from a trickle of existence my 
life has become a raging river 
its power and volume increased 
by abandoning increase or 
struggling to accumulate 


the essence of Tao is to achieve 
non-action via action, a paradox 
to many but after decades of 
using intellect to understand the 
impossible i allowed intuition to 
reveal the meaning of this 
contradiction/paradox 


my only wish is that i had 
understood it sooner though that 
is only a fleeting thought of no 
significant consequence 


in some far away place 
undiscovered by civilisation 

a butterfly sets down on a flower 
to imbibe its nectar 


the mental image appears as if 
in dream, yet it leaves a lasting 
impression — i do not know 


whether it’s a fanciful imagining 
or more real than the choking city 
which i now inhabit 


slowly and deliberately the butterfly 
withdraws and retracts its proboscis 
and flutters into the air 


a storm is approaching from the East 


Jute 


that first meeting delivered more 
than i could handle, sweet youth 


i spoke to her as a man would to 
a woman then nearly fell over 
when she said she was 17, what! 


blurting unguarded, i said, ‘my god, 

i was having lewd thoughts about u,’ 
‘I’m sorry,’ nervously apologising, 

‘17 for god’s sake, u look over 23, 
please excuse my forward approach’ 


she laughed not offended in the least 
then turned on her shopping trolley 
poked her glorious arse at me, curving 
her lower back in perfect primate 
mating fashion 


that was it — i’m not proud of the fact 
that i succumbed to a teenager’s tease, 
‘why, how old are u?’ she asked 

‘well, much older than ur father,’ 

it didn’t faze her in the least 


we still soeak, she doesn’t curve 

the small of her back anymore yet she 
persists in being that person i could 
shamelessly ravage but chronology and 
propriety are against my primal instincts 


iim such a gentleman - damn it! 


Page 


it's Snowing on my page, which 
is warm with fervent desire to 
communicate the intricacies of 
the divine geometry of every 
flake of snow 


not one flake since the very first 
snowfall has ever been replicated, 
every individual snowflake is new 

in design yet snow appears the same 


the object is to somehow capture 
and express this unique design — 
snowfall is common yet hidden 
within each flake is a new pattern 


O, it’s snowing again, they remark, 
but always overlook the beauty 
hidden in every flake 


words fall onto my heated page, 
they melt immediately returning 
to their liquid, intuitive form, 
devoid of crystal patterns and 
uniqueness 


have i missed my opportunity to 
capture nature’s continuous creation, 
which deplores uniformity and 
conformity? 


the process of writing is always the 
same, but hidden within each piece 
is something new 


O, he’s writing again, they remark, 
yet the desire to capture that hidden 
beauty is what draws me back to 
the page to write another poem and 
make another attempt to transmit 
something that defies transmission/ 
harnessing 


language is fluid like water but within 
it somewhere is the possibility that 

a writer may be able to change state 
and express that which defies 
expression; however, the hot page 
of the reader’s mind reduces the 
attempt to its subjective liquid 

form 


my determination to capture that 
which cannot be captured was/is 
driving me to distraction, i was forced 
to resign myself to the parched reality 
that the medium and inscriber are not 
to blame, it isn’t a personal failure, 

or is it? 


intuition, the living cord that connects 

us all to nature’s creation informs me 
clearly that soon the medium i will use 
will capture the uniqueness of every 
snowflake and every manifest thing in 
creation expressing the most impossible 
dream would come as easy as breathing 


but that ‘language’ is not of this limited 
world, infinity is only understood and 
expressed by infinite beings not those 


constrained and shackled by this limited 
culture 


the first snow of the season begins to 
fall and punctuate the view from my 
studio window 


Slaves of Love 


(An approach to understanding Karma) 


Western students have immense difficulty understanding the very 
Eastern concept of Karma. Too often Judaeo-Christian (Zoroastrian 
originally) principles of light-dark, God-Satan, good-bad and all the 
other polar and binary oppositions pollute perception. Had Newton 
been a philosopher instead of a mathematician and physicist he 
would have made an even greater contribution to Western society. 
His understanding of the Laws of action/reaction are very close 
indeed. 


Western students would serve themselves well to resist their cultural 
tendency to appreciate Karma (emotionally) as good and bad — it is a 
universal (not binary) Law of action seeking Harmony through 
reaction; or infinity’s dance toward perfect balance (or pralaya) to 
which we/everything are inexorably headed. 


We are the result of Karma — the cycle of emergence, divergence 
and absorption — would we begrudge our own existence, or be 
fearful of the purpose of our lives? Difficult to explain, perhaps 
approaching the subject in the negative may make it easier to grasp. 


The greatest obstacle to understanding Karma is the erroneous 
belief in the concept of ‘free will.’ Has anyone ever analysed this 
most absurd proposition? If there really were such a thing as ‘free 
will,’ then we would not suffer the consequences of our actions. 
What a tragedy that would be — a meaningless existence in a 
meaningless universe. Let me state quite emphatically, this universe 
knows exactly where it is headed but the ‘route’ is not 
predetermined. Therefore, there is meaning in the movement of 
arriving (Karma). 


Any perversion toward permanent disintegration in the universal flux 
meets with a re-balancing or correction. Humans experience this 


directive principle as pleasure or pain, discomfort/dis-ease etc. If 
there were such a thing as ‘free will’ we would be devoid of these 
experiences. 


| would mention here that fatalism or the notion that “it is written,” 
predetermination, is also an absurd proposition because it attempts 
to negate, in the opposite way, taking responsibility for our actions; 
or that the universe follows a fixed course, which infers that 
Universal Creation is dull. Following any fixed pattern is death 
indeed. 


We are all acutely aware of the consequences of our actions in 
thought, word and deed. So, if there is no ‘free will’ or 
predetermination then what? 


We have freedom to choose and experience the consequences of 
those choices. And freedom ‘to Know,’ or learn from experience. We 
can do anything within our personal capability but we cannot avoid 
the consequences of our actions. We can learn from our experiences 
or repeat them until we do — but learn we must. 


Einstein was surely correct when he stated, “God does not play dice 
with the universe” — furthermore, Stephen Hawking is also correct 
when he stated that “Not only does God play dice with the universe, 
but sometimes he throws the dice where they can’t be seen.” 
Einstein and Hawking omitted to mention that dice are thrown onto a 
‘table/field’ with clearly defined Laws. 


An analogy may help to ‘weld’ these explanations together. Few 
have attempted to elucidate the full implications of Karma for obvious 
reasons — the knowledge of Karma is beyond linguist apprehension. 
Nonetheless, an attempt is preferable to none. 


If we transpose the personal “freedom to choose” within a 
predetermined outcome (destination or final culmination) onto a 
universal model, we could use the analogy of snowfall. We all know 
that snow is nothing more than flakes/crystals of ice, with an 


interesting characteristic. The beautiful (Mandalic) geometric pattern 
in the snowflake is unique; never repeated exactly the same in any 
occurrence of snowfall. This Mandalic form represents our freedom 
to choose and adopt a unique approach or identity in the cosmic play 
though all snowflake crystals have an inherent hexagonal design 
though never expressed in the same way twice. This is the joy in 
which creation revels because nothing knows in advance what form 
each ‘ice crystal’ will take. 


Pralaya, or absorption achieved through perfect equilibrium, is 
always the outcome of universal creation. But the form (or character) 
in the (grand) pattern is different with each new creative cycle — 
whereas the Karmic Laws (of action/reaction) determining the 
outcome or culmination, remain inviolate. Karma is the governing 
principle for maintaining Harmony in the creative process. 


We are designed, not by accident, to be transceivers (receivers and 
transmitters) of universal Harmony or Love. Is it not preferable to 
learn from Karma and surrender to our innate nature and discover 
for ourselves the Bliss and Joy that is our heritage? Or would we 
delay by opting for the ‘Prozac’ or ‘bottle’ etc, in order to temporarily 
avoid the pain of our perversities? 


Take ‘stock’ and learn — the earth’s weather patterns have been 
disrupted by pollution and environmental vandalism; the fury of 
nature re-balancing weather patterns will cost more (in destruction) 
than the profits of the Corporations who directly and indirectly 
created the imbalance — learn. 


Are we in any doubt that fear, hatred, selfishness etc., are creating 
all the social and personal conflict on the planet — learn. 


There is a local planetary catastrophe looming in the very near future 
— the destruction and magnitude of which the human race has never 
seen. The principal cause is a major ‘psychic’ disturbance in the 
universal flow of Harmony. Karma ensures that Cosmic Harmony 
maintains itself. Thoughts, words and deeds are things/forces. The 


accumulated effect of hate, fear, violence, selfishness, disrespect 
and above all, lack of Love and understanding has created an 
appropriate reaction. 


“We can learn from our experiences or repeat them until we do — but 
learn we must.” 


Endnote: 

It would be remiss of me to complete this paper in the negative, so | 
offer a solution to understanding Karma and leading a harmonious 
life. 


If you would seek release/Liberation, then surrender completely. 
Interesting paradox, isn’t it? 


Dialogue 


i spoke to my heart, it did not 
answer — where are u heart, i 
need u now? 


i am here, it responded faintly, 
why so faint heart, ur voice 
was once clear and resounding? 


i have not removed myself to 
distant lands of torment, you 
have left me forlorn 


i need u heart, i would never 
forsake u 


surely u know i have always 
sustained ur life not from 
movement alone, i beat for 
Love’s sake and for love i 

pulse with the harmony of 
creation, all existence is Love 
manifest; u are troubled because 
u have drifted, beguiled by lies 
and deceit 


O, heart, i weep for myself and 
lament that folly has overtaken 
me 


heart responded clearly, without 
me to guide you, u are dead tho 
i would maintain ur life as long 
as possible, but what is a life 
devoid of Love? a walking death 


in a living hell — am i party to 
perversion and abhorrence? 
surely not 


thank you my heart, i will anchor 
myself in ur loving guidance and 
steer my life according to ur 
compass 


never again will i stray 
from my Love and Life 


Mystery of the Jar 


old Lu loosened his robe, 
the young inquirer anticipated 
an answer to his question 


fetch me a pitcher of water and 
a jar. old Lu filled the jar to the 
brim — now, empty the jar 


the questioner did as requested 
and poured the water onto the 
ground; empty the jar old Lu 

said again — the young inquirer 
said he had emptied it as requested 


how do u expect to empty this jar 
when you cannot see that it is full? 


Gift 


like rain the strains of ur lute 
refresh my parched spirit, 

i have been running all my life 
but ur magical melody allowed 
me to stop, cease my needless 
spinning and lift my head to 

the heavens — the sky shimmers 
in joy 


i imagined i was alive but i was 
just another of the walking dead, 
what do the dead know of life? 
morbidity/death is the realm 

of the dead and life is only for 
the living 


i spread my arms across the 
living, pulsing universe, free 
of all my self-imposed prisons 


free 
of all culture’s poisonous narratives 
and ideologies 


free 
of every manufactured, learned 
falsity of man 


You were always there, above me, 
below me, all around me waiting 


now | embrace You alone and will 
never let u go 


Shadow Play 


shadow puppets play tonight 
moving in two dimensions 
across the screen 


puppets outlined by a light 
source behind them are 
skilfully manoeuvred by 
puppeteers playing out age 
old themes that haven't 
changed since the dawn 

of civilisation 


tonight one puppet moves 
away from the screen toward 
the Light and becomes a 
three dimensional being 
ruining the play forever 


Released 


waiting for the first opportunity 
i released it across the approaching 
dawn and into the soft night sky 


it burst its bank and kept flowing 
making the mighty rivers of the 
earth appear as mere trickles 


it hasn't stopped since, it now fills 

all space, time and dimension yet 

it continues unexhausted, increasing 
as it overwhelms everything 


nothing is able to diminish or impede 
its expansion; we are borne on it, 
sustained and defined by it; the Love 
You released in me all those years ago 
though i couldn't bear its intensity 

and absolute selfless purity 


it assassinated who i was and 
transformed me into a Being 
forever intoxicated in its wonder 


we brushed briefly past each other 
all those years ago yet the encounter 
was the flint that sparked a galactic 
storm and dance into eternity from 
which i would never return to the 
limitations of formulated, contained 
humanity 


U appear at times in realities and 
dreams, this love weaves as it 


spreads from my heart and bursts 
through my brain showering all 
existence in its glory 


u have made me a foreigner, an 
alien on this planet — though alone 
i am forever grateful for the gift u 
unknowingly bestowed 


i cannot help but Love you always 


Able 


try to imagine a moving centre that 
is at once a centre and circumference 
—u may get a glimpse 


if u are able to hear thunder in perfect 
silence u may have a sense 


if the centre u wish to hold and 
anchor ur life to is beyond grasping 
or apprehending, u may have learned 
something of value 


there is a state of awareness tho 
non-specific or measurable that 
spells perfection, it reflects itself 

in the patterns of nature, the perfect 
geometric forms that indicate 
continuity 


its harmony is beyond the empirical 
senses and out of reach for the most 
learned in the ways of man 


it is beyond time and defies space, 
it is the realm of Gods that weave 
Being into the nothingness and 
dance/kick galaxies into creation 


it is between the seen and unseen, 
neither inside nor outside, above 
or below — it is beginningless and 
endless and permeates all things 
while harbouring no notion of self 
or identity 


turn to it to locate ur perfect peace, 
love and fulfilment as it is sure 
unlike the transience of this world 
and the errant ways of mortals 


if u discover it u will see it 
everywhere and keel in its awe, 
bliss and ineffable Love, u — 
would know it as the source and 
sustainer of all things 


it is always open, never closed to 
any thing, everything exists in its 
ever expanding embrace tho it 
captures/grasps nothing not even 
itself 


u would locate it easily via selfless 
Love or simply letting go and 
casting urself adrift in its shoreless 
sea/see of joy 


do not ask me how i see it, See for 
your Self 


Pushing Perfection 


if u can’t see it u are blind and 

i do not refer to the eyes, which 
are only apertures and lenses, 
the organ of sight is the brain 
which houses the mind 


in the midst of the horror and 
besieged at every angle i am 
frequently asked, ‘what sustains 
u, does /t not get to u?’ 


no it doesn't, as i see only the 
perfection, the Love and 
continuous harmony; i see thru 
the horror, and beyond to behold 
the pristine, shining its joy, hiding 
nothing of its ecstatic perfection, 
inviting everything into its 
harmony and ineffable peace 


so in the midst of the contorted 
reality of man, perfection remains 
inviolate 


surely if a duck’s feather repels 
water and remains dry do u doubt 
nature has not endowed you with 
gifts and attributes to remain 
untainted in any quagmire of 
unreason, poisonous ideology and 
created cultural perversity 


but to be blind to the perfection 
removes the impervious protective 


layer and the filth then pollutes 
mind, being and enslaves with 
chains of fear, uncertainty and 
dread 


finite words cannot translate or 
render the infinite or perfection 

tho other means of communication 
are available but only to those able 
to See 


and so not to leave u forlorn i am 
only able to infer and allude; 

u must be fearless, undaunted and 
true to ur innermost Self — ur real 
organ of sight and awareness 
would then blossom like a flower 
seeking the warm protective rays 
of Truth 


Climbing Mountains 


climbing mountains is not a sport 
nor is it the desire of an ego-bound 
narcissist that delights in the glory 
of conquest, ‘i did it,’ where’s the 
camera? a wasted endeavour as the 
real pinnacle is missed 


climb like a monk enraptured in 
unceasing prayer/meditation for the 
same reason ascetics seek solitude 
to achieve dissolution and union 


mountain peaks offer a new 
perspective free from the smothering 
density of the low ground, the 
rarefied air is clean and the light 
intense; of what use is dragging a 
body to the summit if not to free 

the mind enabling it to soar above 
the peaks? 


climbing mountains is an art that 
requires skill to master, the first 
step is as important as the last 
tho the highest peaks cannot be 
found on any land 


the mountain that towers above 
Everest is the mountain of shit that 
exists in the mind; climb that obstacle 
with its deadly deadly crags, ridges 

and slopes and you would have 
conquered the highest peak imaginable 


Abandoned 


my muse has abandoned me, what 
will i do for cerebral sex, should i 
wait patiently for her return? she 
always returns tho at times without 
notice 


in the meantime i may be forced 
to settle for the physical variety, 
a very poor substitute 


perhaps she is attending other poets 
or is off on some wild sapphic tryst, 
she shows no favour to gender 


but more likely she hasn't left me 

at all — it may be i have simply 

lost my way and dulled my senses 
with mundane and other meaningless 
worldly distractions 


yes, | now feel her approaching in the 
nick of time 


in desperation | retrieved the number 
of a tedious physical convenience, 
fortunately i didn’t press call 


Flow 


willows sway and weep, the 
breeze moves through its draped 
leaves, aquatic birds skim the 
surface of lakes and ponds, 
flying and skimming to rest on 
the water 


Being pulses its eternal beat 
and rhythm through every living 
thing tho few humans respond to 
its rarefied scintillations and 
indescribable beauty 


ceaseless, it courses through veins 
and nerves exploding softly in the 
brain then returning through ‘tubes’ 
of light to its source only to rise 
again in a never ending cycle of 
flowing and ebbing tides of bliss 


pure Life, beyond cognition — 

the dynamic of Being is Life 
unqualified though Be-ing qualifies 
all Life 


the dead concern themselves with 
death interning their kind in coffins 
of formality, burying all that Life 
offers — for the dead life is only 
repeated patterns of static formality 


Eternity is without beginning or end 
beyond the reach of form-ality, 
the dead that inhabit a dead realm 


know nothing of it, the socialised 
interned remain dead to Life 


the sun’s beams strike a quartz rock 
and explode into colour, the living 
Australian desert brims with Life 
though few venture to its heart 
where the moving rainbow serpent 
dwells 


Fire and Ice 


the billowing sails of dreams 
starkly contrast the lead weight 
of reality 


aman sees a rose growing on 
a ravaged planet where little 
grows; in his imaginings he 
sees spires of ice reaching 
toward the sun, blurred by the 
aftermath of eruptions, ash and 
the permanent dust of war — 
black rain slowly extinguishes 
the life that remains 


his mind tells him that no roses 
are able to grow since the war 

that ended everything extinguished 
all plant life that once carpeted the 
planet 


a poisoned planet cannot produce 

a rose yet the rose is real though the 
man’s experience denies his sight 
he sees ice where no ice is visible 
and death where life struggles 

to reassert itself 


thousands of risings and settings 
roll together to produce a permanent 
twilight 


he is responsible for the war he 
knows it now, he did nothing when 
malevolence germinated, and watched 


while it spread like a plague; he 
watched while others were slaughtered 
imagining it couldn't happen to him 

but plagues know no boundaries or 
recognise foolish imaginings 


his failure was not unique but his 
survival a miracle or torture, he 
remains alive to witness the fruits 
of his inactions and cowardice 


bedevilled he screams, his sticky 
sweat oozing through the filth on 
his body as he stumbles toward 
the rose 


delirious he tears the tiny rosebush 
from the ground oblivious to its 
thorns which pierce and tear his 
bloodied flesh. he holds the bush 
aloft howling like a demon 


drowning in anguish a moment of 
Clarity returns to haunt him, he sees 
the rosebush is real and realises that 
he destroyed the last remnant of 
beauty/life on the continent 


Flowing 


it's flowing again smooth as 
liquid silk; i always greet its 
return like a long lost love but 
never lament its departure as 
all is transitory in this world 
including the ecstatic embrace 
of my beloved muse 


lift me from the mire of men 
and abandon me in paradise 

i forget how many pleas i have 
made as ease, peace and bliss 
overwhelm my being 


this sense of return, belonging, 
fulfilment must surely be 
consistent yet it is fleeting 
though when it occurs every 
thing is drenched in its presence 


i am left to wonder whether it 
issues from deep inside myself 
or is it Some mysterious external 
occurrence, as the difference of 
subject and object blurs into a 
single pervading presence 


i am too intoxicated to continue 
as it’s been a while and i must 
surrender completely and savour 
every drop until its inevitable 
departure 


forgive me, iam losing my Self 


somewhere in paradise though | 
would write a final line or two 
before my keyboard dissolves 


after every return and departure 

i am left with an understanding 
that it is forever and it’s my mental 
meanderings that momentarily 
break the spell 


it's taken this tiny effort to clumsily 
intimate Eternity, but who would 
read and appreciate a one word 
poem expressed by my muse but 
me? 


Radiant 


from light into Light though 
darkness is ever present like 
a hammer searching for a nail 


besieged by every possible 
perversity we are shaped/ 
pounded into a false, perverse, 
cultural reality 


rage against this superimposition/ 
opaqueness of social space like 
drunken poets of the past 


allow nothing to contain or 

hide your Light; refuse every 
attempt to diminish its clarity 

and luminescence and you would 
never be captured or contained 
by the darkness and filth that 
envelopes this corrupt world 


Night 


as the sun dips light is displaced 
by night though it is believed that 
light overcomes the dark 


night eases, daylight shrieks, my 
preference is easy; under the 
pregnant softness of night all 
manner of subtle activities take 
place, humans and animals sleep 
resting from the incessant chatter 
of day — no-one is speaking or 
listening 


in the quiet the universe spreads 
its sensual darkness punctuated 
only with the flickering sparks of 
silver stars 


nothing disturbs the poets etching 
dreams in the night sky and flying 
bright arcs among the fixed stars 


Ventricular Poetry 


it is the heart that creates but 
it’s the mind that writes and 
reads, however, the heart 
receives more praise though 
it's only a pump 


perplexed by this disparity of 
credit i decided to tear my 
heart from my chest, it was 
easy i simply fell in love 

and allowed my feline mate 
to behave instinctively 


surgeons have much to learn 
from their method as no 
physical scars are evident 
though the heart has been 
excised with precision and 
offered as a sacrifice, though 
gods have little need of hearts, 
they live on lies and the 
machinations of men 


yet hearts remain as trophies 
notched on fang or claw so 
itis a simple matter to remove 
it from its place 


after its excision the ‘surgeon’ 
has no further use for it, its 
separation is all that mattered 
so i took the opportunity to 
inspect this organ to discover 
its poetic magic 


its outward appearance revealed 
nothing but a bloody mess so i 
sliced it open and viewed its 
secret chambers, indeed it is true, 
all poetry issues from the heart, 
as traces on its inside walls 
indicate 


strange striations and cellular 
patterns — revealed how 
flowing warm blood etches our 
experience into vast libraries of 
joy and despair 


Haunted 


a ghost that cannot be exorcised 
taunts humanity, it issues from 
the ‘dark side’ — embraced by 
leaders of the star and spangle 
that serve it 


its malevolence knows no limit 

the blood of countless innocents 

it consumes to satiate its diabolical 
thirst 


it is the antithesis of life, of 
everything good and worthy 
of existence under the sun 


whispering constantly in our left 
ear, it seduces us to acquiesce to 
murder, plunder, destruction, 
selfishness and apathy 


it finds expression only in our 
weakness and complacence but 
is held in check by the moral and 
courageous qualities we all 
possess 


there is no killing this thing, it is 
our other side, named the great 
adversary by some but it is 
contained by our nobility, 
bravery, compassion and will to 
survive 


we must bind this demon or be 


enslaved and destroyed by its 
unspeakable evil, there are no 
options but to fight it or die 


freedom is a dream if we fail to 
resist, our joy remains crucified 
if we surrender 


discover it staring back in a mirror 
informing us with its corrupting 
visage that we must act and be 
vigilant against it, there is no 
evading it 


we must confront and overcome it 
or perish 


Love and brotherhood conquers 
all but this thing only conquers 
evil and weak Americans — 

we all know it, history is our 
witness 


Until 


i write until i tear open the 
page and plummet thru into 

a world without restrictions 

no longer confined by a 
screen or A4 paper, the 
medium and message entwine 
around my brain which never 
sleeps or ceases to create 


i remember the brush strokes 
that swept across hand made 
paper with the ease of an 
autumn breeze, no semantic 
strain was required only a deft 
hand and the ceaseless flow 
of creation 


today i tap a keyboard clickety 
clack whack, a suitable encoder 
for the digital age but it pales 
against the turns of my rhythmic 
wrist and sweeps of my hand 
on broad paper; the past easily 
overcomes the present 


there is nothing spontaneous 
about typing, the means 
formulates the message so i 
must force entry into the portal 
of dreams which once opened 
like a lover’s thighs caressed 
by slow deft hands 


with bamboo pipe and human 


hair brush each fine filament 
depositing ink ending in a fine 
fading fray, the art of which is 

to perfect the sweep, line, 
character and the amount of 
ink each brush-stroke deposited 
onto paper 


that was the art of writing, now 
writing is the art, so i am writing 
you! 


you imagine i jest but no, with 
every word i force you to decode 
i steal ur mind, come closer | 
must whisper a secret — i have 
learned to write with my cock 
and what marvels it produces 

in salacious minds but i refrain 
from description here as this is 
a technical piece 


perhaps another time when ur 
medium is more receptive — 
a gentle stroke of paradise 


Land of Han 


in the ancient land of Han i 
sipped moonbeams while 
others sipped wine 


it is where i first learned to 
write or rather render characters 
onto rice paper with a soft 
brush and the blackest ink 


the art was to capture the form 
and express meaning with 
minimal strokes of a bamboo 
brush and deft, spontaneous 
rhythms of the hand 


it is where i learned to whisper 
to the breeze and write on fluid 
mediums 


while i composed poetry in the 
land of Han western devils 
were fucking their sisters in 
caves and hunting in packs like 
wild dogs, such are their bestial 
origins 


scholars were respected by 
nobles and poets were honoured 
among the literate classes and 
government alike while the dogs 
of the west roamed in tribes and 
engaged in brutal combat with 
competing warring tribes 


i learned the secrets of water 
and the Tao unwritten and 
untrodden, such was the 
sophisticated culture of Han 


after my burial the emperor 
lamented the loss of a respected 
adviser on government and 
strategic matters of war, 

though i never divulged that 

i learned my secrets from 
observing water and coursing 
the Tao 


the wind continues to carry the 
whispers of that day 


later i was born in the land of 
the Franks where i learned the 
arts of sorcery and magick and 
established myself as healer of 
mind and body 


many more deaths and births 
ensued until today where i am 
located in the ancient Southern 
Land where i learned the 
Dreaming from a society more 
ancient than the people of Han 

— it is where i learned to listen, 
see and read the whispers i made 
thousands of years past 


my skills are beyond the reach 
of white men that only yesterday 
roamed like ravenous dogs 


they continue to war and ruin 
everything they touch and 
persist in fucking their sisters 
and daughters, though in 
secret today 


and so the land of Han has 
called me back to deal with 
this sick menace 


the ancient emperor i once 
served is a formidable general 
today, together we have contrived 
a plan that will ensure the victory 
of Han against the warring, 
western devils 


while coursing the Tao | 
discovered the secret location 
of my ancient grave; my bones 
remain undisturbed and my 
vault contains the written 
secrets that are carried on the 
wind for those able to read and 
See in the land of Han 


Mind’s Eye 


as a child i often wondered 
why i could see with eyes 
closed, though that seeing is 
not the seeing of eyes 


swirling coloured lights 
and images fleeted across 
the screen of my mind 

as i lay waiting for sleep 
to intervene 


a continuous kaleidoscopic 
movie beamed from some 
secret projector, which filled 
me with curiosity until one 
night i decided to exert some 
influence and discovered i 
could freeze any frame and 
study it as it slowly melted 
away 


the more i exercised this 

faculty the more i learned 

about its source — the observer 
and observed were inseparable, 
i was watching myself, the 
gizzards of my entire being 

not limited by time or space, 

3D viewing in its original 

form 


the sequence seemed incoherent, 
lacking thematic continuity 
but that was not the case 


i was watching the content 
of my mind, soul and spirit 
arranged by some abstract 
formula offered it seemed for 
a final edit or perhaps to 
instruct 


as i gained proficiency in this 

art i discovered i was able to 
project ‘myself’ outside my 

body and view it lying inert 

on the bed and then by 
imagining any person or 

location i was immediately 
transported, no corporeal object 
was able to obstruct me reaching 
my destination 


and so this world of foul and 
wonderful secrets became an 
open book for me to read at 
will 


Rage 


the sea rages tonight colliding 
with ferocity against the shore 
which obstructs its course 


rocky barriers shoot waves 
skyward releasing spray that 
drenches my face and salts my 
lips — yet of its own accord 
the sea remains calm 


the enormous energy it releases 
is the result of external forces 
acting on it; the sea in essence 
is imperturbable though its 
appearance deceives the 
desensitised and unthinking 


appearances always deceive 
quite reflection reveals much 


i scream against the wind 
responding to the night yet my 
scream is muted by the mighty 
roar — no man or beast is able 
to compete with the forces of 
nature 


a seabird dislodged from its 
shelter twists and turns in the 
buffeting wind crying, it 
instinctively finds a course with 
subtle twists of wings and turns 
of its body to eventually return 
to the safety of the cliffs 


i marvel that no civilised human 
abruptly faced with death or 
crisis is able to react so perfectly 
to the forces that prevail against 
it, the instant reaction of a bird’s 
brain and body put all man’s 
achievements to shame 


my arrogance and pride draw me 
closer to the edge of the cliff 
fighting the headwind with every 
step, not fully sensitive to its 
random directions 


i reach the precarious edge, as i 
do the headwind ceases and 
changes direction, my forward 
force and the wind burst from 
behind sees me easily plummet 
off the edge to my death 


Exotic 


i rode Love and Peace to 
arrive here in this place, 
there are no other means 
of reaching this destination 


carried on wings that never 
fail, intoxicating sights, 
sounds and scents which 
inexorably draw fearless 
Lovers from whatever 
assaults their sensibilities, 
hearts and souls 


it is good to be here again 
though i have faltered 
allowing myself to be taken 
by steel and glass towers, 
gold chalices, silver trinkets, 
sunken baths and every form 
of indulgence and decadence 
imaginable — the promise of 
success in Babylon 


but after a fleeting moment of 
indulgence i returned to myself 
and now view these articles of 
faith/success as baubles and 
trinkets 


what matter a gold or silver 
Chalice, it is merely a drinking 
vessel, its only value lies in 
false value that serves to hide 
frightening panic and the 


insecurity of knowing one has 
wasted a life in pursuit of the 
shit-encrusted anus of 
civilisation 


i have tasted and indulged in the 
best this culture has to offer its 
bonded slaves — worshippers at 
this altar are never scarce, they 
throng to surrender their souls 
and chase meaninglessness, 
vacuity and death 


few admit they have wasted their 
lives pursuing appearances and 
the valueless artefacts of a 
perverse culture 


the high priests of perversity 
waited for me to enter their secret 
chamber, decorated with a skull 
and crossed bones — join us, you 
have reached the final threshold, 
the priests announce with imagined 
authority, yet it became apparent 
they were deluded slaves to their 
perversity and blind manias, my 
real jewels i had discovered late, 
we are all born with the ability 

to transcend, to discern and 
manoeuvre through haunted hells 
and screaming pits of insanity 

to emerge unscathed in the end 


i rejected a seat with the rulers 
of the world but before i turned 
my back on the high priests and 


their offer i said, what do you offer 
the world you own? perpetual war, 
death, destruction and ruination, 

a prize fit for the rulers of hell 


every curse, filth and threat 
uncontrollably issued from the 
mouths of the priests, they had 
never before been refused 


as i turned You came in brilliance, 
kissed me on the mouth and granted 
me wings that transported me to 
paradise 


in this place of exaltation, Love 
blooms and bears myriad fruits that 
contain the nectar of Immortality 


“the wings of Love and Peace 
delivered me safely to this place, 
there are no other means 

of reaching this destination” 


Return 


you bind me forever like a 
babe in the womb nourishing 
my existence 


but i am born, now full grown 
yet your luminescent cord tugs 
at my soul and agitates the 
essence of my being 


i cannot escape, though in my 
folly i have tried numerous times 
but you refused to release me 


should i resign myself to slavery? 
no, it is not the chain that shackles 
slaves that binds me to you; it is 
Love, liberation that you offer, 

a cord to a lost child in the forest 
of illusion is the surest path back 
home 


if you would only surrender to 
my/your call my cord would 
tighten magically and draw you 
to me without effort or exertion 


how | yearn, with the yearning 

of lost loves to return and leave 
this place of foreboding, not yet, 
you say, complete what i/you have 
designed and you need not entreat 
me to take you into my arms 


the surest path to fulfilment is 


your personal course, a course 
you created for yourself before 
birth, there is no escaping your 
own designs 


you have a task to complete, a 
task you set yourself you know it, 
only on completion will you soar 
heavenward on the wings you 
have earned for your salvation 


before i take you, you must first 
accept yourself and the heavens 
will open like a cosmic flower 
that pollinates the void with stars, 
only then would you return like 
the iridescent bird of paradise 
that you are 


but how often have i sung your 
praises in word, deed and thought? 
but they fail to heed, though i 

have shouted from mountain tops 
and sown my song on the desert 
wind, the world is no stranger to 

its melody 


but the deaf fail to hear and the 
blind fail to see, surely it is futile 
to persist? 


so i have composed a last refrain 
a new melody and verse that i 
will seed to the stars so the music 
becomes light and in every 
starlight flicker they will see 

your name written in Eternity 


Enlightenment 


like a scroll that unrolls 
endlessly, Life -- seek its 
meaning, its peculiar trajectory 
which defines your purpose, 
origin and destination 


the script is indecipherable 
in areas, obscuring and 
thwarting attempts to fathom 
its secret but the search 
continues in earnest 


trace it to its origin sure in 
the knowledge that its source 
reveals its final destination 


frayed edges betray the 
calamities of the sojourn 

yet they also indicate an 
enduring quality and specific 
character uninterrupted by 
birth and death -- never lose 
faith in it as its characters 
become clearer, decipherable, 
endowing power, faith and 
strength which qualities 
combine to increase 
understanding 


slowly it begins to reveal its 
secrets 


Liberation is not the exception 
it is the rule 


Eyes 


ur eyes penetrate my vulnerable 
defences so i allow them to 
explore the endless maze of my 
inner being, a place where angels 
fear to tread 


i often wonder why ur heavy 
with yearning eyes seek this 
trepidation 


i would gladly accommodate 

u if i could but i imagine what 
u seek i am not able to provide 
so remain myself 


perhaps it is exactly that, you 
seek to change what u fell in 
love with 


if i acquiesce understand that 
we both lose 


so explore every aspect of my 
being, feel ur way thru, iam 
aware of every curious move 
u make 


be aware that certain spaces 
contain all manner of experience, 

i do not venture into some recesses 
myself but you are welcome 


beware of what u might discover, 


as angels fear to tread for 
good reason 


Gross 


interesting word, like a line in 

a poem that clangs or a phrase 
that subverts nice civilised people 
like, ‘follow your heart’ 


why follow a mindless organ 
when there are other more 
enjoyable mindless body-parts 
to choose from, like following 
your mindless cock or cunt? 


but its a circular pursuit as it 
always leads u back to where 
u started 


so what is really gross? 


is it the fact that the world’s 
leading civilian killing nation 
accuses other nations of terrorism 
when its killing record is horrific 
and without peer, killing half a 
million Iraqi children under 10 
with medical embargoes was, 
“worth it,” remember? 


murder is obscene but who is 
guilty of the obscenity? is it 

the masses that accept such 
flagrant crimes against humanity 
passively and refuse steadfastly 
to address the actions their 
leaders take? 


not really, the duping of an entire 
nation using the same old tired 
media tricks and orchestrated 
events is clearly gross and thick 


the media screams and saturates 
the airwaves with herrings and 
lies prior to any planned illegal 
activity 


the US invades weaker nations, 
assassinates elected legitimate 
leaders that do not comply with 
US corporate interests and installs 
puppet regimes that allow 
rapacious corporations to plunder 
everything of value leaving ruin 
and devastation in their wake 


where is the media coverage once 
the US has taken a target nation 
and left chaos, mayhem and 
permanent destabilisation? 
predictably silent! 


what is gross? the fact that the 
US lies, no! it’s the same shame 
as any colonial power 


it is duped, mindless citizens 

that are at fault; it’s the vacuum 
between the ears/eyes and brains 
of the moronic masses that is 
‘gross, tho poets are not literalists 
or moralists but You pretend to be 


Lost Love 


shooting stars are said to 
be the souls of lovers 
searching for their lost 
love 


if one sleeps out under 
unpolluted clear skies 
it appears there are 
innumerable lost loves 
flashing across the 
warm dark of night 


such stories are usually 
myths based on true 
stories lost to numerous 
renditions over time 


perhaps the lost love is 
not another entity but 

the lost aspect of love 
itself, a person’s desperate 
yearning to find the 
essence of one’s heart 
and soul, fulfilment 

in a word 


such a search would 
traverse the entirety of 
creation as one is not 
fulfilled until love is 
found and embraced 
unconditionally 


it seems that we mistake 


loving another for the 
love of Self - as the love 
of Self is prerequisite 
before love is able to be 
shared with another 


it appears that shooting 
stars never find their 
mark they all burn 

out in a frantic frenzy 
before they merge 

with another 


as i complete this stanza 
the night sky is alive 
with flashing streaks of 
light ending somewhere 
in the dark void which 
gave birth to all stars 


the mysteries of the 
firmament are personified 
by Nuit, Egyptian Goddess 
of the heavens and 
progenitrix of the stars 


it is well that my abode 
is beneath her stars 

as everything must pass 
through this dark place 
before reaching heaven 


Trails 


follow different trails to their 
end and discover they all end 
in the same place; is that really 
so perplexing or unusual? 


people are apt to believe that 
varying directions must lead 
to varying destinations but i 
am not referring to train rides 
or a weekend drive 


if u wish to discover the source 
of all things refuse to dwell on 
the periphery, follow the most 
immediate trails and discover 
they all lead to the brain as 

the real organ of sense, but that 
is not the desired destination 

as the brain is simply a biological 
creation not an end in itself, 
there is more 


it follows that if indeed a single 
event or a single source -- 
absurdly referred to as God -- 
produces all things then that 
source must be traceable/ 
reachable by reversing the 
usual process of pluralistic 
distractions and the tendency 
of the mind to flow out into 
plurality rather than in to 
singularity 


with dogged determination 

pursue the goal and do not 
cease until the source of all 
things is discovered 


sacrilege, the religionists say, 
apprehending 'God' is not done 
by mere mortals, the decision 
rests in God’s mercy or grace 
-- rubbish! 


which omnipresent, omniscient, 
omnipotent God plays hide and 
seek? of course only the false 
Gods created by men to enslave 
and weaken humanity, as God 

is always imminent in its creation; 
what need does an all-powerful 
God have for limited words 

or mortal helpers, is not God 
omnipotent? 


any clown today that professes 
he/she speaks for God or that 
s/he has authority from God 

is a Liar or deluded, pure 

and simple, the world is not 
short of fools 


however, a ‘book’ does exist 
that contains all knowledge 
of God therefore all things, 
that book is Existence -- 

the Creator and the created 
are inseparable 


unrelenting focus and the 


exclusion of all thought leads 
directly to it and ‘it’ is nothing 
other than your unwavering, 
unfettered Consciousness 


is infinity wanting or troubled 
that it must ruminate? Infinity is 
timeless, instantaneous, 
immeasurable and perfect 


existence is continuum without 
past or future, the process of 
continuity only occurs in the 
present/Now, the location of 
Truth/reality 


the human mind has been 
thoroughly corrupted by culture 
and culture only exists in the 
past -- what need of custom or 
culture does infinity have? 


so if u would know the source 
of all things follow any one 
thing back to its source, as the 
source of All things is ONE 


Is It? 


is it better to deny or accept? 


is it better to shed a tear 
or implode? 


is it better to pander or declare? 
is it better to grovel or stand? 


is it better to live a lie or rejoice 
in Truth? 


is it better to dream in sleep or dream 
in wakefulness? 


is reality preferable to fantasy? 
is freedom preferable to slavery? 


is it better to slave for a pittance 
or toil for a fair reward? 


is a banquette more appealing than 
a shit sandwich? 


is it better to believe in yourself 
or believe another? 


is it better to follow your course or 
that of another? 


are free horizons better than living 
in a box? 


is dealing with a problem preferable 
to ignoring it? 


is harmony preferable to discord? 

is perpetual war preferable to peace? 
is unity preferable to division? 

is it better to love or hate? 

is it better to embrace or strike? 


is it better to uphold justice or cower 
in fear to injustice? 


is it better to live or die? 


Nocturnal 


night falls in slow motion 
carried gently on the scent 
of spring flowers, fragrance 
seems to emanate from the 
warm, secure night 


how appropriate the ‘falling’ 
of night though to be accurate 
night is ‘lowered’ by 
disappearing day 


it is daylight that breaks 
impatiently in contrast to the 
tide of night easing, enveloping 
everything, my realm from 

the first 


life does not issue from the 
brightness of day it is 
conceived and gestates 

in pure darkness, safe in 
the homogeneity of 
imperceptibility 


the harsh glare of day shatters 
the peace of night 


my nocturnal allies hide to 
emerge only when undetectable 
to effect the changes that 
astound the creatures of day 


well do they say what day 
is it? 


light is such a lie as it only 
becomes apparent when it 
strikes an object whereas 

night is immediate and requires 
nothing to facilitate its 
enveloping 


it is the difference between 
the long soothing hum and 
the sharp shrill of glaring day 


The Walls of Paradise 


after a lifetime searching i finally 
stood before the locked gates of 
paradise beseeching the gatekeeper 
to allow free passage 


but like a taunting demon the 
gatekeeper remained unmoved 


undaunted i began to circumnavigate 
the impregnable walls, which no-one 
had ever breached and discovered 
that they encompassed all existence; 
what strange barrier must i now 
confront and overcome? 


after numerous futile sweeps looking 
for weaknesses i remembered i was 
not forlorn and that nothing could 
prohibit my entry 


again | approached the gatekeeper 
and discovered he was me, 
outwitting him would be a futile 
pursuit, a stalemate 


to have come this far and stand at 
the gates of the sublime to be refused 
only quickened my efforts to gain 
entry 


time began to play its destructive tricks 
the more i persevered and struggled 
(against myself) the more difficult 

it became 


a lad named Methuselah mocked me 
from a watchtower, the seasons had 
taken their toll 


i staggered to the gate determined but 
not prideful or arrogant; the gatekeeper 
laughed at the sight of me, he had 
retained my youthful appearance and 
mocked the wretched creature 
requesting entry 


such anguish i had never known 
again i remembered who i was 
and sat before the gate with eyes 
riveted on the taunting image of 
my youth as the gatekeeper 


i realised that before i could effect 
the external i needed to transform 
the internal so i sat like a mountain 
unmoved until the screen of my mind 
began to crowd with images of my 
previous lives and experiences 


there is no fear greater than personal 
fear nor any repulsion more loathsome 
than a personal aversion, no hell more 
terrifying than one’s personal hell 


the gatekeeper laughed as he watched 
my face grimace confronting stark 
images of all my personal vulnerabilities, 
fears, aversions and joys 


i nevertheless remained steady, calm 
though slightly agitated by the images 


that flashed across my mind 


i watched until the images lost their 
power to disturb -- experiences charged 
with emotional impact had enslaved me 
for aeons 


the gatekeeper observed my progress 
and became agitated, he began to age 
as i began to grow youthful as we/i 
exchanged states 


nevertheless, i remained steady 
and determined 


soon my emancipation approached 
with the mystic key that unlocks the 
gates of paradise 


it fixed its gaze on me probing for 
aberrations and weaknesses, | 
remained steady, imperturbable 


the walls and gate vanished, i was 
in an open field of dreams and realities 
without clear distinction 


i remained unmoved with unwavering 
focus 


the scene became voluptuous my 
senses reeled -- for such pleasure 

no sense was made, | was overwhelmed 
every known and unknown ecstasy 
danced before me alluring, waiting 

for me to approach, i remained firm 


at that the walls and gate re-appeared, 

i could hear/see running waters, singing 
birds with quivering iridescent plumage, 
all manner of exquisite sights and sounds 


i was not moved, the gatekeeper appeared 
and began to transform in rapid succession 
from my inception through my previous 
lives to Now 


the experience unnerved but i did not 
forfeit my seat 


instantly the gatekeeper vanished i became 
myself again and the gates of paradise 
opened 


i had overcome myself and the world, 

all things yielded and deferred to another 
determined victor who persisted to the 
end 


Siddhartha 


he simply walked from all 
that the world could offer, 
and embarked on a do or die 
effort, a journey, a quest -- 
journeys become quests if 
truth is pursued 


the unchanging, unvarying 

eternal principle that qualifies 

the real, the common factor in 
mystical experiences, the substrate 
of existence, the quality upon 
which everything rests, the 

primary reason of existence 


a certain point is reached in 
human evolution that trips a 
switch, whatever occupation, 
disposition or temperament a 
person had prior to that fateful 
trigger disappears, replaced or 
displaced by an overwhelming 
desire for reality, Truth 


it is not an uncommon experience 

in fact it lies dormant and waiting 

in all humankind; when it strikes 
follow it, refusing invites catastrophe, 
ignore it at your own very real peril, 
this yearning Must be fulfilled 


whatever form it takes in your life, 
when it is time to abandon everything, 
just walk, leave and follow its 


direction to the prize/fulfilment 
at the end 


the holy grail, the immortal foetus 
which restores the memory of how 
and why you originated, who you 
really are 


need i say that it is far from any 
fanciful or wild imagining 


return home never to separate again 
and live as an immortal for eternity 


so when you are overcome by the 
yearning, just walk, walk with 
determination, you will automatically 
tend to your responsibilities with 
purpose, you will never regret the 
decision 


Encounter 


by chance or good fortune 

i saw u, i had forgotten how 
long it had been; ur presence 
captured my memory and 
transformed it into reality 


to be near you again is 
supreme ease, to converse 
with u is liquid music, to 
absorb ur presence is beyond 
description, i am transfixed 
by the sight of u again 


so strong was my longing 
for you i could barely contain 
my civilised manner 


like a demented Christ i 
searched blindly for a cross to 
die on but ur reassuring smile 
and open heart released me 
from my torment, the poison 
tree upon which i am nailed 


why is it that i reject every 
good thing i encounter? the 
Buddhists know the answer 
but this time i shall not be so 
foolish, rare are the real 
treasures of life, and u do not 
know how valued You are 


strangely, the chill mist at 
winter’s dawn does not reach 


my marrow today, so profound 
and lasting ur effect on me 


i am determined to lure u ever 
so gently into my orb to make 
a haven, a safe place for u 


the words i weave for u will 

remove all ur doubts and lift 
the fog of misapprehension; 
it was all my fault but i dare 
not mention it, i will not risk 

losing u over a trifling 


quietly and stealthily vision 
distinguishes a form in the 
soft focus of a misty morn 


soon, very soon in the warm 
light of day everything will be 
Clear 


Truth/Eternity 


my eyes were closed the first 
time i saw the Light -- the 

source of continuous radiance 

is independent of the five senses, 
language, culture or any qualifier 
you care to name 


the quality of that Light is of 
everlasting, it is indisputable 

Truth, not of interpretation, 
conjecture, geometric co-ordinates 
or any measurable method of 
verification/location but of 
Perfection 


words only allude to the ineffable/ 
unutterable, splendour, the 
magnificence of continuous Be-ing 


other signifiers that allude to 
Infinity exist in most languages 

a quality beyond measure and 
description -- have you ever 
attempted to describe infinity with 
finite, linguistic terms? 


understand that whosoever 

claims to utter truth is a liar, 
though mystic poets are able 

to push language to the necessary 
extremes to remind you, or to 
trigger a recollection, a 
remembrance of who/what you 
really are 


Yes, you have it, Truth (Infinity) 

is all-embracing, inclusive by 
nature, beware of exclusivists that 
would attempt to divide the 
continuous, expanding whole, 
they are in opposition and rivers 
do not flow uphill 


their hell is their reward, so 
beware lest they drag you into 
the hole they have dug for 
themselves, their nightmare is 
Not your reality 


understand that (God) Infinity 

is unable to hide by nature, 

it saturates all existence, forever; 
you are surrounded, permeated, 
absorbed, saturated in its 
Perfection 


how is it you remain ignorant, 
unaware of Your splendour? 


Fear is the only barrier that is 
able to separate you from the 
knowledge and bliss you 
inherently possess; and to be 
perfectly clear, no cowards 
are able to enter Paradise 


Fear creates slaves, fear engenders 
violence and hate and every 
perversity known to man 


we are either reduced to 


cowering, cringing slaves 

or we assert our universal 
Love in Unity, and Harmony 
and reclaim our rightful 
inheritance gifted freely to All 
by Creation itself 


i could have reduced this piece 
to two words, Love and Liberty, 
but you wouldn't have believed 
i was referring to You 
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Selections Mystical Prose and Poetry 


by Lindsay Traynor 

Book IV in the Series 
Collated and Edited by the moderators of his various websites 
“It is not a matter of laborious achievement, as we have been led to 
believe; it is a matter of Revelation. Everything seen and unseen in 


infinite existence already exists, it is only a matter of Discovery.” -- 
Lindsay Traynor 


Ra 


correct they were to deify the 
fiery orb -- its rays impartial 
which warm the living, the dead 
and the inconsequential 


the earth bathes daily in its 
fluid warmth, all manner of 
diversity sprouts in alchemical 
wonder as rays become trees, 
grasses and all manner of 

life 


Ra, 

the progenitor, giver of life 
arcing across the conquered 
sky without peer or challenge; 
lord of life, emulated, imitated 
by pretenders, solar deities 
that die and are reborn as the 
sun in heaven and hell 


the fiery phallus of gold that 
sired Horus, the Father reborn 
as the circular Sun 


how many pretenders of res-erection 
have failed to usurp the solitary 
Lord of the sky and earth? 


Osiris and the Golden Solar Phallus of 
Resurrection 


(An Easter message) 


Easter is that time of year when Christian leaders (hypocrites) make 
public appearances and drivel religious inanities or refer to 
impossible social codes that no human being is able to observe for 
an extended period -- the flesh truly is weak. So weak in fact that it 
cannot fly (walk on water) or take life again after it has expired. Yet 
'He' is risen indeed. 


All human mammals born via the vaginal canal, including Jesus 
Christ, have numerous things in common, two of which are the 
inability to fly unaided or overcome physical mortality as everything 
born must die; | choose my words carefully as | am a believer in the 
Johnny-come-lately ‘God,’ Jesus Christ, but | am neither a child nor 
a feeble-minded fanatic. The myth and symbolism of the Christian 
res-erection begins with the Egyptian solar-phallic deities Ra and 
Osiris, Lord of the sky by day and underworld by night -- judge and 
liberator of souls. 


Short papers do not afford the luxury of details -- a wealth of 
material, tracing the source of all solar phallic deities, including 
Jesus Christ, to ancient Egypt exists in the public domain for the 
interested researcher; however, a brief sketch is required here. 


After the murder and dismemberment of Osiris by his brother Set 
(satan) the murdered God’s sister/wife, Isis, managed to locate and 
re-assemble the scattered pieces of his body, with the exception of 
the phallus. Lacking the God’s original solar phallus Isis fashioned a 
phallus from ‘gold’ and attached it to her dead husband. She was 
able to bring him back to life and bear their Son, Horus; thus 
verifying the life-giving power of the golden (solar) phallus. 


The daily cycle of the sun is clearly depicted in the Osiris myth, the 
descent into the abyss/underworld and the re- 
emergence/resurrection to a new dawn. The Osiris myth is complex 
and contains many facets; however, conquering the underworld 
(death) and re-emerging as the life-giving principle is central and 
indispensable to the myth. 


The transposition of Egyptian myths to Hellenistic culture had been 
occurring for some time prior to the birth of Jesus. The most popular 
religion of educated ruling Greek, Roman and Egyptian elites of the 
time was the Dionysian cult. Dionysus also preceded Jesus as a 
resurrected phallic deity of supernatural birth. However, his cult had 
evolved to incorporate life-death symbolism into ritual practice. 
Psychological transcendence was achieved utilising wine, dance and 
orgiastic means (total social abandon). 


The cult/religion was extremely popular, and even elicited a 
response in the New Testament, Jesus claiming that He was the 
“true vine,” the plant sacred to Dionysus. The Dionysian cult remains 
with us today in the form of ecstasy-popping dance raves and other 
forms of informalisation and release. 


Religious texts, as with all human knowledge, issue from the all-to- 
human condition; they are all entirely mundane and terrestrial in 
origin yet they aspire, as humans have always aspired, to re-unite or 
re-engage with the infinite principle that ‘creates and sustains’ 
everything. Truly, there is nothing new, fantastic or mysterious under 
the religious sun. We are all products of infinite creation. 


Locked in the deepest recesses of our being is the memory of 
who/what we really are. No one can add to or subtract anything from 
infinity; wherefore is the need for corrupt, perverted, parasitic religion 
and impotent priests/clerics? 


The Christ myth is a composite of all the Gods of fertility/life and 
Resurrection that have gone before it — as to the historical character, 
Jesus, he clearly was a man who set out to reform a thoroughly 


corrupt, stratified/enslaved, materialistic and lost society. 


All Gods of renewal and res-erection/resurrection teach us that we 
share the same mortality-immortality as they. The moralistic aspect 
of religion was to keep society regulated with appropriate 
prohibitions and behavioural codes. There are no mysteries in that 
regard as the original imitated model was set down in ancient Egypt, 
the first theocratically enslaved, large society. 


Not a lot has changed in the human condition since the time of the 
Pharaohs and Jesus; show me a religionist today and | will show you 
a brazen hypocrite. 


The central message of all major religions is to seek and re-engage 
the renewing, omnipotent power of infinite creation. 


For those with the eyes to see and the ears to hear the liberated soul 
has no need of religion or corrupt, hypocritical clerics. 


Refuge 


to whom or what do i turn 

for refuge, who would give 
me sanctuary that i may sleep 
with both eyes closed? 


it is a need to unburden, to 
unload the accrued merits 
and demerits of life to 

once again become pristine, 
clean, devoid of good and 
evil? 


you have always welcomed 

me regardless of any other 
consideration, u made a promise 
before my separation, and i 
remember 


culture has tried in vain to 
drag me away from you, 
persecuted without rest 
yet | remember ur promise 
and hold fast to ur way 


for that extremely evident 
distinction they beat me 

as a child, harangued me 
as a youth and tortured me 
as aman yet i have never 
let go nor would i attempt 
to survive without the 
strength and comfort you 
provide 


your promise is etched on 

the core of my being -- 

try as they did they were 
unable to shake my conviction 
or create doubt/unsureness, 
which agents plague and 
oppress all lost humanity 


so i turn to you constantly 
-- my source -- 

the Love of my heart 

the light of my mind 

the movement in my 
blood and bones 


but i tire now, i am weary; 

u offer me an extended hand 
and reassuring smile, a safe 
haven for the night, a 
sanctuary for my soul 


i release my identity from 
its weak mooring, the 
heaviest burden of all, the 
false notion that iam 

an individual, separate 
special, tho You/i know i 
am nothing without you 


Medium 


the ether is endless it permeates 
the earth and fills all space, 
modern science was very 
unwise to deny its existence 
but the folly belongs to 
conservatives of which 
science is a prime expression, 
it’s as tight-arsed as any 
other prescribed discipline, 

it comes with the usual user 
manual of how to live in a box 


but their folly is my gain as 

the ether is saturates everything 
and is the optimum resource 

for sensitives, it has delivered 
divers things to me when needed; 
whether of the creative variety 

or just messages via its countless 
channels it effortlessly presents 
whatever is required 


the recent dead visit me thru 

the medium and ask directions, 

i have no need of the ceremonial 
robes of the magus; the pregnant 
ether delivers all things to me, 

it is the principal medium of 
existence yet most of humanity 
lives blind in subterranean 
caverns and they wonder where 
their misery originates 


humanity leaves a trail that 


sensitives are able to track; 
secrecy is irrelevant the entire 
universe is an open book, 

if one thinks of anything 

the characteristics of that thing 
offer themselves for reading 
immediately 


but it’s not all plain sailing 

the horror also inhabits the 
ether, do not focus on it 
otherwise the denizens of 

that realm will overtake you; 
‘ghouls’ as they are known, 
are ready to attach themselves 
to the unwary or uninitiated 


the ether must be traversed 
without fear as the tiniest 
vestige of fear attracts 
calamity -- horror and every 
terror wait in ambush in 

the ether 


and so the ether is friend to 
the fearless alone, it serves 
their every need 


u need not ask again, how 
is it that i know? 


Partner 


i should write a poem to rhapsodise 
everything about you, ur perfections 
and imperfections all of which make 
u unique the one for me 


but u have become so close i am 
unable to separate u from me 


i'm not sure whether i am lost 
in you or you in me, as distance 
between us has vanished 

a buoyant energy remains 


i dread that time that one 
of us departs this earth 
and leaves the survivor 
without half their being 
but that is something to 
face in the distant future 

i hope, that is why i never 
take you for granted, 

i absorb everything about 
u as tho i am to face 

the executioner at dawn 


yes, it’s futile, i cannot divide 
what has become one, i am 
unable to articulate what is 
now the essence of my being 


i am content to have u in my 
arms tonight 


Recall 


a desperate scream so distant it 
was almost inaudible, somehow 
i heard it through time, from the 
past or future i cannot tell but 

it dripped desperation, a warning 


it caused my skin to stand, why 

me? was i targeted by some 
strange sorcery, was it clairaudience 
or just approaching mania? 

i cannot tell 


there are some strange people 
around, perhaps one or two 
have discovered a warp or 
maybe it’s generic 


cease blind guessing, making 
erroneous assumptions and 
delve deep into the phenomenon 


aha, i have it! 

a little less mental meandering 

and more magnification/focus 

then release it suddenly which 

leaves a door open momentarily, 

an aperture unaffected by time 

and space -- i have re-discovered 

the key to appearing and disappearing, 
the secret is out now 


many have wondered about uncanny 
abilities to read future events and 
human temperaments from photos 


man has put an end to entire 
civilisations not once but many times 
it seems hard wired in the species -- 
neither time nor space is able to 
shake it loose 


the scream i heard was a memory, 
a warning not to repeat the same 
mistakes again and again, but this 
intelligence is not familiar with 

man, a species cursed to repeat the 
same deadly mistakes until it 
extinguishes itself 


the screaming voice seemed 
familiar in the instant of a nuclear 
detonation i realised, re-collected 
that i am constantly reincarnated 
to witness global catastrophes 
and lament the fact that iam 
responsible 


i am alive now breathing, waiting, 
screaming 


Dutchman 


before the dawn as light trickles 
over mind and teases the horizon 
we stand together as one on the 
shore of our hopes and then 
circumstances hollow out existence, 
leaving a cavity where my heart 
used to beat for u alone 


u died suddenly without the 
slightest consideration for anything 
but dying 


i Know u had not planned ur demise 
but death is the ultimate thief, it 
steals the totality of being from 

the living and dead 


i never recovered, so strange 
as decades have passed; | 
expected to join u soon after 
ur departure but life and death 
conspired to prolong my pain, 
far too cruel to allow an easy 
escape and possible reunion 


life continues to hold me hostage 
as death laughs silently 


somewhere in its depths hidden 
away it holds u hostage, the 
diabolical twins have fabricated 
a maze of grief and woe to trap 
me in despondency seeking 
endlessly for u -- at every blind 


turn i hear sniggers and laughter 


but i have hatched a plan, i have 
struck a deal with Eternity, i 
promised my uniqueness and 
abilities in exchange for the time 
to locate u somewhere in infinite 
creation 


in its benevolence Eternity granted 
me endless time to find u and 
restore my soul 


my revenge on the diabolical twins 
is complete, i have learned that 
true Love never dies 


Sometimes 


sometimes i hold my hand to 
my face to re-assure myself | 
exist -- the rolling swell of 
creation is all-absorbing 


to be distinct or not to be 
distinct, is not so much the 
question but an oscillation, 
not so much a choice but 
an option 


floundering is characteristic 
of human existence -- 
sometimes i force myself 

to write desert poetry as the 
bush is overpopulated with 
bush poets 


urban poets are plentiful but 
desert poets uncommon as few 
venture into the heartland 


i have become proficient, | 
am now second to none 

at encoding the searing 
stillness of the heart, the 
whispers of tufts of spinifex 
filtering the wind 


rocky outcrops delineate my 
mind against the sky 


i wonder at times why desert 
poets are rare in Oz, the nation 


is almost entirely desert yet 
poets huddle at the coastal 
fringe and in the bush and write 
about each other as though the 
red expanse did not exist or 

is somehow foreign 


urban poets prefer to write 
about each other perhaps 
reassuring themselves they 
exist 


the desert brims with life, 
the archaic rocks offer stability, 
permanence 


so it is that i write in the red 
centre and whisper the secret 
language that is only spoken 
by desert ghosts and desert 
poets of the past and present 


Duplicity 


let it go and lay back ona 
cloud, it will support u if 
u surrender 


swoon in space disengaged 
from corporeality, float 


allow ur body to lead, just 
drift with it 


or would u prefer to snuggle 
into my arms, ur such a child 
at times? 


this is no time to play with 
ur favourite toys 


i am spent from a memorable 
session with ur best friend’s 
daughter 


what is it about teenage 
hormones that invite 

a slow hand, soothing words 
and a man of experience? 


or is it that young women 
instinctively understand 
quality? 


i have often wondered but 
rarely hesitate or decline an 
invitation to assist a young 
woman in her development 


Spark 


you appear before me naked 

as a million before u and think 

it an offering,a surrendering, 

yet bodies are no secret to me 
or anyone else, tho u remain 
hidden behind the cloak of 

ur nakedness, an effective cloak 
indeed 


as u anticipated my nature reacts 
to ur nature but do not be misled 
or intimidated, it is You i seek, 
the animating principle of ur 
body, i seek ur life spark, ur 
innermost Self, ur very soul 


the core of ur being remains 
buried, hidden from u since 
birth; most people live their 
entire blind lives without a clue 
or notion of their real identity 


my eyes and mind have captured 
unimaginable beauty in the midst 
of horror, abuse, violence, loss 
and brutality 


i have never relinquished the 
nobility of soul, the continuity 
of spirit, i have never traded 
the real for the apparent or 
perversity for the genuine, 
the horror for beauty or Truth 
for a lie 


it is the preciousness i seek 

the uniqueness of (your) Being 

but u offer ur mind, body, emotions, 
fears, loves, hates, irrationality 

and a million distractions instead 


so i offer my essential nature to 

u in the hope that it is seen for 
what it is and that the door to the 
chamber that hides ur soul opens 
and we merge as One becoming 


Sound (Logos) 


transposing sound and light 
as poetry 


i have no idea how others 
write poetry but i hear a sound 
which becomes, or rather is 
translated into a poem 


u think it odd that a sound is 
able to create an entire poem 


i could hear, feel and sense 
before my formal ‘education’ 


i never gave it a second thought, 
sound was with me in my mother’s 
womb -- no light, language or 
extremes, just wonderful sounds 
that flowed continually, changing, 
merging and diverging from each 
other, constant and comforting 


it ows now even as i write this 
piece, like a cello but not like a 
cello -- internal sounds are unlike 
external sounds, fluid environments 
are more conducive to worlds of 
sound, literally surround sound 


external imitations never make it, 
whatever images i see are shaped 
by sound 


the Hindus say that sound is the 


progenitor of all things, sound 
preceded manifestation -- well of 
course it did, sound vibration 
produces light, not the reverse, 
light is vibration and from light 
all the elements originate 


every person has a unique sound 
signature like a finger print 


we all react to the vibration of 
another person without a word 
spoken and trust the authenticity 
of those impressions above that 
of fake social/cultural customs 
and pleasantries 


we are able to understand a multitude 
of diverse sounds simultaneously 

no effort required and then we were 
taught to do everything the hard way, 
the inadequate way 


sound worlds are devoid of conflict, 
they are modulations of one principle 
and where there is one unity, wars, 
dishonesty, conflict cannot exist 


so i will remain an aural being, 
pulling poems and secret knowledge 
from limitless seas of sound 


Mystic Rose 


cut it loose, just let it go 
without regret or second 
thought, a complete 
separation 


a culmination that takes no 
time to reach, it is total 


between the beats of a 
heart -- the precise location 
where inspiration and 
expiration exchange places, 
so it was, so it is; confront 
everything that is, was, or 
will be 


that continuous moment 
that appears when identity 
subsides 


be happy to cut loose 

never to return; lose urself 

in All existence and gain in 

a moment everything there is 


to gain by losing every false 
notion that has taken a lifetime 
to accumulate -- in the end 

it amounts to nothing, chimera, 
mirage, dreams mistakenly 
imagined as real 


dream machines and dream 
objects are corporeal in 


dream worlds 


dispense with chattels, goods, 
identity the anchors of vanity, 
esteem, regret and loss, then 
time surrenders to endlessness 


the sun rises effortlessly today 
the day i lost it all and found 
myself rudderless in a limitless 
expanse 


how very sweet it is 


Truth takes a Holiday 


it appears that Truth has 
taken some time off; 
Truth, which has never 
seen such an escalation 
in fraud, misinformation, 
propaganda and outright 
Lies 


do not misunderstand, Truth 
was not overwhelmed, 

we know that is impossible 
but Truth has taken to the 
skies, the attraction of the 
heights and rarefied delights 
simply had more appeal than 
the stench of fraud and lies 
on the ground 


Truth made it very clear 
when i inquired, it always 
favours locations that cherish 
its value and integrity above 
all else; the Earth’s population 
it was explained to me, has 
rejected Truth today, the 
masses seem to prefer 
transparent misinformation/ 
propaganda, fraud, fantasy 
and outrageous 

lies 


we are not likely to see Truth 
return to earth for a while, 
however, it gave me a solemn 


promise -- when the majority 
invoke it repeatedly and refer 
to it constantly, elevating it 
above lies, fantasy and fraud, 
it will return in an instant 

to assume its former position 
at the forefront of civilised 
society 


Resonance 


ride the resonance, the soft 
and wild embrace that carries 
everything effortlessly 


somewhere in its Being vibration 
persists like a cymbal's hiss long 
after the clash 


the thud of percussion and 
throbbing blood coursing, 
rushing thru veins, carrying 
portions of pleasure, pain 
and poetic euphoria 


wine becomes water (again) 
raining in my head 


the city collapses in on itself 
spinning its wires into a cocoon 
that promises metamorphosis 


soon a metamorphosed winged 
creature will take to the air 

and return to Thebes, the city 
of Gods 


Effortless 


with the wind at my back 
the rigging full with sail 
my yacht creaks and rolls 
gently as it cuts through 
the swell -- boards flex 
and groan from forces 
applied by the wind and 
sea 


the entire world is 
circumnavigated with only 
a breeze as fuel 


why then do u ask, how 

is it possible that this 

energy is ceaseless? my 
answer is i have the wind 

at my back and my actions 
are effortless; why should 

i strain and stress when 
infinite energy and inspiration 
saturate all existence? 


“Whenever the Dharma 
is threatened | incarnate” 
-- Vishnu 


that incarnation is manifest by 
many, is Truth ever lost? 


it originates in the heart -- heart 
therefore serves as the wind 
that propels me/you onward 
and forward to our destination 


i know why i am alive, my innate 
spirit/character and course are 
unique 


unlike you i cannot tolerate a liar 
or injustice, murder, cruelty 

or filthy money, which things you 
tolerate and worship above all 
else, i wipe my arse with your 
toilet paper money and assist 
you to confront urself, you have 
made an enemy of Truth 


we share the same Self, that 
immortal spark, i am familiar 
with ur offences; that spark 
which enlivens all Life, is 

ur friend -- the Way shines 
as Clear as the sky 


i do not wear the tinted glasses 
of modernity that distort reality, 
nor do | live in a box ideology 
or by someone else’s design 


which dead book of rules would 
i defer my living sovereignty? 


i shall never betray the eternal 
spirit that guides and sustains me; 
when i am no longer able to lift 

a finger iam enlivened, my golden 
phallus stands like a mast 


i call and instantly light abides 
and restores my soul, what are 


u able to offer, an iPhone? 


you make a very bad trade for 
your soul and forfeit ur freedom 
for a farthing 


should i simplify? slave or free, 
the choice is always yours 


in one effortless draft this piece 
was produced in answer to your 
persistent inquiries and pleas 


Detained 


there was nothing principled 
in my arrest, a police .38 in 
each side of my rib-cage, 
are you, SO and So, yes, 
who the fuck are you? 

no ID produced, nothing 
but brute force and 
gangsterism from police, 

i was later to learn 


childhood respect and training 
disintegrated that instant; 
cuffed and thrown to the floor 
of a police vehicle with two 
brutes kicking their heels 

into my back and neck 

while the driver made jokes 
about my unfortunate situation 
-- no questions at that stage just 
‘softening-up’ i was later to 
learn, such medieval finesse 


i would rather not re-live the 
entire experience and describe 
grim and painful details, 

yes, i was brutally tortured 

by five sadists seeking 
information which i did not 
possess; cheated (they thought) 
of continuing arrests and 
career promotions so they 
decided to make an example 
and capitalise on me, i looked 
the part. 


guilt and innocence were 
irrelevant in this corrupt 
reality 


after hours of brutal, 
unspeakable torture 

i was ‘fitted and verballed’ 
by five 'honourable' 
detectives 


against their ‘testimony’ my 
pleas of innocence and drug 
addiction made no impression 
on the court - i had no chance - 
‘justice’ in action 


i was duly incarcerated 
for my crime of innocence 
and lack of social knowledge 


i learned later the fate of 
some of the police brutes that 
relished in inflicting pain and 
framing the innocent 


one of the brutes was moved to 
‘internal affairs’ where he was 
able to protect other criminal 
sadists in the police force and 
minimise any internal punitive 
consequences for police crimes 


another pig that particularly 
enjoyed his ‘work’ had molotov 
cocktails thrown into his house 
in the dead of night and was 


lucky to escape with his life 


the young trainee detective 
who mostly observed had no 
taste for what he witnessed 
and left the force 


as for me i was deeply affected 
by the experience, it left indelible 
scars on my psyche, even family 
had fed me to the dogs 


why couldn't anyone understand 

the simple and obvious reality 

that my drug abuse was a pain 
insulator, it was all too much for 

me at the time, i was self-medicating, 
the option i chose rather than 
violence, pathology or self- 
destruction 


in time the injustices and deep 
hurt inflicted on my being and 
sense of fair play erupted into 
volcanic rage, i sought reparation, 
and Justice, which | knew could 
not be realised in a corrupt State 
as it is today 


so i focused my energies, my 
entire being, on remedial action; 

i cold turkey-ed then enrolled 

in the most elite university course 
available that would serve my 
future purpose 


i acquired skills and expertise 


in media and communications, 
the art of word and text, 

-- semiotics -- 

cultural analysis, marketing and 
advertising, in my hands were/are 
awesome weapons 


i have since become devastatingly 
proficient at assailing crime and 
corruption in high places and 
exposing the evil that infects 
entire cultures 


a former associate once remarked, 
‘an education wasn’t wasted 
on you,’ and smirked knowingly 


i am unable to reveal the extent 
to which i have assassinated the 
reputations of corrupt officials 
and destroyed the reputations 
and careers of politicians, 
bureaucrats and State regulators 
but they are small fish, errand 
boys and obsequious sycophants 


today i target the source of the 
malaise, CEOs, Corporatists, 

and Bankers, the perverse heart 

of the Beast that preys on the 
blood of innocents, the defenseless 
and world peace 


i am happy to divulge that this 
opponent -- it is one -- is 
extremely vulnerable and presents 
as a relatively easy target, it is 


drunk on the blood of the 
innocents it has slaughtered in 
pursuit of profit and blind to 
the forces that will deliver the 
fatal blow to its black heart 


i often wonder ‘what if’ 

they had just left me to die 

of my drug abuse all those 
years ago? but nature has its 
ways of establishing balance 


i had no idea that awesome 
skills lay dormant beneath 
years of victimisation and 
extreme abuse 


my story is not unique, my 
story is your story if you 
would but choose your power 
path -- remove your shackles 
and become a warrior for 
Justice, Peace and Truth 


Zenith 


with the perseverance of a 
madman, as only the insane 
would continue on this path 

past the lowlands where the 

bulk of humanity live out their 
crowded, dreary and droll 
existences through valleys 

known and hidden, some inviting 
others treacherous then the 
midlands where desolation is 
punctuated with markers of the 
brave -- weather-worn inscriptions 
describe their travails and demise 


forever overcoming limitations 
which once constrained but were 
proven self-imposed imaginary 
barriers 


but on to the pinnacle, the zenith, 
nothing less 


cursed is my mother’s womb 

to give birth to someone that 
must endure and overcome 

and then set another impossible 
goal 


the summit approaches, all signs 
of human habitation disappear 

until only a pristine summit appears 
piercing the clouds 


today is the first and last day of 


my life, how many times have i 
lived and died only to return to 
the last step of a previous journey 


i want to know who planned this 
devilish game of charades, 
disappointments, woe and tears, 
for what? in order to ascend until 
emancipation or transcendence is 
achieved, give me a fuckin’ break 


i have seen ur awesome face 
sturdy thighs and fertile fields 


who or what is responsible, karma, 
ignorance, liberation treachery 

and all the sordid sublime experiences 
that wait in ambush for every human 


i swear if i get my hands on you 
i will put an end to it 


it is better to remain in paradise 
than toil on this earth in order to 
appreciate the cessation of misery 
and pain 


which is laughingly called bliss 
which is not a state, it is an anti-state, 
an absence of pain 


how many times have i been soul- 
wrecked in space, crucified on a vision 
only to wake in hell and forced to 

lift my head and chart another course 
of escape to heaven 


here i am again one step to the Zenith 
ready for the pinnacle of emancipation 
and the inevitable fall once gained 


so bear witness, i will get you 
and overcome existence itself 


Matrika Shakti 


the Hindus have a concept which 
preceded semiotic theory and 
linguistics by a millennium, 

the West has always been slow 
in matters of language, sign and 
symbol and how they form the 
substrate of cultural realities 


do u follow me here? 

if Udo u would appreciate that 

the process, including socialisation 
is reversible and language could 
be used to subvert existing cultures 
and personal/social realities and 
replace them with your own or 

the visions of poets or other 
inscribers you admire 


everything modern slaves (of any 
given culture) experience has been 
form-ulated by language prior to it 
becoming cultural ‘reality’ -- yes, 

i am referring to the corporeal world 


understanding the dependent 
relationship that 'reality' has on 
language allows an adept to alter 
any given cultural reality with sign 
and symbol and the power (Shakti) 
inherent therein 


Tantric sages applied this science/ 
art to the consciousness of the 
individual in order to achieve clarity 


and awareness /.e. the enlightened 
awareness of a consciousness 
without fabricated cultural content 


all conventions and cultural values 
have been arbitrarily created and 
learned, hence they are considered 
illusory, not ‘mirage’ illusions but 
constructed corporeal illusions or 
superimposed false realities 


in order to fathom the underlying 
fluid consistency upon and through 
which everything is constructed 
essential Reality must be approached 
with the purity of an unfettered 
consciousness which has been 
referred to as the innocence of a 
child's mind (or the awareness of 
a Sage) both share ‘clean’ minds 
able to appreciate something in 

its totality without taint, but beware 
neither the child nor the Sage view 
a living ‘flower’ as a signifier 

but as phenomena or continuous 
nameless creations that reveal the 
inherent, ecstatic beauty of 
continuous creation 


remember the famous painting that 
western semioticians use to make 
the point -- an oil painting of a 
(smoking) pipe with the caption, 
“This is not a pipe!” 


indeed, how could it be? we only 
have two semiotic referrers/signifiers 


a ‘picture’ and ‘text’ but not a Real 
pipe 


the flower that an innocent child’s 
mind appreciates is not the flower 
seen by those enslaved by the 
linguistic and conventional chains 
of culture 


hopefully both the qualifier and 
the process/power/shakti have been 
adequately described here 


after clarity is achieved the power/ 
shakti to transform the corporeal 
world is afforded to the enlightened 
achiever 


another inferred point is that a signifier 
is not that to which it refers, beware 
the deceptive and enslaving effect of 
language, convention and those that 
use such as weapons 


Tat Twam Asi 


Key 


black vinyl turning its magic 
unlocks the past like a time 
machine 


present reality defers to the 
undulating, furrowed valleys 

of sound, each peak and trough 
presents another artist from 

the past and releases the exact 
same stored emotion -- time 
now a captive of memory 


living or dead is irrelevant 

a passing parade of notables 
and un-notables in my life, 

i have become a sorcerer 
bewitching myself in a field 
of real dreams transported by 
sound 


corporeal sound able to materialise 
long-forgotten events, persons 

and lost ideas like the resurrections 
in a Lem novel (Solaris) 


i have learned to reconcile myself 
to my past but do not take my 

word for it, my studio is now a 
throng of visitors and familiar faces, 
ask any one of them who they are 
and you will receive your answer, 
the medium of this reality 


music organises the collected 


impressions of my past into a 
hijacked present but no less real 
than immediate life 


the entire company seems to 
deliver, in unison, one message 


your life is Now, the past is only 
memory 


Dawn Poem 


transition, 

between sleep and wakefulness 
between day and the warm velvet 
blackness of night 


the walls of my studio move 
become pliable, my heart, which 

i lost decades past beckons from 
somewhere nearby but i am never 
able to locate its faint calls and 
cries for lost, found and lost again 
love -- cycles of joy and sorrow 


would u or i expect a world without 
night and day, why then expect joy 
or sadness to last forever? 


regardless of every effort of man 

to maintain consistency nature 
oscillates and thrusts polarities 

and extremes in our faces in 

order to create tension, expectation, 
appreciation, bliss and despair 


daylight has chased the last vestige 
of night away but black velvet hides, 
waiting patiently to ambush the sun 

in due course 


what would i, fully exposed to 
Eternity? not even the Gods hold 
mortals naked in the glaring light 
of day forever, nor would any 
natural law allow me to retreat 


into darkness and hide forever 


ill wait patiently like a highwayman 
and write another poem for dusk 
bidding day a very good night 


Misappropriation of Meaning 


descriptors tumble onto a page 
or other medium, like drunks 
ejected from a bar; they veer, 
correct themselves and 
momentarily regain composure 
then for a very brief period, 
prior to forming images, 
intended meaning is transmitted 
with perfect clarity 


it is known that the insobriety 

of literary critics gnarl and 
mangle meaning until it becomes 
Art, which becomes something 
special, something to adore, 
deplore and ignore 


Toxic Boomerang 


save ur entreaties and mute words, 
they fall like silent snow on deaf 
ears 


few of ur kind could care less 
and the earth remains indifferent 


life changes according to 
environmental circumstances, 
but nature endures one way or 
the other, it matters not 


u lament ur own demise and 
weep for ur frailty -- man, 

ur demise now approaches at 
speed, u were unable to save 
day therefore night is also lost 


an appropriate reaction always 
follows a specific action, 
everyone knows yet the species 
continues to doom itself as a 
direct consequence of its inability 
to remedy demanding problems 


the climate is askew creating 
new conditions for life but 
dooming other species that are 
unable to adapt (in time) 


from this outcrop the continuous 
landscape spreads in every direction 


but changes are now evident -- 


denial is the pursuit of fools and 
cowards, it is known among all 

the religions that no cowards enter 
paradise, that realm is reserved 
for those with integrity, honesty 
and valour, a disappearing breed 
on this earth 


do not cry for ur victims things are 
as right as black rain 


Dingo Breed 


running, working constantly my 
tongue hanging and heart ready 
to explode in my chest such is a 
well-trained (Oz) cattle dog, 
dingo breed 


the dog obeys its master implicitly 
the dingo blood out-smarts hoofed 
beasts and feral dangers every time, 
a prized animal the working Oz 
cattle dog 


a drover could manage alone on 
horseback with only one good dog 
and drive a herd hundreds of miles 
overland to market, a common 
occurrence in an unforgiving 
outback in days gone by 


i come to you in the evening, 
panting, my heart pounding in 

my chest, my thirst is that of a 
thousand beasts but i wait for your 
command with tongue lolling from 
the side of my mouth 


another day is done, you stroke 
my throat and give me water from 
your hand, a skinned feral rabbit 
my reward for another good day 


it's my third year giving my all, 
cockeys say that a good working 
dog dies in its fourth or fifth year 


from the arduous work, though 
house dogs may live for thirteen 
or more 


but a house dog does not sleep 
well nor does it have the respect 
accorded by a knowing master 
and bushman that respects a 
good dog's ability 


i killed a taipan (today) spooking 
the herd without a second thought; 
i let it focus on my eyes and head 
as it telegraphed a strike, i snapped 
its throat between my teeth and 
clamped down until it died 
asphyxiated, it was spooking the 
herd -- a scattered herd takes days 
to muster 


i learned from my mentor, long dead 
now, a champion dog 


tonight i remain alert in sleep ever 
vigilant and aware of the herd; 

i curl up at the end of my master’s 
bedroll, a chill wind hisses through 
the spinifex 


wild dingos are lurking, they try 

to spook the herd and cut out a calf 
or nursing cow, the wild dingo is 
the only animal that recognises a 
mixed dingo breed cattle dog 


they sense me unsure, as i sense 
them, sure 


Irrelevant 


i have lost count of the many 
times my insides have been torn 
out and strewn from one side 

of existence to the other 


i'm a sucker for love, i love 

harder than lotus blossoms, softer 
than diamonds, warmer than 
burning ice and colder than 
volcano cores, a perfect target 

for a cruel feline surgeon 


but i remain a fool for love, like 

a crazed addict that keeps coming 
back for more ecstasy and agony 
-- can one exist without the other? 
i embrace every opportunity 
regardless 


i can’t get enough, i never decline 

a genuine invitation, why resist 

the chance that this time the physical, 
mental and soul connection 

may create an enduring bond 

that nothing is able to separate 


a dream, perhaps, but a possibility 
nevertheless, regardless of how 
remote or mathematically improbable, 
it exists, it is possible 

a cynic has no notion of love or joy 


i make another offering of my heart, 


soul, self in the sure knowledge 
that the Gods and Goddesses 

of Love will not allow the spoilers 
to poison the possibility of enduring 
Love 


i return to the sacrificial altar to 
offer my all -- the irrationality of 
hope accompanies me but the 
fervent flame of everlasting Love 
and desire guide me 


in my heights and temporary troughs 
i have discovered a secret -- pain is 
transitory no matter how severe 

or frequent but Love never dies, it 
builds on the last height it reached 
until it becomes a tower that ascends 
to paradise, a greater rapture with 
every occurrence 


love hard and often then die easily, 
better that than a loveless life or 
calloused, calculating heart 


See 


i look at u 

u look at me, 
do u see 
what i see? 


there is nothing 
there to see! 
but do u see 
what i see? 


i turn, 

u look at me 
turning, 

do u not see? 


u look 
but do not see 
me (turning) 


what is there to see? 


u lift ur head 
arch ur back 
and reveal 

ur naked crotch 


i look 

at ur eyes and see, 
do u see 

what i see? 


u move ur naked 
thighs closer 
i look past ur shoulder, 


do u see 
what i see? 


u see 

that i do not see 
what u want 

me to see, 

u push me down 
straddle my chest 
and push ur crotch 
in my face 

but u do not see 
what i see 


Unspoken 


mind glides to u like oil 
and incense of its own 
accord such is the 
attraction 


surer than a pigeon 
finding its coop 

it locates u anywhere 
in space 


it rests in ur presence 
secure, safe then begins 
to tug at ur memory 

until recognition occurs 


ur mind swoons in response, 
we embrace and dance 

like sparks and fire until 

we become swirling light, 
vortices of delight 


spontaneous attraction 
unpolluted by deliberation 


to be together or not to 
be period, my love finds 
a home only in you 


this, our dance beggars 
anything the earth has 
to offer 


in each others' arms 
souls entwined, how 


was it possible we 
were ever apart? 


Suicide 


i watched her jump, so incongruous 
a mammalian body awkwardly 
plummeting to the rocks below; 

she was unknown to me tumbling 
in anticipation of cessation but if 
she only knew it doesn’t end there 
no-one gets out until the last jot 
and tittle are accounted for, u 
imagine infinity is inept or stupid? 
not on ur forfeited life 


the lesson is always jump with 

a Suitable body that doesn’t thud 
to the ground ejecting life 
(humans have five bodies) 


jump with an image or body 

of light, astral or ethereal; 

but a gross material body ina 
material plane, how thoroughly 
foolish and inappropriate -- u 
cannot cheat ur way out 


Rhyme of Unreason 


they implore and plead, 
construct a site/space 

for us without fuss, our 
heart's desire etched on 
minds that aspire to share 
a lyric verse and reverie 


another pipe my love, 

you choose opium dreams 
rather than warm flesh, 
soft and wet 


but i do recall you said 

an embrace complete 

is chasing a dream but 
each and every draw 

of the pipe presents another 
complete euphoric dream 


Storm 


a storm rages on the horizon, 
it will soon make landfall 


it matters not whether we 
batten down or it catches 

us in the streets as its intensity 
is off the scale, magnitudes 
that have never been seen 


just a wind but i have seen 

a wind of less intensity blow 
away an entire modern city, 
Darwin; it was a charged 
moment watching an entire city 
peeled and whipped into the 
screaming air -- debris propelled 
into any object a piece of wood 
completely penetrating a palm 
tree, farm animals from kilometres 
away deposited on power poles, 
hanging artistically but not for 
the unfortunate beast 


this evening at sunset we are all 
beasts the intensity of the storm 
has equalised all mammals, 
dead meat 


i will confront it in my place of 
power on a sea-cliff above a 
crevice, it would be a feat to 
dislodge me from my secret hide 
but not impossible 


it would be the first time i am 
accompanied by my consort, 
she insists we either live or 
die together 


Funeral 


i died the day of my birth 
so much fuss, panic and 
hubbub 


the umbilical tightly 
coiled around my neck, 
my face as blue as new 
denim; i died of starvation 
in my mother’s womb, 

no blood to the brain 


i had fully formed and 

with this new (unwanted) 
body i decided to spin 

and twirl like a dervish 

until i strangled myself, 

so strange, or did i know 
something about the earth 
plane from previous experience? 
did i try to subvert this 

push into the hellish, 
irrational world of man, a 
place of desecrated beauty, 
poisoned by a sick species? 


i was not going, such stubborn 
determination 


i spun wildly in fluid until 

i returned to the place of 
peace, my origination, the 
soothing bliss and easy 
harmony that mankind 
would destroy if given a 


chance, so perverse this 
sick, suicidal species 


whether by forceful design 
or by some other hand 
that overruled my will 

i cannot say but via the 
quick action of fate and a 
nurse who repaid a debt 
or inflicted a curse, | 

was forced to return to 
my little human body 
and blue denim face 

so i could write this little 
piece for you today more 
than half a century after 
my death and rebirth 


i could also reveal what 

i have been doing all this 

time and how i have rewarded 
those that robbed me of a 
world of peace and harmony, 
but i already have on numerous 
occasions 


it was surely designed this 
way, not by fate, fortune or 
accident, the same hand 
that resisted my will also 
turns the cosmic wheel of 
justice, karma, retribution 
and reward 


i have fulfilled my obligation 
my slate is clean 


you are all invited to my next 
birth in due course 


Creek 


the river is more like a creek 
today tho it flows in abundant 
and lean times 


it is never spent but moves 
according to the circumstances 
in which it finds itself 


a bunch of twisted dried grass 
and twigs forms a raft upon 
which various insects sail 
downstream, too easy, but my 
lot is upstream always against 
the tide 


at times a vessel without a 
consignment, a river without 

a course, at other times a creek 
that gurgles and finds its way 
back to the open sea easily 


Unfair Advantage 


when first i saw ur form i was 
overwhelmed, no group of 
curves or the ripe fruit of any 
tree was SO appealing but there 
u were before me, naked 
exquisite beyond description 


with what would | compare such 
perfection, existence knows only 
itself as perfect, are u the 
embodiment of existence or a 
God incarnate? 


if two perfects existed neither 
would be true perfection as 
perfection is one 


the ten thousand rays cannot 

dim ur light; the most exotic 
perfumed flowers wilt and dry 

in ur presence, ur body emits 

the most intoxicating scent -- 

if the olfactory sense could talk 

it would chant ‘heavenly paradise’ 
without ceasing 


but nothing this perfect 

is real, even light has a 
measurable limited speed, 
which means something 
exerts a drag on light -- 
whereas perfection departs 
and arrives instantaneously, 
nothing is able to impede 


perfection 


but it is me that has the unfair 
advantage, as i am able to see 
beyond seeing and know beyond 
cognition -- it is with these extra 
senses that i create perfection 


Trails 


at times tears flow freely when 
wrong overcomes right, when 
injustice momentarily displaces 
justice 


at times it is good for a man to 

cry and feel vulnerable, powerless, 
i never refuse any emotion i am 
not ashamed to weep in a culture 
offended by words and afraid of 
truth but kills without a second 
thought 


i shed tears for murdered innocents, 
slaughtered by CIA armed fanatics 
and barbarians that delight in 
chanting ‘Satan is great’ while slitting 
throats and decapitating the innocent 


murderous, satanic black dog Obama 
approves the slaughter and urges the 
world to spill evermore innocent 
blood with his missile strikes 


a nation is known by its actions 
as a person is known by theirs 
and the company they keep, 

it is impossible to distinguish 
between a black dog in a White 
House and rabid packs of fanatic 
wolves that attack the innocent 


the world watches passively while 
America implements its plan to 


take Syria and move on to Iran -- 

of what concern are the tortured 
and slaughtered, the star-spangled 
devil has a secret agenda and 
leaves a trail of blood to Washington 
as proof of its demonic mission 


but the greater responsibility and 
folly is ours, the global majority, 

for allowing these criminals to lord 
over us and ply their nefarious trade 
of murder, theft and mayhem 


hell has found a home in 
Washington DC 


the sun rises above the edge of 
existence, shining its purity on a 
corrupt world, it warms my face, 
dries my tears and fortifies my 
soul, i have no doubt about what 
must be done 


my tears vaporised, my grief 
replaced by justice, my sorrow 
replaced by determination, 
supported by the light of a rising 
sun and new dawn -- it is easy 
to determine the correct course 


How Many Times ... 


have u killed us yet here 

we are again writing freedom, 
revolution, justice, speaking 
Liberty and Truth -- have u 
learnt nothing? u cannot kill 
continuity, though u wreak 
havoc in your futile attempts 


while u stifle ur population 

we respire freedom, we 

breathe liberty and expansive 
horizons not ur perverse, myopic 
and contractive diminishings 


how many times have u killed 
me only to watch me gather 
and magically restore another 
corporeal body? 


your paper jails cannot confine 
our kind u imagine u have us 
contained yet here we are, Free, 
we have never been restrained 


we are behind every creative 
impulse, we are the will to 
freedom, ur children suckle 
on the ambrosia that issues/ 
flows from our Being 


u watch us in fear, loathing 
and panic, ur every attempt to 
eliminate us only increases our 
strength and numbers 


you would destroy entire nations 
in ur obsessive pursuit of the 
illusion of control yet real control 
is letting go and allowing harmony 
to express itself -- would/could u 
teach infinity or how to endure? 


the unease u feel, the night 
sweats, tremors and panic are 
in anticipation of ur demise -- 
the breath u feel on the back of 
ur necks is mine, freedom is 
closing in ready to liberate Alll, 
time is always on Our side 


Omaha Beach 


your expectations are not in 
sync with reality, it doesn’t 
always flow as you imagine, 

at times it must be hewn from 
rock or freed with steel leverage; 
at other times it must be cajoled 
from vines and tangles, you 
aren't able to catch a butterfly 
unharmed with rocks? 


release urself from your 
misconceptions, the world outside 
your head is foreign and offers 

no solace, only conflict you create 
if you persist in attempting to shape 
it according to your perverse 
imaginings and selfish desires 


the bodies on Omaha Beach 
surrender to the rolling waves, 
it’s not surprising that corpses 
are able to move in perfect 
harmony with natural forces, 

the perversity of their lives has 
departed leaving the earth to 
reclaim the vehicle it temporarily 
leases to wandering souls 


do you easily detect the 
contortions of lying faces? 
political leaders are particularly 
inept at lying 


do you see the blood trickle from 


their eyes? if not then your world 
is an insular cocoon of fears and 
fantasies, difficult characteristics 
unable to accommodate hard or 
soft reality 


do not be perturbed if you fail 
to sway everyone, there is an 
abundance of naive youths 

to choose from, take your pick, 
Uncle 


though their conversation is 
somewhat limited -- given time 
who could predict whether 
they buy your lies, consider 
ita challenge 


no-one gave me past 30 yet 
that age was easily passed, 
they never understood how 
this life ticked paying the price 
of misunderstanding with their 
lives while i continue 


liars are easily detected, the 
rolling and rotting uniformed 
bodies accuse them, every 
wave, the blood that froths 
in the foam point directly to 
the guilty perpetrators, the 
propagandists and media 
barons 


leave remedial action to others 
more competent, it's best if you 


do not trouble yourselves with 
challenging issues 


Beside Me 


pushed beyond capacity ready 
to drop i postpone sleep for a 
few minutes in order to send 
this message to you 


u are welcome anytime no 
demands or constraints, come 
lay down beside me easy, 
remain silent if U wish as ur 
presence is all 


leave the woes of the world 
outside find refuge in my arms, 
lay down beside me, easy 


slowly snuggle urself into the 
contours of my body into my 
arms -- u were born for that 
position, So easy 


you are the most perfect fit 


Enemy of the State 


u were So young, yet instinctively 
u recoiled, refused to live in their 
box, their confined space, a prison 
of torturous nightmares, agonising 
fears and conservative delusions 


u spent ur infant years by the Danube, 
u watched the clouds in their whiteness 
hovering below the sapphire skies 

of Europe 


whatever it was, the ageless river, 
clear skies or the whitest clouds, 
u discovered freedom 


unfettered u flew in the voluptuous 
world around u 


and when in Anglo Oz u arrived 

they lined u up with the other kids 

to swear the oath of allegiance to 
honour their God, serve their Queen 
and salute their servile (colonial) flag 


rightly u balked, u were descended 
from Slav and Mongol warriors, 

the blood of conquerors ran thru ur 
veins -- ur lips immobile in resistance 
ur mouth repeating nothing -- teachers 
aware of ur defiance and took to u 
with rod and cane 


they whipped u mercilessly 
from that time in kindergarten 


thru to the end of high school 


it mattered little, U were never 
out of the top five percent 
academically -- but what is the 
good of acumen, high grades 
and intelligence if it does not 
serve the State? 


they delighted in whipping u 
attempting to break ur defiant 
spirit and steely will 


they had no idea ur freedom was 
written/guaranteed long before in 
the blue skies of Belgrade, in the 
whitest nimbic clouds 


now u make the racists pay for 
every day of torture, victimisation 
and hell 


the utter folly of maltreating innocent 
children, creating devastating enemies 
for no good reason 


they no longer swear allegiance in 
schools nor do they inflict corporal 
punishment 


it seems they finally realised they 
were creating far too many dissidents, 
radicals, enemies of the State 


Tedium 


i see u have lost interest in 
what interests me; it wouldn't 
be so bad except we no longer 
have anything of mutual 
interest to exchange in 
conversation, ur frustrated 
desires have closed ur mind 

to everything i say 


one notion now obsesses ur 
being, marriage and its enslaving 
accoutrements, which u barely 
consider yet u accuse me of 
selfishness, give me a break! 


my existence is free of 
procreative imperatives, 

but if u relaxed into yourself, 
who knows if not better luck 
elsewhere? but consider that 
u will have to pretend, play act 
and converse about whatever 
takes his fancy for another two 
years, very few men have 
‘meal ticket’ tattooed on their 
foreheads today 


Darling Boy 


a long time past, my darling 
boy children worked as slaves, 
exploited for their trust and 
needs 


your wide set eyes and attentive 
mind, be at peace my darling boy 
those times are over in England 
and Oz 


young girls were made to do all 
manner of domestic work and 
abused commercially in other 
ways, hurt and exploited for their 
trust and needs 


despicable, evil parents viewed 
offspring as objects and 
commodities to be neglected, 
terrorised, abused and exploited, 
mentally and physically, tortured 
to satisfy a perverse need to 
manipulate and exercise control 
over impressionable, defenceless, 
trusting youth; but be at ease my 
darling boy, u are safe in my arms, 
no harm will come to u here 


no poison will i offer u, ur mind, 
body and soul i tend ever so 
carefully so u overcome the barbs 
and darts they hurl; you are my 
eye, precious beyond measure 


i tell u these stories so u know the 
world is sick like the parents it 
creates that exploit innocence and 


purity 


rest easy by my side, no hurt will 
befall u here, this father does not 
love his job, drink or drugs more 
than his most precious child, 
blood of my blood 


no man-hating mother to torture 
her man-child or display her son 
like another possession/ornament 
and pretend normality when ill- 
treatment and mental torture is 
her real pleasure, a son to cruelly 
torment mentally and emotionally 


inform me immediately if teachers 
view u as an object of abuse and 
scorn or attempt to victimise u 

in any way and fill ur head with 
preposterous lies, tales, myths and 
stories presented as fact for feeble 
minds to consume 


never allow any adult to scapegoat 
or make an example of you, u will 

not be victimised while i breathe, 

i am ur father, guardian and protector, 
know that u are safe and supported 


view all strangers with suspicion 
until they prove their integrity, 
honesty and good intentions 


learn well my darling boy, grow 
assured, be not moved by the sick 
and vindictive herd outside 


learn to overcome their filth and 
deflect their group madness, i have 
armed u with the weapons of 
conquerors and taught u the secrets 
of Emperors and Kings 


sleep now my darling boy and 
dream Victory 


Writing 


i watch words burn paper, mediums 
devouring civilisations in flames; 

i see verse span the universe in one 
movement, i've witnessed scribes 
enslave entire cultures with myths 
and flagrant lies; the power of the 
written word seems limitless at times 
and yet at other times words are 
completely neutralised by (irrational) 
emotions 


have u seen the effect of written 
words on the American mind? 
imagine a quill attempting to 
engrave on tungsten or steel, 

or a cup of water tossed into 

a blast furnace and u get an idea 
of the imperviousness of the 
‘exceptional’ American mind, 

it's akin to a ghost entering a 
weightlifting competition 


though it’s all inconsequential, i 
mention it only in passing, iam 
watching syntax lead the entire 
global population to climate 
catastrophe 


have you ever wondered why 
Americans tolerate the merciless 
slaughter of innocent civilians and 
other crimes against humanity 
committed by their leaders? no! 
well, i have, but more important 


things/issues steal my attention, 
like watching the latest game on 
TV and viewing the latest movie 

on Netflix etc -- but i'm not 
American -- i like to sit on cemetery 
hill watching moonlight write 

poetry on the surface of the sea 


Shaman 


drift like a whisper so quiet, 

almost undetectable interrogating 
the deepest recesses of existence, 
searching for answers, lost love 
and love lost, the ultimate tragedy 
of human existence, in order to 
heal to reconcile folly with 
integration 


first encounter the stupidity of 

timid youth refusing the advances 

of genuine affection without condition, 
love offered, flowing with the power 
of all the world’s mighty rivers 

slow, steady power with the potential 
to devastate and wreak ruin across 
the land if its quality is transformed 
by rejection and despair 


i am sorry, truly sorry for the pain 

i have unconsciously inflicted on 
people less able to withstand the 
barrages, fusillades and emotional 
abuse learned from sick cultures, 
tho i overcame and could juggle 

it like a magician 


i learned well from my torturers 
and re-expressed their sickness 
before i had matured, i Know now 
how to deal with this evil, this 
pestilence that infects the world 


i have become a healer of souls 


and tortured minds, i am forever 
abused by the herd that senses 
iam not one of them tho i remain 
unaffected, fearless when others 
cower in dread 


the poison that pervades the globe, 
the disease that infects nations/ 
cultures is fear and hate — all 
learned 


it is not enough to be immune, 

obligation demands that others 
must be released by those free 
of their shackles 


rest easy my heart ur anguish and 
ache are removed by the endless 
flow of love that continues forever 
regardless of all the perversions of 
humankind and it’s tragic history 
of hate, greed and selfishness 


i sense a shore, a familiar harbour 
of integrity, conscience, fortitude 
and justice that an entire world 
rejects not realising that rejection 
amounts to extinction, certain death 


but tonight drown in love until 

not a vestige of identity remains -- 
dissolved in this bliss forever you 
are able to touch and heal every 
being, every soul 


sweet peace my aching heart, rest 
easy, awaken in love and life 


may peace and bliss engulf every 
being that has ever existed 


the power that moves like a whisper 
permeates everything that is, existence; 
that power is One, that power is 
selfless Love 


Attraction 


there are many appealing forms, 
but my most favoured is the deep, 
familiarity that i have Known you 
all before time began yet we've 
only just met this time around 


it’s instantaneous, pregnant glances 
and probing exchanges, instinct 
pushing bodies to copulate on 

the spot 


but civilised protocols prohibit 
instantaneous intercourse and 
substitute dreary game-playing, 
boring ritual bullshit 


and so it was refreshing to have 
you spell it out, ‘all the better now 
ur here’ and me doing my best to 
ensure my phallus doesn't explode 
out of my pants 


[in these situations there’s a lot to 
be said for pre-civilised customs] 


but all the same we have known each 
other for millennia -- it’s good to see 
you again 


Unnatural Selection 


there is a star-spangled pestilence 
that plagues a peaceful world it 
spreads via those that submit to it 
or that do not actively resist it 


take note of those infected, the 
carriers of this disease, they are 
the first that must be quarantined 
or purged, they knowingly expose 
themselves to infection and would 
happily see the world stricken 
with this disease 


it was not long ago minds were 

strong and healthy, an easily avoidable 
scourge would never have been 
tolerated or allowed to take a 

foothold, but the plague strikes 

the feeble first then slowly infects 

until complacency is accepted as 

the norm, then it soreads chaos and 
destruction 


nothing good comes of filth, it is 
the harbinger of death, decay and 
everything rotten 


it delights in killing innocence 

and the innocent, children and 
simple defenceless folk going 

about their day 


it revels in un-reason and inverts 
every good thing to create unrest 


instability, chaos and cruelty 


natural balance dictates that the 
longer a plague persists the greater 
the prospect of natural resistance 


already the numbers of immune 
increase until a critical point is 
reached, a point where an ineffective 
disease becomes irrelevant 


Irresistible ... 


is the push to awareness, unfettered 
consciousness -- i speak of Ra today, 
the fiery orb that burns across the sky 
and its cool counterpart at night 


together the sun and moon push 
and express one quality, 
consciousness, tho they are in 
polarity: the clarity of being, 

the kinesis of Knowledge the 
bliss of creation 


tho no energetic heavenly body 
compares to the will for Truth, 
a power defined by limitless Light 


a beauty that issues from the heart 
and soul, from the inside out 


external glamour is transient 
haggardness hides just beneath 
the skin of those enamoured by 
appearances 


worshippers of light know no 
decay or corruption i see u 
with every sense not my eyes, 
i feel u with spirit and embrace 
You with Love 


who could interrupt our subtle 
interactions, our cajoling, 
murmuring? 


what place the corporeal in a 
world of light? 


what hope the discontinuous in 
the continuous? 


where is my end if i have no 
beginning? 


pure will/volition the essence 
beneath all manifestation is 
the same 


we appear separated offered the 
chance of union, a trick existence 
plays on itself 


though we have never been separated 
we engage each other anew and so 
we have the forever, the infinite dance 
of creation animated by one quality, 
Love 


Arcs 


who do u think u kill foolish, 
wicked child? u can no more 
kill than give life, one endows 
the other? 


what mischief now foments in 
ur vicious little mind? do u 
imagine u possess (anything) 
or that u persist of ur own 
volition? u are part of the 
tapestry of existence sustained 
by everything in the world u 
inhabit, careful u do not make 
it desolate and uninhabitable 


who would u torture but urself, 
understand that every pain, 
pleasure and sensation u 
experience are manifestations/ 
consequences of past and present 
actions, the hamster wheel u run 
whether gild or plain is a wheel, 
circular tho u imagine ur actions 
form linear trajectories 


u emerged from nothing and to 
nothing or no-thing u return, do u 
know the difference? 


ur life of joys and woes, sorrows 
and pain is no more real than a 
dream, where would u go from 
there? 


are u able to arrive at ur destination 
without departing? or have u realised 
that ur origin and destination are 
One? 


live ur life of waking and sleeping 
dreams and realise u are already 
free/enslaved by choice and 
consequence 


i offer proof, a key out of this world 
of dreams 


selfless unconditional Love 
is accessible to all, the annihilator 
of misery the negator of hell 


unconditional Love reveals Truth 
the face u had before u came into 
being 


everything that exists possesses 
the means of its emancipation/ 
liberation, the abandoned and 
desolate are not lost they are yet 
to realise they have abandoned 
themselves and made their world 
desolate 


ignorance and fear have forged 
their chains and locked the door 
to their prison cells 


sleep now recalcitrant child 
dream of horrors and desolation 
i will whisper freedom in ur 
deaf ears and shine light in ur 


blind eyes 


u are not abandoned, i have left 

a little of myself deep in ur being, 
a beacon in the night, a lighthouse 
to steer u away from folly and 
wickedness 


put aside ur mischief and learn to 
Love without expectation -- there 
is no other sure escape 


Heartbeat 


vast is the distance between two 
thoughts, so vast it dissolves 
identity 


immediate is the pain of perversity 
as it presses hard against the 
construction of personality 


limited is the sense of the 'I' identity 
as it is a superimposition created by 
culture 


enslaved are those that sub-scribe, 
conquerors are those that inscribe 
-- your life and destiny are not the 
property of others 


free is the vagabond, saint and fool; 
imprisoned are experts and specialists, 
incarcerated by their learning and 
cultural knowledge 


everyone endeavours to be somebody 
the wise endeavour to be nobody 


wondrous are your eyes, face and 
thighs, liberating is your passage to 
Paradise 


glorious is the womb and solar phallus 
of creation 


endless is the Bliss of Being 


Hypnogogic Poetry 


thoughts fall like autumn leaves 
chaotic concepts mix with 
fragments of emotion; a medium 
appears between sleep and 
wakefulness catching incoherent 
patterns and impressions 


pictures form from the disintegration 
of consciousness, the introduction 
of sleep 


flying bodies crash to the ground 
suddenly devoid of wings 


familiar melodies, scents, images, 
bodies competing for attention 
like living women opening their 
thighs as i walk up the beach wet 
with seawater that falls from my 
body onto sun bathing nubiles 
that squeak when cold water drips 
onto their warmth 


i see what i do not wishing to see 
the agonies and ecstasy, the totality 
of life up to that point, a point that 
forever evades my grasp like a body 
attempting to grasp its shadow 


flowers swirl like the blood in my 
veins, all of it just random 
juxtapositions and haphazard 
arrangements, aimless like the futile 
and meaningless lives of many 


Direction 


a virgin sheet of rice paper waits, 
almost quivering in anticipation 
for the first stroke from my brush, 
soft, broad and fast 


ritual objects of my craft are scattered 
about in reach 


i move closer respecting the unspoiled 
nature of that virgin sheet in its 
whiteness 


if i alter its state it must be for the 
better, an improvement or i have 
betrayed myself, the medium and 
my craft 


i must honour the process of creation 
with the best of my ability, the first 
stroke determines the final stroke 

it must be rehearsed endlessly in 
mind before physical expression, its 
course must be true otherwise an 
imperfection or perversion results 
and God knows there are far too 
many failures on this planet 


the first determines the last 

and the nature in between -- 
Obama’s first executive order 
was a Drone strike that killed 
innocent women and children, 
there is nothing surprising in his 
subsequent criminal actions 


the narrative was set by his first 
official act as a criminal President 


i step (slowly) around the sheet 
appreciating its texture and subtle 
nuances, all the while building up 
to that culminating movement 
designed to enhance, and elevate 
existence and become an essential 
part of universal harmony 


the sheet becomes a portal to a 
greater reality, my arm, wrist move 
harmoniously almost in slow motion 
but at speed to the onlooker 


dancing strokes begin to take form 
on the medium capturing reality in 
its re-presentations 


a monk seated, ponders distant 
mountains semi-veiled in morning 
mist, he sits serene, a small bamboo 
grove behind him 


a tiny wren watches from a sprig 
of bamboo 


a narrative is created thru motion, 
the ending determined by the 
interruptions of flowing strokes, 
black ink on rice paper — so fragile 
and demanding 


the wren twitches, moves and takes 
to the air 


Magister 


a master magician determined to 
apprehend his shadow and enter 
the shadow world performs 
numerous austerities to gain power, 
and then performs countless rituals 
to achieve discipline 


with the focus his power and discipline 
have given him he fixes his attention 
on his goal and does not waver -- he 
shifts focus to his elusive shadow 

-- portal to the shadow world -- 

and focuses his entire being on his 
shadow until he vanishes from this 
world forever 


what is the moral of this story and 
what other lessons does it teach? 


the shadow has no more or less substance 
than the body though both are connected 


to what are both body and shadow 
connected? understand that the body is 
merely a shadow of the Self 


bear this in mind — there is nothing to 
achieve, there is nothing gained or lost 
no-thing there is and That is All 


Space Dragon 


water hurtles thru frozen space 
at blinding speed, its gaseous 
tail, fiery body and water/ice 
core gave birth to legends of 
flying fiery dragons -- the galaxy 
is teaming with comets 


only water and cosmic dust 
searching for a suitable planet 
to fertilise 


yet their landing is not gentle, 
their love-making is explosive, 
destructive to the extreme 


a comet is capable of shifting 

a planet from its axis and 
devastating all manner of life 

-- tho only water and space dirt 


the earth, a conglomeration of 
space debris and comet-water, 

a junkyard of space refuse which 
unsurprisingly, spawned all manner 
of life good, bad and indifferent 
until eventually it soawned humans 
that tipped the balance and now 
threaten all life on earth -- just 
another failed natural experiment, 
but it doesn't end there 


Strange Cargo 


i never liked flying it’s the 
most restrictive form of travel 
yet here we are again -- u 
would think things would have 
improved, not a chance where 
profit rules 


what happened to those early 
days, fresh cooked hot meals, 
an assortment of drinks from 
a bar, and a proper in-flight 
bed? tho today’s female fight 
attendants do their best to 
compensate for lost luxuries 


but it’s not the same, luxury 
sacrificed for profit -- the affluent 
are forced to purchase their own 
jets to fly in luxury 


damned commercial world and 
its tortures, the more ‘labour- 
saving conveniences’ we invent 
the harder and longer we seem 
to work 


Australian aboriginals spent an 
average of three hours per day 
‘working’ (food and other 
necessities) the remainder they 
spent in ritual, dance and the 
dreaming; their history is recorded 
in desert overhangs and caves, 

a history of creativity and harmony 


with the environment which 
sustained them 


what have we lost cramming into 
flying aluminium tubes -- sardine 
airways? 


the PA announces my flight 


my luggage is ten kilos (and a 
probing stare) overweight again 

i offer to pay the excess, a boring 
routine, fools 


[the red centre is cool tonight 
flickering faces and smiling eyes 
gathered round the campfire 

-- the murmur and harmony of 
sacred tribal song is carried on 
the breeze] 


The Sentence 


Bob’s barrister nudged him in the ribs as a signal to stand. The jury 
had returned with its verdict. Bob anticipated their decision as one 
would an echo — guilty as charged! The Judge shifted into automatic 
and delivered the sentence — three years with not less than twelve 
months to be served for his third offence, possession of marijuana. 


Bob was escorted to an office by an acutely intelligent police officer, 
his |Q made apparent by the way he gripped Bob’s arm. 


After due process Bob was taken to a prison van and handcuffed to 
another prisoner. Bob watched the clerk sign for the human items 
give a copy to the prison driver then walk off with a standard issue 
public service clipboard pressed tightly under his arm. The driver, 
taking a quick dispassionate glance at the forlorn faces inside the 
van, slammed the van door shut and fastened the padlock leaving 
the prisoners in the dim twilight of a small electric bulb. 


Bob mused over his fate as the van made its way to the Bay, his 
twenty-first birthday was only two months away; he would come of 
age in jail. 


The van arrived at the Bay where Bob and the other prisoners were 
again processed and fitted with government issue attire. After a 
briefing on prison etiquette, delivered by one of the senior screws, 
the new arrivals were allotted cells in various sections of the jail. 


Bob was relegated to Wing 13 of the MTC. One of the junior screws 
escorted Bob to slot No. 6. Noticing the numb look on Bob’s face the 
young screw tried to lift Bob’s spirits by informing him that eighty 
percent of the jails’ inhabitants were “druggies!” Bob wondered 
whether that figure included some of the screws. 


The young screw showed Bob into his new home. Bob was appalled; 
he just flopped onto the iron cot exhausted from the day’s ordeal. 


The screw slammed the steel door shut making a loud clang that 
resounded in Bob’s head until he fell asleep. 


Bob was wakened early next morning by the successive banging of 
steel doors being opened; it was morning muster. Bob fell into the file 
of shuffling prisoners making their way to the yard. The prisoners 
formed two rows facing a senior screw who was holding a standard 
issue public service clipboard in his hand. 


As the screw called the names Bob glanced along the row at the 
faces of the other inmates. They were all present, Palaeolithic, 
Neanderthal, early Cro-Magnon and a few gorillas in man suits. Bob 
decided to keep to himself as much as possible. 


Two months passed during which time Bob busied himself with a 
rough routine he’d created, callisthenics in his cell before breakfast; 
walking back and forth in the small yard like a rat trapped in a 
corridor; catching up on his reading in the small prison library; yoga 
postures and attempted meditation at night before retiring. In 
general, building up to a nervous breakdown. 


Bob was in better spirits today, however, as it was his birthday. A 
young screw gave Bob his mail, which contained cards from his 
friends who apologised for not visiting. An ex-girlfriend sent him a 
copy of Papillon, with love; a letter from his mother made no mention 
of his birthday. Bob threw the mail into the nearest bin and headed 
for the amenities block to take a piss. 


Bob was standing at the urinal absorbed by the stream of piss jetting 
against the stained stainless steel trough. He paid little attention to 
the sound of shuffling feet approaching behind him. 


A hairy tattooed arm suddenly gripped Bob from behind gagging his 
mouth; Bob instinctively recoiled but two other lags grabbed each 
arm and dragged him over to a small wooden bench. Bob tried 
desperately to resist but was completely overpowered. His attackers 
pushed his torso across the bench pinning his face hard against the 


mouldy wood. Horrible pain and perverted sexuality saturated the air; 
unshaven stubble pricked his back and neck. Bob’s mind shrilled as 
each attacker had his way. 


The hooter sounded signalling evening muster. Its sound found Bob 
lying alone semi-conscious on the piss-house floor. Bob knew he 
must make the muster, there’d be too much trouble and certain 
reprisals if he didn’t. He slowly picked himself off the floor and 
stumbled into a cubicle. Bob wiped the muck from inside his thighs 
with toilet paper; he pulled his pants up and limped to the muster. 


The role was called. The prisoners proceeded to file indoors for the 
night. Bob looked up at a large picture of the Queen and Prince 
Philip hanging above the doorway. He hadn't noticed the faint smiles 
on their faces before. 


As the prisoners filed past the screws, a senior screw approached 
Bob and slapped him on the back, “I hear its your twenty-first 
birthday today”, he said, “many happy returns of the day.” 
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| Was Dead 


(Jalaluddin Rumi) 


i was dead 
i came alive 


i was tears 
i became laughter 


when it arrived 
my limited life 
was transformed, 
it became eternal 


love said to me, 

you are not 

crazy enough, 

you don't fit this house 


i went and 
became crazy, 
crazy enough 
to be in chains 


love said, 

you are not 
intoxicated enough 
you don't fit the group 


i went and 

got drunk, 

drunk enough 

to stumble and fall 


love said, 


you are too clever 
filled with imagination 
and scepticism 


i went and 
became gullible 
and in fright 
pulled away 
from it all 


love said, 

you are a candle 
attracting everyone 
like moths to a flame 


iam no more 

a candle spreading light, 
i gather no more crowds 
and like smoke 

iam dissipated now 


love said, 
you are a teacher 
and a leader 


iam no more, 
not a teacher 
not a leader 
just a servant 
to your wishes 


love said, 

you already have 
your own wings 

i will not give you 
more feathers 


and then my heart 
pulled itself apart 

and filled to the brim 
with a new light 
overflowing with new life 


now the heavens 

are thankful that 
because of love 

i have become 

a Star in the night sky 


Water Glider 


dance like the spirit wind 
touching but not disturbing 
the surface -- leaving no 
footprint, no impression of 
ur sojourn a journey unseen 
and unrecorded by gross 
minds but inscribed by 
rarefied styluses 


what determines solidity, the 
weight of a burden on the 
back of the lightness of being? 


leaving no traceable impressions 
on the surface of water only 
fascinates earth-walkers oblivious 
to the existence of eether -- an 
unseen world teaming with all 
manner of life 


thoughts become things in this 
realm, tangible and effective, 
the guided missiles of desire 


it's not a truck or tank bearing 
down on u, it’s a charged thought 
seeking its target for good or ill 


Sea Foam 


hisses on the shore, the sea 
retreats leaving a noisy 
deposit -- ebbs, flows, froth 
and bubbles agitating desire, 
the only static thing in this 
universe is the box-ideology 
that culture creates -- its idiotic 
theologies, ideologies that 
populations wear like death 
wears its stench 


stasis/form-ality in a kinetic 
universe, how much more 
perverse is it possible to 
become? 


infinity is kinetic, uncontrolled, 
unformulated, expanding, Living 
whereas conservatism is fixed, 
regulatory, static and dead, the 
polar opposite of spontaneous 
unpredictability, continuity/ 
infinity 


try, won't u, to reject death 
masquerading as safety and 
security, ‘keeping u safe’ is 
keeping u dead, ur joys and 
Freedom murdered 


the sea ebbs and flows, a 
warm night-wind catches 
the foam lifting it into the 
sky whispering Life all the 


while; this night is saturated 
with sound, the music of 
existence 


conservatives lock themselves 
in their coffins with shades 
pulled down watching home 
entertainment units, interfaces 
to the high priests of perversion 
fear and slavery 


we are keeping u safe, we are 
keeping u dead but u are already 
dead, maybe it's time to Live 


Invisible Verse 


after years refining the art 
i finally mastered the 
invisible poem, white text 
on white background, 
inscriptions written 

on the wind by the wind 


an entire world opened, 
lyric verse seemed to 
saturate all existence, | 
could not turn my head 
without another inscription 
appearing 


so i settled for a sea poem 
written on the sea by the 

sea -- very wet -- punctuated 
by sperm whales and dolphins 
riding the sea and its power 


Companion 


who is it that never withdraws 
their support or turns their 
open hand away? 


the familiar stranger that 
refuses to abandon a reprobate 
like me or you, who constantly 
nurtures and delivers comfort 
in a comfortless world 


it seems that regardless of 
every transgression (against 
myself) and the abuse i have 
heaped on others somehow 
my companion remains loyal 
tho offended by my actions 


dozens of downers and bottle 
of scotch failed to rid me of 
my life and ur presence 


a massive accidental OD that 
paralysed my diaphragm and 
left me without the ability to 
breathe did not earn ur 
displeasure or rejection, instead 
u delivered the kiss of live by 
proxy until my diaphragm 
reactivated, such an odd 
sensation to lose the ability to 
breathe while fully conscious 
it seems there is nothing | 
could do to earn ur permanent 
displeasure and banishment 


the patience of a Sphinx, the 
charity of a Buddha and the 

forgiveness of a Christ chase 
ur measureless magnanimity 


after decades of folly i finally 
gained some insight and began 
to learn and appreciate the 
healing effect of limitless 
compassion and patience, 
without which i would have 
surely fallen, another victory 

to oblivion 


it was ur refusal to abandon a 
reprobate and recidivist like 
me that awakened my sense 
of purpose 


who would have thought that 
unrelenting forbearance and 
unconditional Love would 
have finally melted a heart of 
stone, chiselled in exquisite 
pain/torture by a perverse 
world 


no matter how much i tried 

to drown u out or bury u 

in an orgy of self-destruction 
u remained and waited for me 
to regain my senses 


Okay, i acknowledge u won 
without contending, victory 
over me was achieved by 


enduring compassion and 
consideration 


now u reveal urself in all ur 
wonder, beauty and glory — 
no God, angel or celestial 
being, just you in naked 
wonder 


i should have known, you 
were all too familiar 


Distortions 


memory distorts the present 
and taints new experience with 
the past, is there no escape 
from this syndrome? 


like a recurring dream ur peerless 
beauty and perfection prevent 
new liaisons 


none compare to ur ineffable 
wonder, their inane, inarticulate 
gibberish and primitive gesticulations 
-- see what u have done to me! 


was | fortunate to experience such 
perfection or cursed, as now nothing 
rates -- ur legacy, an unattainable 
standard 


i have tried to dull my senses with 
substances, in vain were my attempts 
to re-educate my aesthetic sense 


i have engaged Americans in 
conversation hoping that tedious 
venture would invest others with 
qualities previously unappreciated 


but not so 


Americans slid below the scale 
of every known measure and 

the rest remain grotesque, circus 
and freak show performers 


the fault is mine tho i would 
dearly love to blame others, 

i have never settled for second 
best 


friends and associates were shocked 
to see me with a plain, pedestrian girl, 
but they do not possess an eye for 
real beauty 


Escape 


u hesitate for reasons unknown 
(to me) the moment is lost 
never to return, lives lived this 
way unknowingly chase tragedy 


lost opportunities accumulate to 
form tapestries of regret only 
speckled with the joys of 
spontaneous release 


fear and hesitancy subvert 
wild abandon -- have u ever 
seen a waterfall hesitate/ 
deliberate over its free fall, 

or a river pace itself and 
reverse its direction, does the 
sun diminish/shrink or retract 
during day? 


i search for u behind ur eyes 
and find crowded company 
intruding on our time; ur mother, 
priest and culture have robbed 
u of ur identity they have 
become the wardens of ur 
prison, their faces forged in 
fearful steel and window bars 
always watching with their 

dead eyes 


i have flung open the gates of 
hell for u to see but like a 
frightened animal u shrink into 

a corner, terrified of the prospect 


of personal freedom/escape 


wild abandon becomes daunting, 
a nightmare in the making for 
those afraid to live 


escape takes many forms but 
it must be pursued, do not wait 
for saviours or anyone to lead 
or guide as u would wait in vain 


freedom remains a personal 
challenge, a personal prerogative 


myths and gods are incapable of 
freeing themselves from the 
fabrications of men, how much 
less are they capable of liberating 
You? 


Chronos 


the great slayer by reputation, 
yet chronos is no more real 
than a dream 


time is vanquished by the 
continuity of existence, the 
progression of experience and 
the endless sway of the imploding 
-exploding Present 


where is time now? find it if u 
are able, the past is all u would 
find, nevertheless, we are all 
locked forever in the Now 


every experience is Now, eating, 
shitting, screwing are now; every 
joy, ecstasy and sorrow are Now, 
people live and die only in the now 


try doing anything yesterday 
or tomorrow to test ur disbelief 


some things are created for 
the sake of convenience, time 
is an illusion an oscillation in 
an evil mercantile magician’s 
box, time is simply slavery by 
any other name 


time enslaves yet it does not exist 
so what is it that enslaves? 

ur blind faith and obedience or 
maybe ur perverse adherence to 


culture's anal need, to regulate? 


time makes you a servile drone 
masquerading as a free being 


i was dead before i was born 
and dead before i was alive 
i was before i was not 


so who or what are You, slave 
or free, conqueror or conquered? 


culture is an amalgam of Lies that 
only duped slaves believe -- time 
has no more intrinsic value than 
money has any real value tho you 
sub-scribe and therefore invest that 
false value 


So, if you care to research the subject 
you would discover who and why 
time was created and then you would 
realise who time serves and who it 
enslaves 


Australian tribals have no cultural 
concept of linear time, their 
dreaming is spherical and constantly 
expanding 


Futility 


poets attempt with inadequate 
means to capture or describe 

the indescribable, nevertheless, 
it's our efforts that make us poets 


i try in vain to capture the totality 
or meaning of infinity in a phrase 
but fail tho i never stop trying 


there, did u see it, did u catch the 
meaning, did it touch ur soul, 
could u appreciate the subtlety 
and deft delivery? 


No! 


well, it's the best i could do in 
the circumstances -- infinity is 
best described by silence 


the poetry of peace and stillness 
has already been written without 
words, medium or stylus 


Superimposition 


is my soul stolen, mind mesmerised 
or do i eagerly surrender my spirit 
when i see you? 


how dare u appear like that, perfect 
visage and body, the envy of 
ancient Greece and Asia 


pure outrage, as this world admits 
nothing perfect, imperfection reigns 
in an imperfect world, what secret 
stealth brought u here to capture me, 
who or what sent u? 


i have inquired of the Gods, u are 
unknown to the pantheon, the oracle 
is mute regarding ur identity and 
origination 


have ur thighs, eyes, face and breasts 
bewitched all heaven and earth? 


only hell’s demons are able to sculpt 
a form such as urs, one glance and 
entire nations become subject, 

how impudent 


fortunately u are only a product of 
my imagination, a convenience 
that i use to superimpose on the 
imperfect females of this imperfect 
world 


Breaking 


day hints at its approach the 
horizon now clearly separates 
sea and sky, amorphous night 
sabotaged by light, the unity 
of darkness subverted by the 
plurality of day 


silhouettes begin to take full 
form, the universe is reborn 
with every dawn 


i see ur eyes but not ur face 

i sense u but ur body evades 
me tho i have little need of 
bodies they are only good for 
fucking, fighting and working 


realms of spirit, soul, intellect 
and intuition are my domains, 
my home 


so much time/energy wasted 
on gross bodies 


souls are distinct, each has a 
unique course whereas gross 
bodies share one destination, 
death, decay, disintegration 
how original -- all travelling 
together to doom 


but do not delude urselves, 
separating the body from its 
animating forces does not 


extinguish the continuity of 
being, i have been killed 
many times yet i persist and 
haunt the murderers, the 
destroyers of Unity/Life 


u think ‘i’ write every piece, 
create every text, not likely, 

i allow myself to act as a 
conduit for various voices/ 
impulses -- the disembodied 
speaking clearly thru me; the 
vastness of this creative store 
is matched only by the infinite 
splendour of existence 


light has robbed the sky of its 
blanket, clouds appear as do 
variations on the ground, the 
repose and security of night 
is replaced by the chaos and 
multiplicity of day 


u appear before me in totality 
tho i prefer u unseen, sensing 
ur energies and subtle nature 
rather than encountering form 


u can have the day warm and 
fertile night suits me fine 


Shoreline 


the shore whispers tonight, 
i wrap myself securely in 
the warmth and safety of 
the darkness 


a sick child shuns the light 
preferring night and its 
healing, soothing softness 


the sea invites when unseen 
sea rhythms mesmerise, 
background sounds to’ing 
and fro’ing in sync with the 
pulse of creation, the throb 
of quiet delight 


Succinct 


sometimes it is enough to 
leave it to destiny, and allow 
the greater harmony to 
determine the outcome 


so i leave my message on 
the wind in the hope that 
You will receive it 


Integrity 


O, how they tried with fake 
tenderness and subtlety at 
first, then psychological 
intimidation, followed by 
coercion and physical torture 


after decades of relentless 
onslaughts did they succeed 

in altering one iota of this being, 
thought or tendency, did they 
break this Spirit? 


not on your life, as this Spirit 
is too precious to compromise 


Dormant 


the mute mountain in the 
distance appears as something 
it is not 


at rest now but ferocious and 
merciless when active, the 
mountain is a volcano in 
repose 


do not be deceived by its 
snow covered summit it hides 
explosive fury, rivers of lava 
and endless fire-streams that 
reduce everything for miles 
around to a moonscape 


things are never what they 
seem, everything reverts to 
itself and a volcano is a time- 
bomb ready to explode and 
wreak havoc across the land 


mega-tonnes of power in one 
volcano, how much more in a 
caldera, a nursery of volcanoes 
-- Rabaul and Yellowstone 

are overdue, as is the big one 
along the fault in California 


humans are so arrogant in 
times of dormancy, they have 
forgotten how vulnerable and 
insignificant they really are 


soon, very soon ... 


Neptune Moon 


the indigo planet hovered over 
my natal moon, silver-blue 


i thought nothing of it until 

i began to fall in love with 

every woman i encountered, 

crazy dykes, demented, tormented 
casualties, damaged goods and 
other crazies, i was seeing 
everything through neptune’s 
Opiate eyes, no sooner had i 

met another woman i was 

gone again 


it was love no doubt, my 
experience and intellect 
backgrounded watching my 
irrational love run rampant 
all over my good sense, my 
brainless heart writing my 
secret life in the open sky 


but such is the nature of love 
it Knows no norms or bounds 
each foray is a new world of 
experience, every woman 
another soul to explore/ 
consume 


a teen again complete with 
gut-churning desire and 
the agony of rejection -- 
the ecstasy and torment 
of love unchained 


my god, i had almost forgotten 
what it was like to love 
without reins 


what a boon, a natural blessing 
the neptune cycle 


the only woman i didn’t fall 

for was my female astrologer 
who informed me that neptune 
had left the orb of my moon, 
just before i threw a rope 

over the garage rafter 


fortunately it was only a transit 
i wouldn't have coped with a 
a natal conjunction 


Steps 


a truckload of cares is removed 
with each step walking thru time, 
space and memory, only knowing 
things when moving 


walking thru the past which 
appears as a carousel of images 
strangely detached from the 
present 


walking, moving in this world 

and others -- 'and how are u today?’ 
glints the old lady watering her 
flower garden 


neighbours nod, strangers smile 
young women fix their gaze 

on something i am not aware of, 
it happens so often i check to see 
if my fly is undone or whether 
that pleasant feeling is the wind 
blowing thru ripped jeans 


but it’s the walking that is 
pleasant, step by step 15K a day, 
i have yet to calculate how many 
kilometres over a year 


how did i arrive at this point? 
step by step, there are no shortcuts 


i wasted many years looking for 
shortcuts but no safe avenues 
presented, speed culture is doomed 


the expedient course is fraught with 
pitfalls, signposts all around point 
to ruin 


deliberate steps open wide horizons, 
alternatives and viable options 


cocaine gratification and short-term 
thinking, destroyed the global 
economy and amputated a successful 
future for the world 


as the world races to its inevitable 
destiny, it's the walkers that will 
build a new world 


[step by solid step allowed China 
to rise to superpower Status in 

a few decades while western 
hedonists and short-term thinkers 
prepare a grave for America] 


Driftwood 


wonder no more why driftwood’s 
gnarled contortions and bleached 
body appeals to our aesthetic sense 


it's no secret that a communication 
that relates to the widest audience 
is considered superior 


it’s the same with driftwood 
every contorted turn, gnarled 
twist replicates our lives like 

a road map of pain/contortions 


the elements attack everything 
with equal zeal, they do not 
discriminate between the animate 
and inanimate, the living or the 
dead 


our once slender symmetry 
becomes a twisted torment 
of disappointments and mis- 
directions 


the longer we are cast adrift 
at the mercy of irresistible 
forces beyond our control, the 
more aesthetically pleasing 
we become to others 


sucked dry until we are only 
outlines of our former selves, 
we become famous and die 
young 


Unrestricted 


i've only fallen asleep on my 
keyboard four times tonight 


for whatever reason these hours 
spawn poetry like coral sperm 
in tropical seas 


but let’s not be self-indulgent 
it’s production time 


unlike so many narcissistic poets 
that cling desperately to their identity 
and reputations i cling to nothing, 
the creative impulse is unfettered 
here 


free to spin a yarn, nail criminal 
corporatists and the puppet 
politicians that serve them 


or simply to open up and allow 

a poem to arrive easily of its own 
accord, unhindered by categories 
or expectations, which destroy 
many artists in love with their 
reputations 


poems fall like summer rain and 
winter snow here, some ooze 
slowly like spent sexual fluids, 
others spurt like sea anemones 


no rules only the impulse of 
creation -- could u imagine where 


we would be if the universe was 
self-conscious? 


[another poem without the confines 
of style or course, without the burden 
of identity or other traceable features 


it is far better to create than to be 
somebody 


how tedious/restrictive identities are, 
think of the expectations they create, 
identities enslave more effectively 
than chains 


write, paint, sculpt like a winter breeze, 
crisp, clean and fresh, nothing here 
impinges on the free flow, un-owned, 
unclaimed, even by the artist 


u may have it if u wish, there’s plenty 
more where this came from] 


Liberation of Uncertainty 


locate me between night and 
day, at dawn or dusk where 
uncertainty reigns, where day 
and night momentarily lose 
themselves in each other's arms 


those who know find me at the 
edge, on the cliffs where sea 
laps the land, where horizon 
marries sea and sky, where 
fissures between space and 
time open portals into other 
dimensions 


find me in the uncertainty of 
existence where nothing is able 

to take hold or anchor itself, 

find me in pure freedom coursing 
like a madman in undefined space 


categories cease to exist, form 
becomes void and void is saturated 
with unblemished existence 


emptiness overflows with Be-ing, 
continuity explodes into Ecstasy 


find me there swirling like a 
dissolving dervish, inward outward 
who could tell? 


no Truth or ignorance, no failure or 
attainment, no identity, no fear 


find me with the Gods in concert 
with creation spinning dreams and 
weaving realities for those below 


locate me where space disappears 
find me there, nowhere, now-here; 


pure terror for conservatives but 
paradise for the liberated Free 


Personal Pronoun 


American poets are obsessed 
with themselves or rather myths 
of themselves 


so engrossed (they are) in their 
reflected image i dare not disturb 
the water and shatter their 
modernist illusions 


when post-modern poets refer to 
the personal pronoun, ‘I,’ it would 
be a monumental mistake to 
assume they refer to themselves 
in any way 


the ‘I’ refers to the actor, the 
imposter, a cultural product an 
experient that imagines illusion 

is reality, but it’s tempting to be 
seduced by notions of fame, 
celebrity and notoriety 

-- ‘identity’ -- 

especially after years of dedicated 
work mastering the art with no or 
little appreciation for one’s efforts 


it's laughable when an artist is 
‘discovered’ by a publisher as 
though he or she fell from the sky 
proficient in verse and the artifices 
of poetry -- 

a most complex, tricky form 


‘we'll do an initial run of 20K 


supported by marketing and 
press agents but u'll have to use 
a real name throughout or we'll 
have nothing to sell if u persist 
in using dozens of pseudonyms’ 


but they just don't get it, it's not 
name or fame that is sought, 

every poem has its own identity 

a one-off, it would be an injustice 
to attribute its uniqueness to a 
single name, so dozens are used -- 
the author is not above the Art 


i perfected this art after marvelling 
at ancient petroglyphs and the 
unsigned cave art of indigenous 
Australians 


a poem appeals because it relates, 
many are able to identify with what 
the words induce; it follows that 
many write the pieces, as who really 
decodes-reads, language/culture? 


[from kerouac to warhol, americans 
are such narcissistic wankers] 


Dark Reign 


for whom do u maintain your stoic 
long-suffering, for whom do u 
torture urself? 


no god requires your pain, no 
goddess accepts ur sorrow, not 
one angel in heaven has need 
of ur misery 


let it all go, relieve urself of 
imposed, useless burdens 


do u think u were created to suffer? 
it's a brazen lie 


in ineffable bliss were u created, 
u were created in pure joy, who 
would displace ur peace and 
serenity with frenzy? what thief 
would rob u of ur inheritance and 
leave tribulation and agony 

in its place? 


but we know who 


this type is easily identified, their lies, 
machinations and deceit brand them 


they would give u barbs for necklaces 
and broken glass for a bed, they are 
well known to everyone, could decay 
and death disguise its unmistakable 
stench? 


if u are offered fear instead of 
happiness, if your treasure house 

is burgled and garbage is left where 
your shining jewels and pearls 
should be u needn't look far to 
identify the culprit -- look to the 

Hill where a black (white) man 

with a black lying heart signs orders 
to murder women, children and 

all manner of innocence, a man 
that replaces life-giving rain from 
the sky with missiles, blood and 
death 


it is costly to ignore reality and 
continue to suffer needlessly when 
the cause is known and the cure is 
freely available 


we need not succumb to evil, 
death and slavery masquerading 
as democracy, freedom and liberty 


Hannah on a Skateboard 


i need to get out daily to 
escape my crowded solitude 
-- in throngs of city people 

i find complete anonymity, 
peace 


it's not So much an irony 

as it is plain reality, it’s like 
looking for that hidden good 
in everyone 


ive searched every aspect of 
being and found no such thing 
but something seems to attract 
them, i know not what 


a young Swede, Hannah, ona 
skateboard asked if she could 
walk with me up Oxford, Paddo, 
i said “you may,” with a smile 


22 for pete’s sake, and me almost 
three times her age, tho i marvel 
at this interaction 


my solitude invaded by impulsive 
youth looking for what i know not 
but i'll Keep looking for that piece 
of good in everyone 


i am sure to find it 


Clovelly 


i caught a glimpse of u as i 
walked, seated on a grassy 
knoll exposed to the wind 
overlooking the sea 


seated alone on a bench in 
silhouette against the setting 
sun and fading light 


how desolate an image u 
presented with ur back to me, 
long brown hair flowing on 
the offshore wind 


motionless, u didn't sense 

my presence as u once could, 
our minds once linked, we 
could converse without the 
need to articulate 


u are lost to me now, deep 

in thought, solitary, sculptured 
into the seascape, i know not 
why 


a haunting isolation so unlike 
the gregarious person u once 
were confronts me now 


i could feel ur profound and 
powerful solitude strong 
enough to resist the urge i had 
to say, “hello, how have u 
been?" 


ur form conquered the entire 
scene, alluring, more powerful 
in ur solitude than in company 


i never figured why u left yet 

u seem strangely assured, a 
woman alone and comfortable 
in her solitude, a rarity these 
days 


stay strong 
stay well, 
my lost love 


Serpent's Tail 


when the mystic serpent injects 
its soma into the centre of your 
brain, opposing left and right 
hemispheres synchronise and 
begin to pulse in harmonic 
rhythm 


joy overwhelms spirit and floods 
being with delight; the radiant sun’s 
glory fades before the brilliance 

of this vision 


the firmament with its studded 
array is shamed by shafts of 
shooting light issuing from a 
crystal skull 


dread no more, eyes once exposed 
to the ineffable beauty of this 
landscape see only perfection 


the diamond-mind transformed 
cannot return to its carbon past, 
the world shudders in delight 
and trembles in ecstasy, there is 
no going back to a world of 
shadows and the thick fog of 
ignorance 


but seizing a serpent by its tail 
requires practice and skill whereas 
enduring Love liberates All safely 
and securely 


Twain 


i was turned in my youth 
to the East 


to fine porcelain skin, delicate 
artistry, jet on white which 

can be traced back thousands 
of years 


i need not deride clumsy, bovine 
occidental girls hidden beneath 
forests of body hair, rolling 
mammaries and tiresome mind 
games 


it’s refreshing to succumb to 
direct allures and precise biology 
rather than attempt to fathom 
mixed messages and indecision 


yes, it’s the whole deal the 
psycho-somatic differences, 
temperaments, everything -- 
oriental and occidental are 
galaxies apart 


but it’s the twats that really 
separate East from West, 
pert, tight, tidy fissures 
sparsely forested in amazing 
contrast to gashes of meat 
fashioned by the axes of 
drunken lumberjacks 


okay, so there’s more to a woman 


than a twat, not that most men 
really care, tho i require fine, 
delicate porcelain in harmony 
with my aesthetic sensibilities 


Seasons 


‘to everything there is a season,’ 
with one exception, the awakening 
of the American people to the fact 
they truly have a choice 


not those presented binaries like 
left-right, liberal or conservative, 
but real choices like hanging 
Wall St bankers and shooting 
plutocrats on sight 


perhaps additional choices like 
dragging transnational CEOs 
from their glass towers and 
forcing them to clean toilets 
until they die from inhaling the 
fumes of powerful toxic cleaning 
agents which they manufacture 


few today understand the meaning 
of the word, choice, it implies real 
freedom and real democracy -- 
perhaps that is why the meaning 
of these words is fading from the 
pages of dictionaries and memory 


a thousand paid talking heads cleverly 
avoid real opposition to the status quo 
and dissent, they present scripted, 
packaged myopic discourses for 
passive consumption, the masses have 
yet to progress to an instantaneous 
decision to be Free or enslaved by lies 
and propaganda, to realise that death 


does not necessarily require the body 
to expire -- mindless automatons 
are required to service the machine 


if we cannot remember the past, we 

are unable to appreciate the present 
and realise we have a choice in creating 
our future 


Walking with Buddha 


if you walk with Buddha on your 
right then be assured Mara, the 
great tempter, is immediately to 
your left 


this world is defined by opposites, 
but for the notion of ‘good,’ ‘evil’ 
could not exist 


the more we toil to achieve a 
particular objective the closer its 
opposite approaches; great 
achievements are necessarily 
accompanied by greats trials and 
falls -- polarities are inextricably 
bound, everything is defined by 
its opposite 


locked in mutual embrace, polarised 
forces vie for supremacy, eternal 
conflict appears to be the one 
consistent characteristic of this 
plane, or is it a signpost to 
salvation? 


if we strive for a high ideal, 

we risk the usurper stealing our 

prize, it is the dilemma of the 

ages prompting an ancient poet/scribe 
to vent his frustration and despair, 
‘there is nothing new under the sun,’ 
when in reality the opposite is true 
nothing remains the same for an 
instant 


conservatives toil in vain to preserve 
and chisel their values in stone 

only to have them disintegrate 
before their eyes. 


whenever great calamity or ‘evil’ 
dominates be assured its total defeat 
is inevitable, as it creates all the 
forces necessary for its own 
destruction; it’s as certain as the 
cycles of night and day 


it seems we face a dilemma in this 
world, the fruitless and futile 
struggle of opposites or the choice 
of freedom, emancipation 


ancient and modern scribes have shown 
the way, it has been written; 

‘If you see the Buddha on the road, 

kill him!’ 


indeed, all teachers are frauds whether 
by intent, circumstance, folly or tradition 


no-one can give you what you already 
possess unless they lie and deceive; 
gurus are slaves to their disciples as 
their disciples are slaves to their gurus, 
however, the obvious fact remains, 
emancipation is a singular endeavour, 
and a highly personal attainment 


following or subscribing to any 
teaching, person or existing doctrine, 
dogma or discipline is the height of 


perversity -- Liberation is not found 
in the binding chains of prescription 


why should we kill the Buddha 
or crucify a Christ? 


we do so to shatter the bonds of blind 
belief (slavery) and free ourselves from 
the inculcated myths of culture — 
remember culture is the mother of all 
oppositions and polarities, and culture, 
as is evident today, is inherently 
perverse/sick, i need not qualify the 
obvious 


consider the strange narrative of the 
Gospel of Luke in which the victorious 
end is presented at the beginning. 


prior to the apparent defeat, victory 

is asserted at the outset. the protagonist 
figure is tempted by his opposite; thesis 
and anti-thesis struggle and the protagonist 
overcomes, not by vanquishing his 
opponent, but by disengagement, the 
opponent is acknowledged but not 
engaged (‘get thee behind me’) 


the futility of the endless struggle of 
polar opposites is clearly avoided in 
favour of another way 


the Buddha also avoids polar extremes 
and advocates the middle ground 


both narrative figures acknowledge our 
world of corruption, misery and perversity 


but demonstrate that the optimum 
approach to divisive extremes is to 
understand, withdraw y/our active 

or passive support, but never subscribe 
or take sides or ever attempt to prove 
you're right and the other is wrong as 
quite obviously that indicates how 
entrapped you are in cultural binaries 
and conservative value judgments, 
notwithstanding it advertises a complete 
insecurity of personal identity 


now, you would be a fool to believe in 
or subscribe to anything i say, wouldn't 
you? 


you have been free since your inception, 
any bonds are purely illusory and self- 
imposed, all constraints are of your own 
taking not making; you (not your body) 
have been made whole, perfect and 
complete 


Are we aware of any leaders today that 
lie and deceive? 


would you continue to actively or 
passively support cultural perversity, 
divisive hatred and destruction or 
would you withdraw your subscription/ 
support and allow harmony to prevail? 


River 


sitting by the bank the water 
snaps, a tail whips, a gleam 
catches the sunlight; in a flash 

a fish disappears into the depths 


perfectly adapted to the medium 
freshwater fish appear and 
disappear at will evading traps 
and lines which they tangle in 
the rushes and the roots of 
water trees 


i've sat and watched from this 
bank countless times, it is 
never the same though we 
imagine the river is constant 


we've given it an English name 
and mapped it, yet the river 
evades our feeble attempts to 
fix it in any lexicon or map 


it once teamed with aquatic 
and amphibian life, singing 
frogs, flashing fish and 
Cunning cod have evaded 
extinction for thousands of 
years though today their days 
are numbered 


the river unhappily accepts 
runoff from rains laden with 
toxic sprays and fertilisers 


modern man has no connection 
to the land/environment he sees 
it through words, stats, litres, 
dams and forced production 


for thousands of years the river 
supported the originals, no better 
stewardship exists than native 
peoples inextricably linked to 

the land 


we killed them off before we 
killed the river, what do natives 
know of modern farming methods 
and aquaculture? 


very little, but they knew how 
to harvest its bounty without 
upsetting the delicate balance 
that sustains all manner of life 


and what do we know? 


how to exploit, pollute and kill 
everything we touch 


we continue to regard the natives 
as ignorant primitives 


Influx 


we are of the exception no 
rule is able to contain us, no 
standard exists to define us, 
no mind is capable of 
appreciating (us) we are not 
of the left or right, we are 
nemesis to both 


standing at the other side of 
creation we leave fleeting 
vapour trails, we easily evade 
the analists in power 


behind me plays the left hand 
of Jimi, as i write -- you 
murdered him and u will 

pay -- Leonardo before him, 
machines, brush and ciphers, 
and Buonarroti making an 
appearance 


yet it hasn't struck u that the 
exception to the rule subverts 
the rule and by consequence 
destroys the status quo 


with what are u able to contend 
with our tactics? we have no 
need of fame, notoriety or 
wealth, how do u hope to lure 
and capture us, could a chimp 
outsmart a man? 


sociopaths and lamers, all 


resorting to fear, terror tactics, 
your primitive methods are 
inadequate today 


u have never had our measure 
u do not possess the ability 

yet u hope to prevail against us, 
what dream deludes u now? 


perhaps another holocaust 
or a million dead children to 
top ur previous record, ur 
population is trained to deny 
and forget 


all ur high-tech weapons are 
ineffective against our skills 


u have sought us frantically 
for decades and have only 
eaten our dust 


we are no-one, we are everyone, 
how simple it is to lead u in 
circles and evade your facile 
lures and traps 


we have ur measure, u will 
never succeed, ur abilities are 
clearly inadequate 


you have No chance 


Dissent 


there is an indescribable 
satisfaction in dissent; 
opposing the most 

powerful forces that exist 
and observing them react 

in real fear to the small 
independent voices 

saying No, that’s a Lie, 

No, you are mass murderers 
of the innocent, Not saviours 
or protectors 


watching reactions to dissenting 
discourse with calculated attention, 
watching agencies and information 
managers monitor our every word 
and attempt to suppress our message 
spells Victory for dissenters 


watching the most powerful 
Corporations and Banks squirm 
writhe in unease and wince when 
every pointed dart of truth, and 
every arrow of justice launched 
at their murdering black hearts 
hits its mark 


they have no idea that every 
effort they make to suppress, 
oppress and misrepresent only 
increases the volume of dissent 


the plutocrats believe their 
counter-measures are effective 


when in fact the opposite is true, 
without their futile efforts to 
suppress and smother, we would 
have given up decades past 


with every advance we make 
they grow weaker, every newly 
awakened person spells doom 
for frauds and liars 


we have forced their hand on 
numerous occasions, with every 
new suicidal act or law they 
implement the tide of opinion 
alters in our favour and opposition 
against them increases 


it is with the utmost vigour and 
satisfaction we deliver our healing 
and balancing message 


every corporate lie countered, 
every media misrepresentation 
exposed, all their manufactured 
‘realities’ forced to defer to Truth 
and simple verifiable facts, 
which we happily provide 


the purveyors of death and 
destruction move closer to 
retribution/justice as each 
day passes 


their feeble attempts to stem 
the growing tide of dissent 
only increases the forces of 
opposition 


every printed word and dissenting 
act spells victory for Truth, we 

are well pleased with our efforts 
and encouraged by the results, 
there is no silencing the global 
dissenting voice or stopping the 
growing opposition to criminal 
plutocrats and the mass murderers 
of our time 


Amon 


rest easy amour u weren't to 
know, consider it a perfect 
harmonisation, intonation, 
reverberation that carried u 
out of this world 


vocalise ur escape, from 
torment to the easy 
undulations of another 
world with rhythmic seas 
and humming light 


it was unplanned ur 
departure, accidental, tho 
u tempted fate once too 
often and fate never 
forgoes an opportunity to 
steal a soul 


ur frantic search led u here, 
briefly i felt a presence and 
turned, there u were, confused 
dishevelled, u could not 
identify that for which u 
searched 


but all frantic minds subside 
in the end, vision stabilises, 
and cognition returns 


perhaps now we could return 
to the plateau under the 
Egyptian sun and bathe in 
its light like days gone by 


when as incestuous brother 
and sister we copulated in 
the rushes by the banks of 
the Nile 


the priests saw fit to deify us, 
our unnatural embraces 
produced a son who became 
the Eye of God completing 

a triadic dynamic, which 
persists to this day 


i miss ur sad laments and 
soul-rending songs of love, 
heartache and pain, u tore 
urself to pieces in ur quest 
for fulfilment 


rest easy now amour, the 
warble of night-birds will 
carry you to paradise and 
peace 


Time Orphaned 


is time measured by pulsing 
waves prior to orgasmic release, 
or the tremors of ecstasy that 
run up and down the spine 
during seizures of inspiration 
and creation? 


No! 


is time the space between two 
thoughts relative and illusory, 
or the ‘distance’ defined or 
measured by space? 


how absurd are notions of 
space when existence is 
saturated and no real separation 
exists, 'empty' space is simply 

a lack of awareness 


yet in the supreme arrogance 
characteristic of conservatism, 
time imagines itself the 
destroyer of all things, though 
reality easily demonstrates 
continuity (timelessness) 


time affects only the ignorant 
that are unable to detect the 
swirling flows and spirals of 
continuous creation 


corporeality is merely coalesced 
ignorance, mis-perception 


time and space married 

are the progenitors of form 
and measurement yet reality/ 
continuity is measureless, 
therefore timeless, and 
timelessness is immortality 


what is the true measure of 
a man, is it height, weight, 
stature or character, which 
quality transcends and defies 
all boundaries and precise 
definitions? 


Banner 


hoist high the red white and 
black, all other flags defer 


unrepresentative leaders 
betray the majority, 

privileged minorities 

have hijacked democracy; 
justice made orphan must 

be restored, order must again 
prevail, hold high the red 
white and black 


red alone has failed and all 
other shades have succumbed, 
these times necessitate revolt, 
hoist high the red white and 
black 


paint ur faces sisters, lift your 
kerchiefs brothers, clench ur 
fists in salute -- defy the 
murdering plutocrats, evade 
their fascist police 


always strike in stealth and 
return to the fray to fight 
another day 


strike at the vulnerable 
underbelly, target the heart 
and vitals, pound the beast 
until it stumbles exhausted 
to the ground 


in that weakest moment 
plant ur charge, draw your 
dagger and end the reign 
of murder, deceit and 
destruction, hoist high the 
red white and black 


under that banner alone we 
gather, all other flags defer 


unite under the ancient 
tricolour of mutual 
co-operation and Freedom, 
hoist high the red white 
and black 


White Light 


i lived in a crystal cylinder 
for over a decade, the best 
years of my life some say, 
insulated and wasted 


borne away separated, 
carried to realms euphoric 
beyond description on the 
snow white wings of my 
faithful unicorn -- ride me 

to ecstasy my winged steed, 
save me from the irrational, 
cruel and senseless violence 
of this world 


i have stolen the moon from 
the night sky and offered it 
to you but its cool marble 
paleness did not please you 


i returned on my winged 
steed with diamond stars 
from the farthest reaches 

of space, sparkling, but when 
i produced them the hard 
facets and ice-cold clarity 

did not appeal 


intravenous dreams and 
melancholy recollections 
attract and addict, only fools 
underestimate this magic 
powder 


the central pillar of the temple 
is able to support the entire 
structure but not your perverse 
desire or ur insatiable thirst 

for experience 


there is nothing warm here, 
though the chiselled frozen 
beauty of this desolate escape 
remains irresistible to u 


this terrain is not for the 

faint of heart or those thin 

on courage and will, it is the 
realm of the vanquished 

and victorious, only heroes 

and heroines return to tell of 
their experiences, enslavement 
or Liberation 


had they let me be i never 
would have returned but they 
found my corpse in its hiding 
place and revived it with 
violent embraces 


they killed my white wonder 
and doomed me to a life on 
terra firma 


in response i have dedicated 
my life to exposing their rotten 
corruption, deception and lies; 
every breath i take is 
punctuation in a narrative of 
vengeance 


words of advice i offer future 
regulators in another time and 
place leave us to our dreams, 
allow us to die young or 

suffer the wrath and unrelenting 
vengeance if u disturb our 
dreaming 


i could barely put a sentence 
together before i was violently 
thrust back into this foul world 


now my words and phrases 
are honed weapons, devastating 
charges and lethal darts 


be wary of ‘good’ intentions, 
do not dare disturb wayfarers 
in their dreaming unless u wish 
to confront those dreams in 
Reality 


Stephanie 


u have forgotten 


what remains unresolved impels 
you to locate me again thru time 
and space to settle a debt, obtain 
a boon or simply satisfy a desire 


so we meet again, in this new 
place and exchange thoughts 
easily and directly, if u think it 
common think again 


u recognised my ability and 
sensitivity not realising that 
recognition affirms u have 
the same ability, yet u failed 
to remember that we knew 
each other intimately in a 
previous life, in that other 
place 


you are Buddhist now so it's 
natural to appreciate the 
situation, tho here in the 
Occident it is considered an 
oddity a special gift, a strange 
telepathy conversing minds 


it is time, this time to resolve 
the issue, and unify bodies, 
mind and soul 


or would you hesitate, delay 
again and allow unrequited 


desire to propel u into the next 
life and take ur chances again, 
things may not be as conducive 
as they are now 


be mindful today you know 
me too well, recollect with 
whom you exchange thoughts 
so easily -- remember, make it 
plain and delight in resolution, 
completion 


Laying Time 


arrive in ur own time, rest 
beside me, next to me, 
inside me, within me 


spread urself over me like 
a blanket until all that 
exists is you 


make it easy for me to 
embrace u again 


unlock all ur facets bring 
them home here with me 


u left in a flash and return 
in a glimmer, use light as 
ur doorway, ride it like fire, 
corporeality has never 
impeded u before 


traverse time, breach the 
barriers that confine the 
mundane, liberate everything 
mapped/captured by the 
destroyer of all good things 


return, impervious to the 
buffeting undulations of 
temporal existence 


appear as you are, immortal, 
eternal and Ecstatic, my 
divine consort 


Sea Ghost 


at night i watch the brooding 
ocean from my secret clifftop 
vantage,it speaks of approaching 
catastrophe, a great purging of 
land, sea and sky, not one grain 
or soul will remain unaffected 


physical change will correspond 
with magnetic realignment, the 
earth will be reborn, the dross 
will be purged completely 

only the rarefied, attuned will 
survive to replenish the planet; 
that much has happened before 
but the scale of this impending 
upheaval is too horrendous 

to contemplate 


sensitive souls with deep 
understanding are awed by the 
scale of this looming disaster 
and the savagery of nature’s 
forces unleashed 


very little will be spared but 
only little is required, the earth 
will be renewed and enter a 
new cycle 


not one coward or self-serving 
avaricious pig will remain, but 
for a handful, the human race 
would have all but vanished, 

a situation humanity has brought 


on itself 


but tonight the moon is full, 
its light dances across the 
waves, a warm spring breeze 
carries the fragrance of 
blossoming flowers 


i have learned to watch indirectly 
in order to see what is not usually 
seen, vapours and spirits swirling 
slowly in the night 


the hush of waves is broken by 

a sudden splash, and a blur on 

the surface, the omen has returned 
from the deep, the white whale 
breaches and rolls in the ocean 

off the coast, it senses those that 
sense it as it sings its haunting 
lament 


locals have come to expect the 
seasonal migration of the white 
whale, Migaloo, off our eastern 

coast away from Japanese harpoons 
and commercial whaling cannons 


they view it as a novelty, a rare 
spectacle, entertainment 


few are aware of Aboriginal legend 
and the significance of the 
white whale 


another breach and call and Migaloo 
disappears beneath the waves 


Your Name is Perversity 


humankind stands alone as a 
species that is aware certain 
actions ensure negative results, 
yet humans consciously, and at 
great cost, persist in their folly 


which other creature self-destructs 
so effectively? 


lemmings suicide as a result of 
population pressure and limited 
resources, so what appears as a 
senseless act is in fact a survival 
mechanism for the species 


humankind learns hard then ignores 
the painful lessons learned, repeating 
previous errors is a favourite pass 
time of humans 


i ask you what design, flaw or 
aberrant gene is responsible for 
man’s lunatic behaviour? 


numerous other examples of man’s 
insanity exist far too numerous to 

list here but i would mention the one 
truly deplorable human characteristic 
peculiar to the species and that is the 
horrid way they treat their young — 
children are horribly abused 
physically and psychologically 

and we wonder why lunatics 

are abundant in human society 


which other species would murder 
innocent children for a barrel of oil 
or monetary gain? 


millions of children were needlessly 
killed in Indo-China, the 500,000 
children killed in Iraq was said to 

be “worth it,” by a sick female 

leader of State, an 'acceptable'’ price; 
and you imagine there is hope for 
this sick species -- have we forgotten 
that children are innocent and 
defenceless 


in full view of heinous crimes and 
injustices by leaders of State the 
powerful paralysed masses react 
with passive toleration rather than 
righteous indignation and outrage; 
it seems sure, the species Is lost, 
doomed to extinction 


a species that abuses and murders 
its young abuses and destroys itself 


i wonder how many other failed 

species existed previously or exist 
on other worlds (none i imagine as 
suicidal abuses end in annihilation) 


human beings are pathologically 
unique, a sick and sorry excuse for 

a viable life form, a failed evolutionary 
experiment; nevertheless, we have a 
Choice to return to what we Know 

is right 


Greetings from the author, 


Humans, as we are all aware, are very fearful creatures, however, 
we all have a resource upon which to draw in times of great fear or 
overwhelming challenge. | refer to that ability to lift vehicles when our 
children are pinned underneath; it is the ability to fly in the face of 
certain death to save something (what?) and emerge victorious. 


Indeed, | refer to the heroic quality in all human beings regardless of 
how much effort is invested in making society scared, fearful and 
timid; the hero in us all waits to be awakened. It is the most powerful 
resource that we possess as human beings and make no mistake, 
certain nefarious forces go to great lengths to keep that winning 
quality smothered and repressed. 


| would remind everyone not to ignore the many challenging issues 
of our time, we are the world and we only have ourselves to blame if 
it goes down the plug hole. With that said and by way of contrast, it 
is hoped the above prose poem confronts our sorry condition in 
these challenging times and inspires us to restore OUR lives and 
respective societies, which we have allowed to fall into the hands of 
rogues and criminals. 


Do not look to others for guidance, first take responsibility for your 
own life -- who else could live it? Only after regaining your personal 
power and sovereignty would you be able to assist others in need. 


Share this message with friends and those in need of 
encouragement. We are not yet lost. 


Close 


ur presence hovers above me 
like a mist blanketing a lake, 
so tantalisingly close i feel ur 
warm breath on my cheek yet 
no contact is made 


enveloped all around you maintain 
a distance designed to unsettle 
and agitate, so very near tho it 
could be the other end of the 
universe 


if you fail to make contact soon 
or continue to resist my gentle 
advances the tension will be lost 
and as a gust of wind disperses 
a mist a chance may never form 
again, and remember, a chance 
ignored is an opportunity lost, 
we cannot afford to be so slow 
with our limited span 


hold firm, do not succumb to fear 
or hesitate, gather yourself and 
make ur move, the result could be 
more than you anticipated 


All and More 


the more i give, the more | 
gain, makes no sense at all 
tho it's truer than the blue 

of a summer sky and deeper 
than the black of a moonless 
night 


existence offers everything 
freely/unconditionally, i have 
learned from the perfect 
teacher; i completely surrender 
to achieve freedom, i give it 

all away and my cup overflows 


to what do u imagine i refer, 
to what open secret do i allude? 


days in the warm mountain sun, 
and the soothing calm of moonless 
forest nights fortify the soul 


aromatic flowers bloom heavy 
with scent, fertile ready, pistils 
receptive 


should i/we withhold when 
everything natural gives freely? 


i removed the seven seals to 
the hidden chambers, and flung 
open the doors to allow free 
passage, my treasure-house 
exposed 


am i robbed of my most precious, 
that which has been given freely 
to me/you or am i/you fulfilled? 


i provide to whomsoever is in need 
without charge, condition or toll, 
all according to the original plan 


the lamps are lit the wedding guests 
arrive bearing more gifts than i have 
ever given away; my bride gleams/ 
shimmers, adorned in her blinding 
whiteness 


am i impoverished or abundantly 
wealthy? 


my bride approaches along the 
corridor illuminating/activating 
everything as she passes until she 
joins me at the threshold 


in symphonic harmony we are 
joined; together we pass through 
the radiant portal to the boundless 
reaches of Paradise 


Incapable ... 


of making the leap into real 
freedom away from religious 
belief, or the prison of science, 
which bases its empirical views 
on measurement, when the 
universe/existence is continuous 
and immeasurable! 


it seems this terrestrial sohere 
is a dumping ground for the 
tragic turds of creation, the 
home of dunces and retards 
where perversities are taken 
for reality and infinite Reality 
is ignored 


try, just once to understand, 
break your bonds and realise 
that continuum has no 
beginning or end, it is One 
continuous process, everlasting, 
no past or future 


where from this obsession with 
beginnings and endings when 
there are no such things? 


existence is Now, or would you 
care to produce the past or the 
future 


if you must delude yourselves 
could you possibly do it without 
killing each other and everything 


else you touch? 


why is it so difficult to live in 
harmony and peace, do you think 
selfishness and avarice are 
admirable qualities upon which 

to base social existence? 


do you not remember your body 
of light before it was encased in 
dross matter/flesh? 


try and recall who you really are 
and why you exist; recognise 
your relationship with each other 
and the world around you, 
everything is One voluptuous 
harmony/dance of Joy 


notions of exclusivity and separation 
are pure perversity, vanity, we are 
all part of the great unfolding of 
Creation 


but i apologise for momentarily 
distracting you from your morbidity, 
fear and malevolence, there are 
people to kill, environments to pollute 
and destroy, wars to wage and avarice 
to feed 


[Learn to co-operate and live in 
peace; you are facing extinction. 


"If the doors of perception were 
cleansed every thing would appear 
to man as it is, infinite" 


-- William Blake 


"The gates of Paradise are wide 
open, no-one is excluded -- only 
man denies and imprisons himself 
in ignorance, fear and darkness." 
-- Anonymous] 


Legion 


crowded out of my own keyboard, 
stolen themes meandering plots, 
what manner of displacement is 
this? 


i begin to write this and end 
with that, no semblance to my 
Original idea 


a price i must pay it seems -- 
automatic writing is easily 
hijacked by forces of desire to 
communicate which are stronger 
than my own to express an 

idea in verse 


i only add rhythm, form and 
grammar, a medium possessed 

of unquiet spirits jostling to steal 
my keys and make manifest a 
heart's desperation and unrequited 
desire 


i only ask that you wait patiently, 
allow me to complete my draft 
before you intervene 


i withdrew in solitude to a 
studio away from external 
distractions to find peace, 

to facilitate my art and 
increase production, yet 

at times my studio is more 
crowded than Grand Central 


it is disconcerting to read a 
poem i wrote that bears no 
relation to my experience, 
who is it that makes use of 
my mind/body? 


[legion] 


my ‘solitary’ studio bursts 
with chatter, at times the 
clamour and din is louder 
than city streets yet corporeal 
ears only hear the tapping 

of my keys 


Price 


before entering here (earth) 
every soul makes a bargain 
with the ruler of this world, 
the tax imposed for our 
earthly existence 


we pledge one half of our 
immortal soul the other half 
remains untainted, One with 
its Creator 


the pledged half is held 
temporarily by the ruler of 
this world -- each half now 
the others' polar opposite 


we enter as dual beings 
each half vying with the 
other for supremacy 


which will gain favour? 


the determinate is our 
freedom to choose, 
individually, in groups 
or as nations 


some nations choose perpetual 
war, destruction, mass murder, 
robbery and death -- their 
actions seal their fate 


other nations choose to eke a 
simple living not infringing 


on anyone 


however, the sick, spangled 
thief wants it all, though it can 
never explain why too much 
is never enough 


it casts an envious at those 
that barely have enough to 
satisfy their simple needs 


the bully has diamonds, gems, 
oil all manner of things but 
sees the joy children derive 
from playing with pebbles 

and stones 


the bully contrives to steal 
the stones and pebbles from 
the children 


in time the children grow into 
adults, the good always vying 
with the bad 


tribulations are constant, 
challenges difficult but we 
are shaped by how we respond 


the easy course is deceptive, 
a mirage for dying men 


the rugged road challenging 
but not brutal or unnecessarily 
cruel 


we navigate every obstacle, 


negotiate every turn until we 
return home having experienced 
the trials, hardships, tribulations, 
pleasures and joys of life here 
on this unique plane 


resist the dark if you would find 
liberation/fulfilment 


depart as you came, Victorious, 
and never succumb to perversity 


Rainbow Harp 


on certain days when rain, 
sun and sky allow you can 
grasp rainbows from the sky 
and separate each colour to 
make a seven stringed harp 
that plays cosmic music 
which resonates, hum and 
modulates through Existence 


corresponding centres in the 
body activate sympathetically, 
the seven colours of the 
rainbow harp combine to form 
clear white light, the seven 
corresponding centres of the 
body harmonise and become 
pure consciousness/Self, our 
original nature before cultural 
superimposition 


on other days the seven centres 
of the body synchronise along 
the spine and form a flute, the 
melody of which captures and 
subdues turbulent storms/minds 


the enchanting sound creates 
vistas in the sky and opens 
doorways to alternate states 
and other dimentions of Being 


Feather 


a feather floats effortlessly 
in the air 


it drifts about at random 
then settles beyond any 
boundary 


without grimace or bead 

of sweat it rides the forces 
nature provides and crosses 
boundaries without travail 

or the slightest exertion 
while other things toil and 
spin needlessly in tangles 
and webs of their own 
making 


Way 


no cross exists to hang this 
body on, no bough lends 
itself for such a task 


this body will not be impaled 


i continue to give (freely) 
that is the only reason i exist 


it flows without condition or 
restraint, you are not able to 
stem this flow, or diminish its 
tide, you simply do not 
understand that you are unable 
to affect its course 


how long does it take for some 
to learn that nothing is able 
to restrict this expression? 


fed to the dogs since infancy 
targeted relentlessly throughout 
life i discovered that yielding 

is the strongest weapon and 
my greatest strength 


inform me when you are able to 
bruise water or striate the air 


your frenzied attempts to wound 
betray your sadistic and incurable 
madness, will you never find 
peace? 


divested of everything held sacred 
stripped bare of all protective layers 
i was forced to locate the one saving 
grace, the power that sustains all 
things, which quality nothing is able 
to disturb 


so now i Share this secret openly 
though offers are largely ignored 


signs in a forest disappear in time 
make haste if you would find the 
signs left to guide you easily to 
liberation/salvation 


Music of the Spheres 


it begins with a long hum 

then a resonance undulates 
and launches thousands of 
subtle, vibrating harmonics 
through thru Be-ing, which 
synchronise the nervous system 
and organise the world around 
until the skull becomes as clear 
as crystal which defies decoding, 
as Clarity cannot be read only 
appreciated 


sounds that form strange 
symphonies attracting angels, 
sylphs, undines and demons 
flee as they find harmony 
tortuous 


bewitching tones and undulating 
rhythms that bind the universe 
together and tear it apart in 
rhythmic sequence 


from corporeality to the most 
rarefied vibratory scale so refined 
it moves through the ether faster 
than light 


harmonic progressions that culminate 
in a perfectly transparent skull while 
maintaining certain qualities 


a slow steady tonal pulse from high 
to low heaves and subsides with 


existence binding all things to it 

and bringing all manner of incongruities 
together then moving them 
asymmetrically apart again -- sounds 
that i recall from the womb 


songs of Be-ing and existence, 
peaceful rhythms and pulses -- 
beauty beyond description, it 
never ceases 


Lux 


futile travails and uncertainties 
i leave in the city with my suited 
attire, all behind me now 


before me a land-seascape 
solarises, luminesces -- 
emerald green skies and cobalt 
seas shimmer in my vision 


eyes flicker and fly, strobing 
like nectar feeders at the open 
mouths of flowers 


i am shaman, translucent, part 
man, beast, spirit, a body tailored 
for the journey 


roaring seas lashing wind 

confront with sustained power, 

i make deliberate forward progress 
moving toward the goal 


closer, 

nearing the edge, the appointed 
place under an overhang 
overlooking infinity 


at the edge now buffeted in all 
directions, i take exact steps 
and leverage myself under 
the overhang safely into an 
alcove 


i remove my loin cloth, talon 


necklace and wrist ties -- 
naked i sit cross-legged facing 
the horizon waiting for the sun 


i hear before i see, brass horns, 
conche shells trumpeting the 
dawn 


it is time, 

my token i take from its 
protective pouch and release 
it with open palm 


it shoots out and up at eye level 
tiny wings beating in a blur, 
tubular pointed beak between 
my eyes, iridescent feathers 
refracting the morning light 


a tweak of its head a blink 

of recognition it turns abruptly 
and shoots like bullet toward 
the horizon 


in a blinding flash it collides 
with the rising sun 


rays ripple toward the land 
in waves illuminating every 
hidden hollow and charging 
every open vessel waiting in 
anticipation 


it is done 
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Sun Moon Star 
Poetry 


Selections by the author/poet, Lindsay Traynor 
Book Il in the Poetry Series 


“Listening not to me but to the Logos 
it is wise to agree that all things are One. 


You cannot step into the same river twice; 
All things flow, nothing endures” -- Heraclitus, 500BC 


Clear and Bright 


the Sun shines but is diminished by the 
clear bright Light, which reduces the sun 
to a candle flame 


this Light is seen with the single eye only 
its qualities are beyond description it is 
the light that shines without source as it 
is non-dependent tho it shines through 
all things 


taste it, bathe in it, hold it without effort 
or tribulation, it is your very life gifted by 
eternity for eternity without discrimination 


ever available, it seeks nothing though 
everything seeks it knowingly or 
unknowingly 


beyond all measure is this Light that evades 
science and thought 


it is true, we all shine on, but not like the 
moon, stars and sun, we All shine on 
Eternally ... 


Grey 


the sky hangs low drawing its 
bleeding sunrise colours into grey, 
it's dreams abandoned in its youth 


yet the sun shines always above the 
Opaque grey 


only those under the grey are 
deprived of light, warmth and hope 


to compensate for the loss 
people have become addicted 
to representations of warm 
sun-drenched days presented 
on small and large screens 
that increase in size as the 
tolerance for artificial stimuli 
increases 


the sky is falling, 

so low today tall trees are burdened 
with holding it above the ground 
where all the desperate live, their 
vacuous lives fixed on smaller 
pocket-sized screens to evade 
momentarily the enveloping greyness 
as they move around like soul-less 
ghosts, though the sun continues to 
shine above the greyness 


few if any put down their desperate 
screens and attempt to climb the tops, 
which summits are cleaned with 


unpolluted air and bathed in 
golden light 


Way 


i must return to the Way 

where meaninglessness has meaning 
and the autumn leaves that once 
rustled in the wind lay fallen 
crunching underfoot 


where the sun rises and sets without 
the need to presume and the moon 
receives its light, shining silver ina 
motionless pond 


but there’s no point in returning as i 
have never left nor could i or anything 
else that exists in the interplay of 
dreams and realities 


longing for the Way is self-deceit so 
i simply find my way without taking 
trails or roads that lead nowhere or 
at best, places that i have outworn 


it is good to have been a fool, scholar, 
monk, magician, thief and madman, 

it is good to have been hanged, abused 
honoured, tortured, murdered and loved, 
so many times i have lost count 


if u see a familiar phantom in the sky, 
forest or urban place that appears and 
disappears do not think of me, or follow 
what u see as you would only find 
yourself searching fruitlessly for 

what you already have 


Apparent 


sometimes it shimmers 

like the wings of a dragonfly 
other times it flickers like the 
refracted light from hummingbird 
feathers and icy stars in a clear 
night sky, but more often than not 
it accommodates the perceiver 


oozing like thick oil in the sea 
splashing foam onto the unsures 
of existence 


i care not for control as all attempts 
fail in the end, i happily allow it 

to assume any manner or shape it 
chooses, sometimes this, at other 
times that; it shapes reality like we 
dream our desires or should i say, 

it shapes its dream which is reality 
for actors in a dream within a dream 
within ... ad infinitum 


confronted again by my choices and 
directions, some in tune, others clanging 
like worn, discordant cymbals 


i do not fret over illusions, i belong 
to no culture of blind dreamers and 
book believers 


again it approaches, do you feel it, 
it’s unmistakable? 


this time it assumes the shape, form 


and allusions of this poem 


who am i to resist it? 


Stay 


don't look at me with those 
calculating eyes; why look 
through ur personal prisms as 
all u see is urself and ur 
projected aspirations 


have u not realised that iam 

all the qualities that attracted u? 
and yet ur eyes betray that u 
wish to modify the real into ur 
distorted vision/dream 


are u able to traverse the seas 
using clouds as sails, or harness 
the sun to lift u above the temporal 
and fly? i doubt it. 


i am a poet and if u would inspire 
me first inspire urself 


so be content with what u have 
now as tomorrow never comes, 
where are u if u continually project 
out of the present? u are nowhere, 
as tomorrow for me is as today 
gliding free always in One 
continuous present 


u have as much chance of nailing 
me as nailing the wind 


learn to feel and sense rather than 
calculate; if ur not here with me 
now u may as well be elsewhere 


permanently 


settle first within urself before 

u attempt to alter the unalterable, 
find urself and offer it to me 

if u wish and see if it works 


if not, better adieu now 


Hold Fast 


hold fast to that Love which brought 
the universe into existence -- not 
particular but unconditional and 
boundless 


why chase mirages that burnout like 
fireflies, always luring temporal desire, 
which if followed only lead to ruin 

and pain -- what price desire? 


the door to the furnace below 

waits to be released, let that fire 
ascend to heaven burning your 
shackles as it rises, you are a flower 
that blooms in the morning and 
bathes in moonlight by night, why 
do you trouble yourself with 
perversity? 


by day it is a shoreless crystal lake, 
by night ebony though Swans are 
able to navigate it freely, dancing 
in-on the ‘waters’ of Eternity 


hold fast to that One Love, it will 
never abandon you, it cannot 


imbibe its purity and satiate your 
thirsty soul, only in it do you find 
peace, rest and Life 


in the forests of the night you do 
not see, you tear your garments, 
flesh and wound yourself in its 


thorny undergrowth 


seek only the open sunlit fields 

of day be-speckled with the wild 
flowers of Love and you will be 
healed and find rest and joy for your 
soul -- slavery and torture are Not 
your heritage 


do not listen to the lies of blind 
malicious men, they will lead you 
to certain destruction and death 


allow the Truth of Love to course 
through your Being, it will give you 
the eyes to See everything in its glory 
and the world in its darkness, you are 
not a dweller of the night 


drink the morning dew and rise with 
the sun, which takes its light wherever 
it goes -- the dark night will never 
swallow you again 


Binary Games 


if i say yes, a no is sure to follow 
love is accompanied by a cat 
bristling its back and growling 


tears become trapped when 
pressure is applied and freeze 
forever as diamonds, from pitch 
black carbon to crystal clarity, 
is there no end to reversals and 
polarities? 


the sexes attract each other seeking 
unity yet it often ends in combat, 
binaries are a curse it seems 
mutually effective and destructive, 
what cruel spell has been inflicted 
on this plane? 


though from this never-ending 
tussle springs abundant creativity; 
binary oppositions give birth to 
collateral creativity in their fight 

to the death, and their offspring 
repeat the cycle until, well, it's 
endless 


a boy and girl laugh as they 
see-saw, one ascends while 

the other descends, each pushing 
to reclaim the height 


i watched until it dawned that 
a fulcrum pivots the opposing 
poles, often neglected is the 


third force, unappreciated 
and unseen, which reconciles 
all opposites 


gods must have devils to define 
themselves, darkness is redeemed 
by light 


above, a foreboding sudden storm 
tho the sun shines imperturbable, 
the moon is unaffected by storms 
at night; the night sky is punctuated 
with celestial lights but dark clouds 
form over the brightest sun of day 


where does this piece end? 

it doesn’t, as we are all caught 
somewhere in the destructive, 
transforming battle of oppositions 
seeking balance and reconciliation 


i hope u survive it without 
too many wounds and scars 


Dark 


tonight is black, so dense is its 
darkness, the moon has 
abandoned the sky 


the waves on bondi fluoresce 
as they break, agitated plankton 
offer the only light, an eerie glow 


i search in vain for the horizon 
but am unable to separate sky 
from sea in the blackness 


it is strangely reminiscent of 
something deep in memory 


i locate my favourite rock ledge 
with my trusty I-e-d torch tho | 
almost lose my footing and plunge 
to a certain death on the rocks 
below 


can u imagine? 

instead of reading this poem 
locals would be reading 
about a body at the bottom 
of the cliffs with no ID or 
other identifying features 


little would the authorities know 

that this is now the useless body 

of Australia’s leading anonymous 
poet -- this is not a narcissistic claim 
tho writing is a narcissistic pursuit 
and no Australian writer of merit 


writes anonymously all the time 
as ido 


few understand why i do not wish 
to take credit or criticism for my 
works, it’s so tedious being known 


i am happy to disappear into the 
blackness and reappear where least 
expected, u see, i'm not a poet I’m 

a semiotic terrorist 


[i recall now the blackness which 
reminds me of my inception in the 
womb -- everything begins and ends 
in warm fertile darkness] 


Hobo 


the land sprawls in all directions 
un-interrupted; an open fire and 
a billy of bush tea 


i have my back to the tracks that 
shine like silver needles in the 
moonlight, an appropriate position 
as my back i have always shown 
the civilised world 


parallel tracks that surgically 
divide, i have no idea on which 
side of the tracks i have made 
my camp though i assume it’s the 
wrong side, as my life has never 
been right according to civilised 
opinion, what a waste they say 


blue steel and veins track the land 
and my arms, mutually effective 

folly transposed, which conjunction 
forced my departure from the poison 
culture and its anaesthetized cities 
that poison everything, voraciously 
consuming and spewing more poison 
as it consumes, which polluting process 
now affects the entire planet but least 
of all here on the border of the 
Territory and Qld 


but i must sleep now and hitch a ride 
on a road-train at dawn, free of 
worldly cares in this exquisite, desert 
place 


blind and deluded theologians continue 
to believe and teach that no mortal has 
seen God when the divine saturates 
everything natural and drips its bliss 
and perfection everywhere 


the outback is devoid of polluting 
clerics but saturated with the Living 
presence of Creation 


Song 


whales sing in the oceans 
birds sing in the sky 
existence is a song 

which harmony man 
ignores 


do the flowers of the field toil 
and spin, as was said of old? 


galaxies spin creating their particular 
song, a symphony complete with stars 
and all manner of singing lights 
vibrating according to their character 


is it sad that man fails to hear, heed 
and understand the music of the 
spheres? 


is it sad that the cosmos dances for joy? 


discord is not tolerated for long in perfection 
yet man fails to hear, see and learn, therefore 
the future for man is mapped and easily read 


should i mourn the loss of a failed species 
when many have failed before it? 

no, as the pattern is set, enduring harmony 
(not discord) prevails 


should i mourn the loss of my temporary 
home on earth when my true home is the 
dancing light and life eternal? 


would i be enslaved by man’s creations, 


language, thought and culture, which 
are easily overcome? 


man kills only himself as he has no 
power over real life, only the life-giver 
is able to extinguish the soul if it could, 
but its perfection prevents it, as it 
would then extinguish itself 


ur temporal life is but a dream that 
fireflies, fleas and gnats dream; 
return to the original flame which 

no power could extinguish and 

u would see that temporal death 

is a joke, bodies merely returning 

to the elements from which they are 
composed freeing ur essential nature 
and accumulated experience in the 
process 


are you the body? surely not, seek 
refuge, joy and peace in the light 
which living light animates the 
gross, you are of the most rarefied 
but u must know it to Be it 


learn that consciousness does not require 
thought which mind must engage in order 
to exist -- mind (cultural thought) and 
consciousness (unqualified awareness) 
are distinctly apart 


if u watch mind/thought, as they cannot 
be separated, u too would learn that all 
your thought-signs, symbols, words and 
images are derived from culture, the 
creation and prison of fools and the blind 


are you a sovereign free Being or a cultural 
product, therefore a slave of culture? 


all things are created free, why would 
you forfeit ur greatest treasure for a turd? 


u have three choices, oblivion, freedom 
or aligning ur culture to the noble and 
enduring cosmic harmony 


Raindrop 


during a Summer shower the universe 
revealed itself 


under the scented pines one raindrop 
precariously hanging from a pine-needle 
caught the rays of the sun and exploded 

in colour and reach, revealing as | watched, 
all there was to see 


in the tiniest manifestation all existence 
Opened, as all things contain the inherent 
pattern and harmony of existence regardless 
of measure 


a huge, heavy, prison door flung open 
releasing me and revealed the continuous 
process of creation in a raindrop, 

which quality words fail to describe 


lost in the experience my (false) identity 
evaporated replaced by ineffable joy, peace 
and bliss, such a wonder 


i realised that it was always Free, 

the entirety of infinite existence was me, 

in it, of it, though i no longer existed as 
something lost and separate from the whole 


and so today i watch the clouds watching me 
in their wonder; rivers and streams transport 
me in their flow; my finger tips outstretched, 
merge with the air yet i am not lost in this 
overwhelming, scintillating ocean of Light, 

as wherever it takes me iam home 


Folly and Desire 


from the foothills of my folly 
i climbed the rugged mountain 
of my unquenchable desires 


tortuous was the ascent, blocked 
by thorny forests in which spaces 
young nubiles cavorted naked 


i could scarce believe my eyes 
as the girls spotted my throbbing 
desire and laughed, which only 
increased my maddening desire 


surrounded by a thorny wall of 
vines i pushed through, bleeding 
and torn, until | reached the girls; 
my wounded appearance became 
a source of amusement for the 
frolicking nubiles 


insulted, and in a frenzy i trapped 
three and attempted to ravish them, 
which gross act did not reduce their 
laughter, they had seen it all before 
and were immune, though their 
disdain cut me to the quick before 

i had satisfied my ridiculous lust 


so onward i went higher and higher 
until i reached a roaring party of 

all manner of drugged and drunken 
human denizens stumbling about 
completely unaware of my presence 
though i was in their midst 


so i packed a pipe, sipped sweet 
wine and reclined next to a flame 
always lit; i sucked and inhaled the 
acrid smoke until i lost sense of 
where i was, riding dreams and 
euphoric illusions instead; how 
sweet it was for a time unknown 
until i began to dry-retch bile 

filling my throat with bitterness 


i had seen this movie before, 
so on i went leaving the party 
of fools burning out their flame 


cut to pieces by thorns and sick 

from drugs and wine i continued 

until i reached the summit where 

i found a dying hummingbird twitching 
until its little life flew from its 

body as it slowly contracted and 
became motionless 


i had shot this bird as a boy, 

with an air rifle and prided myself 
on my marksmanship until i watched 
the jewel-feathered innocent target 
die and recalled the tears i shed 
profusely, robbing this exquisite 
creature of its life 


and there it lay before me again 
and i cried again at the sight of 
my cruel stupidity learned from a 
perverse, violent culture 


i cupped the dead bird in hand and 


placed it on a rock exposed to the sun, 
hoping the rays would revive it, but 
not so, the sun only increased my 
torment by accentuating its flashing 
feathers brighter than anything i had 
seen 


what torture is this, in this place of 
tormented desires? 


i determined to shut it off by throwing 
myself off a ledge into the deep dark 
valley below but as i stepped toward the 
edge i saw a clean folded robe which 

fit me perfectly 


so i sat in pensive regret and made a 
pact, a life for a life, a cruel deed 
annulled i hoped 


without food or water i sat for hours, 
days and years it seemed; time had 
disappeared until i noticed that little 
bird twitch and shiver, the wind | 
thought, until it opened its tiny jet 
eyes twitched again and flew like a 
dart then returned to hover inches 
before my eyes 


the sound of its humming wings transported 
me to i know not where until a stirring in 

my sacrum reminded me of my failures 

and folly pursuing transient pleasures, 
abusing my body and hollowing out my life, 
but a pact is a pact, and i had offered 

my life in exchange for the life i had 

stolen from that exquisite little bird 


that blinked thrice and darted into the 
trees for joy 


finally i had done something of worth, i 
thought, i was ready to die but die i 

did not because i sought it -- was there 
no release or peace to be had? 


| once again approached the ledge 
deducing that i had license from the 
pact but try as i might i was prevented 
from jumping so i returned to my seat 
and sat in quiet meditation 


every ugly and frightening creature, 
demon and fox spirit assailed me as i 
sat, the horrors and mental tortures 
were relentless; i sat without regard 

or reaction and held to the image of the 
living hummingbird which i had saved 
until a cleansing breeze stirred my 
senses and lifted me from my tortuous 
trance 


light as a feather, i imagined i could fly 
in the breeze but refrained as i had lost 
all desire to prove, conquer or satisfy 
myself/culture 


i was free at last, like the flying jewel- 
feathered, tiny, resurrected hummingbird 


Plight 


the darkest hour approaches before 
the dawn 


the herd is alarmed, agitated by 
unseen movements, panic rules, which 
way to move, where is freedom/reason 
/sanity and security? 


nowhere in this treacle blackness 
but the rising sun dilutes opacity 
allowing clear sight and thought 


a breeze gently blows and blue waters 
murmur, each according to its harmony 


i am tempted to catch the wind and 

let it assist but the wind responds, 

to catch me u must become as me, the 
waters below concur -- to be be easy, 
free and flow u must be as me, 
formless and easy, beware of enslaving 
conformity, fixity 


there is nothing to resist or fight/fright, 
it is day but darkness has stained the 
mind and fear continues 


a stray beast balances on a high 
precipice, hide twitching in fear, 

the sun reassures that even a herd 
animal alone is able, tho it must 
know it; the wind assists and 
increases intensity, buffeting the 
animal toward the edge under which 


the waters flow below 


the animal stricken, loses balance nearly 
tumbling over the edge, i must fly like 
the wind and flow easy as water to escape 


but it is not of my inherent heavy nature, 
but i know i must in order to survive 


the stray eases back, assisted by a gust, 
and sits feeling the reassuring warmth 
of the sun 


surely there is nothing to fear, tho 
i miss the security of herd numbers 
but iam here alone and must make do 


it regains its feet, the wind returns 
to breeze, the water sings its song below 


Dark Room 


i come from day into the darkest 
night not forgetting the light from 
which i came 


they come to me pleading, save me 
from this darkness 


do u not remember the light from 
which u came? i ask, if there is a 
way in then surely there must be 
a way out 

i am trapped one responds 

by whose hand? i say, 

u would find no other hand but 


ur own 


i cannot bear this dread any longer, 
i must end it 


end what? i ask 
my life, it's not worth going on 


promise me u will speak to a friend 
before taking irreversible action 


ok, u have been a good friend, 
i will do it for u 


better u do it for urself 


i inquired after the meeting, 


how did it go? 


i saw ur friend more than once as he 
offered hope but then i left 


why did u leave? i asked 


he said i have a lot invested in 
remaining the same 


yes, how many times must u hear 
and reject sensible solutions? 


i told u it would be of no use, 
was the response 


two years later a mutual friend rang 
informing me of the suicide 


the first tones of daylight weaken 

the night sky heralding the approach 
of the sun missed by those that 
imagine they are trapped in darkness 


Original 


turning back into the desert scrub 
like a dingo avoiding a road train, 
i watch 


heavy rain clouds billow in the 
blueness not yet ready to deliver 
-- the postal wind has not reached 
its destination to pour wetness 
and so i watch the living Territory 
unfolding like a flower, dancing 

in the sunlight 


rock monoliths fixed in the ground 
move like clouds in the dreamtime, 
which opens for me like dawn freeing 
itself from the confines of night 


the desert shimmers in its brightness 
like a variegated gem unlocking 
refracted prismatic colours hidden 

in the white light 


i inhale the entirety, free of the 
poisons of the city 


i have left it and dying civilisation 

behind to return to the source of my 
being -- dead and dying realities are 
no substitute for the living dream of 
my heritage, my skin is comfortable 
and easy here far from the paleness 


offered all their precious products, 
unnecessary gadgets and liquid 


poison, i could not trade my soul 
to accept 


only a fool would sell their soul 
for trinkets, lies and a slow death 


i belong here, where the land wraps 
me in its purity, it is good to be back 
home 


Reach 


and touch the sky, puncture its thin 
membrane and let it weep and moisten 
the parched earth, then penetrate deep 
into its secret recesses and let it flow 


reach farther until the cosmic expanse 
opens like a galactic flower 


spin and twirl like a dervish, scream 
and dance like a banshee, no 
restrictions 


touch the round heavens, caress its 
shoulders and breasts then move down 
toward the portal of myriad dimensions, 
race to it no longer destructible 


enter where no matter or form survives 
re-emerge everywh ere transformed, 
reborn as the pulse/throb that 
produces and destroys everything 

with each contraction and expansion 


vibrations, scintillations that permeate 
all existence in which you now play like 
a child or an ancient one, nothing is 
able to impede your progress if you 
reach farther than you conceived is 
possible 


the universe is laced around your 
violet neck, moons and planets bead 
your necklace, push on until you reach 
the threshold which mere mortals are 


unable to apprehend 


turn and see your past and future 
simultaneously unfold in every 
direction and become the fountain 
which evades the ignorant 
spraying ambrosia, the elixir 
which sustains all 


continue beyond endlessness 
pluck at the tails of comets, 
strings that form the harp of 
creation -- play the music of 

the spheres, know that everything 
is nothing to you now 


move and slither like the serpent 
coiled around the top and bottom of 
the great dancing God, beating his 
drum in unison with your pulse 


throb, imploding/exploding everything 
and nothing and know that you are 
insurmountable, enduring, immortal, 
infinite 


forget the limiting mental chains that 
crucify the minds of men, know that 
all Gods were men and women 
transformed by reaching beyond 
the stars 


White Light 


i lived in a crystal cylinder for over 
a decade, the best years of my life 
some say, insulated and wasted 


borne away separated, carried to 
realms euphoric beyond description 
on the snow white wings of my 
faithful unicorn -- ride me to ecstasy 
save me from the irrational, cruel 
and senseless violence of this world 


i have stolen the moon from the night 
sky and offered it to u, but its cool 
marble paleness did not please u 


i returned on my winged steed and 
stole diamonds/stars from the farthest 
reaches of space sparkling when i 
produced them, but hard facets 

and ice-cold clarity did not appeal 


intravenous dreams and melancholy 
recollections attract and addict, 

only fools underestimate this magic 
powder 


the central pillar of the temple is 

able to support the entire structure 
but not your desire for the impossible 
or ur insatiable thirst for experience 


there is nothing warm here, though 
the chiselled frozen beauty of this 
desolate landscape remains irresistible 


to u 


this terrain is not for the faint of heart 
or those thin on courage, it is the realm 
of the vanquished and victorious only 
heroes and heroines return to tell of 
their experiences, enslaved or liberated 


had they let me be i never would have 
returned but they found my corpse 

in its hiding place and revived it with 
violent embraces 


they killed my white wonder and 
doomed me to a life on terra firma 
and mediocrity 


in response i dedicated my life to 
exposing their rotten corruption, 
deception and lies; every breath i 
take is punctuation in a narrative 
of revenge 


words of advice i offer future 
regulators in another time and 
place -- leave addicts to their 
dreams allow them to die young 
or suffer their wrath and 
unrelenting vengeance if u 
disturb their dreaming 


i could barely put a sentence 
together before i was violently 
thrust back into this sick world 


now my written words are honed 
weapons, devastating grenades 


and lethal darts 


be wary of your intentions, 
never dare disturb wayfarers 
in their dreaming 


Lux Rose 


with a tweak your blood-red petals 
blossom and surge in my body 
stealing my mind and soul 


your love courses through my being, 
you take it all but return more, 

you never displease or disappoint, 
always reliable, True 


your constancy has carried me over 
chasms and crevasses that others 
could not conceive of spanning -- 
poor feeble souls that lack a sturdy 
reliable companion, a faithful 
consort (Goddess) an 
all-consuming 

Lover 


you once carried me, mortally 
wounded, from the battlefield 

and somehow brought me back to 
life; you sustained and cared 

for me until i grew strong again 
stronger than before 


you took me to the mountain top, 
a vantage from which new fields 
of battle could be seen 


[in which we now engage 
a vexed and confounded enemy] 


you fed me ambrosia and 
manna reserved for Gods until 


i ascended to the immortals 
beyond the reach of petty, 
frightened beings 


your love is terrible, stronger 
than heaven and earth, all- 
possessing, yet it became clear 
that it was time 


time to take what we 

had learned from each 
other and cut courses 
anew, each with a singular 
purpose 


what hope the vermin that rape, 
steal and poison the earth, their 
time fast approaches? 


they feel our breath on the whites 
of their necks and turn 


see the dread and fear in their 
eyes; an entire world prepares 
for the purging 


Memories 


memories exist beyond the chemical 
and electrical combinations in the 
brain and heart 


memories accessed from the akashic 
record, which remain as a coded trail 
in the modulations of infinity, created 
since our inception but that is a 
simplicity as infinity has no beginning 
or end point, the trail leads back 

to unqualified, indefinable Creation 


remembering this life is easy but recalling 
our essential nature, tho accessible to all, 
is only achieved by the very few 


people ask, who am i? not me, you -- 
should i have avoided personal pronouns 
as they shield and block our memory? 


false identities are learned and limited, 
they die with the body, yet we are more, 
and we know it 


u seem familiar more familiar than most 
yet u do not remember who u are, not me, 
you -- we have known each other before, 
but u imagine u are distant, a stranger 

to me; indeed, if u are a stranger to me 
then u are a stranger to urself and others, 
u have failed to appreciate and connect 
to the continuum, the only constant reality 
-- tho ‘constant’ is not altogether accurate, 
as infinity is never constant it is flux, 


frantically kinetic, creating and destroying 


but i refer to the constancy of its/our 
essential Being, its eternal core, from 
which everything emerged and continues 
to emerge 


of what consequence to infinity is our self- 
destructive, puny, errant lives? none 
whatsoever, actions and consequences are 
all ours, do you remember the options we 
were given? probably not, how could you, 

u remember only this particular life, 

when in reality lives are as disposable 

as shirts and as changeable as the weather 


i focus behind and above ur head, the 
stars move/swirl in the night sky watch 
it, if u have the eyes and memory to See 


would you care to dance? 


Leaves on Rain 


perspective does not decide the first 
splat, puck or pop when it rains, 

and how leaves dance/fall on rain 
yielding always to the pelting 


it would seem absurd that leaves 
fall on rain but watch them dance 
long enough and you too would see 
what few see 


does the agony precede the ecstasy 

or vice-versa? an unanswered but often 
put question in the minds of those 

that lose their mind in order to create 
something special, unique, un-nameable 
and abstract, the latter word lacking 

all precise meaning, which renders 
meaning meaningless, abstract 


it rains from an opaque marbled sky 
onto the dead and living without 
discrimination as though neither 
qualify enough to care, perhaps the 
ecstasy precedes the agony 


uncertainty is the only certainty, 
absurd but real; so living leaves that 
remain on trees fall when it rains, 
pours, roars, drowning other sounds 
into numbness without distinction as 
nothing else is heard when it pours 
tears from the soul 


the sun breaks through the clouds 


creating an arc in the rain but never 

a circle of colour, unfinished business; 

a circle has no beginning or end its 
perfection repudiates conjecture but 

an arc is worse than half a fuck, a 

paltry excuse not befitting the splendour 
of nature’s perfection 


do not judge as you would only judge 
yourself you do not know me, no one does, 
though some are acquainted and have been 
for decades though they would not dare 
presume or question how leaves behave in 
the rain of an artist's eye that sees far 

more than it wishes to see at times, 

you see, another absurdity, time! which 
does not exist as everything occurs in the 
continuous present 


so do not try to discern the real from the 
unreal as they are not mutually exclusive, 
in fact they interchange 


the ground breaks under your feet and the 
sky shatters into rain delighting the green 
of leaves that never die when they fall on 
rain 


Still 


the lake is still tonight nothing agitates 
its perfect surface, the night is quiet, the 
summer air is motionless, the midnight 
moon is so close one could grab its 
reflection from the black-ink surface of 
the lake, its perfect blackness makes for 
seeing and reflection 


on the shore in body but mind meandering 
i drag mind to the centre of the black mirror 
and drown it in the stillness, pushing mind 
to the bottom without making a ripple, | 
drown it leaving me mindless and free of 
thought so still for a thoughtless while 


until tremors begin without agitation or 
ripples, so strange, unexplained, it continues 
until the stillness detonates an explosion of 
pure white light so bright the sun is shamed 
yet the light is cool though intense as it 
moves up through the darkness and explodes 
into a blazing night of perfection which sits 
like a pearl somewhere in the secret stillness 
of the black crystal lake 


Discourse 


there are many 


the mind speaks via the tongue but 
the heart's eloquence can only be 
appreciated when the mind is mute 


a summer shower drenches the hill 
and ceases as abruptly as it began 
remnant drops of rain drip from the 
needles of a solitary pine and thunder 
as they hit the ground 


i quiver in the breeze sparkling like 
a wet crystal star in the sun waiting 
to splash to earth 


a predatory hawk alights from the 
tree-top its piercing cry slits the air 
and fractures the tortuous monologue 
of culture 


it has been said that it is easier for a 
rope to pass thru the eye of a needle 
than for a rich man to enter paradise 


yet i have seen thru that eye it opens 
into infinity, the minuscule and 
gargantuan meet there 


the constraint that prevents the rich 
from liberation is folly born/e of 
ignorance promoted by culture’s 
perverse discourse 


my abode has no door, walls or roof, 
in which cultural location do you place 
an open space? 


the single eye that prohibits entry for 
most opens into fields of dancing 
flowers, towering ranges and sapphire 
skies for the few struck dumb by the 
discourse of the heart and the silent 
thunder of freedom 


the heart’s discourse is continuous 
tho it speaks in silence to the ears of 
deluded men 


to be or not to be is not a question, 
it's a proposition 


Cemetery 


the sun rises 

and catches the dew-beads 
on a scarlet rose unfurling 
over a grave 


Elephants 


elephants shit like ten-pin bowls 
scoring a strike with every roll 


Quill 


after more lives than stars 
in the sky i finally woke 


my quill has written thousands, 
perhaps millions of words 


tho the ink never flows when i 
encode totality, yet it is written 
clearly 


Lion City 


with total disregard 

for Lee 

i nestled back into 

the acridity 

of an old colonial terrace 
full of asian match-men 

and received a discourse 
on the bamboo 

(only available in China) 
hand painted porcelain bowl 
treble refined opium 

(that came in red cellophane packets) 
wick trimming 

and height/orientation of 
flame to bowl 


i produced the compulsory 
smile of the neophyte 
and reclined 


it was miraculous to see 
thin peals of smoke carry 
tragedy 

through the ceiling 


Midnight Light 


midnight light 

clear 

in its absence 

of things 

is warm 

buoyant with nuances 
like foetal growth (and apparent death) 
is soft 

like cormorant's wing 
and safe 

as spinal cords 


somewhere in its shiny 
darkness 

forms and dreams are born/e 
delivering 

Options 


Eternity 


where would we seek continuity 
what form would it/we take? 


would we discover it in vacuous 
formalised religions, cultural 
conventions and social protocols, 

or in transient pleasures, fleeting 
sensual gratification; or in temporary 
achievements/failures? do these 
things endure, do they really satisfy 
our inherent need for everlasting? 


did we, as complex physical, mental 

and spiritual Beings appear from nothing? 
every school kid knows that something 
cannot emanate from nothing, are we not 
already part of Living creation, continuous 
manifestations of infinity at play? 


have we been fooled into believing in 
beginnings and endings when infinity, 
which encompasses everything, is 
measureless, without beginning or end? 


i learned in central australia from 
indigenous tribals how to jettison time 
and space (measurement) and enter the 
dreaming/continuity; and how to navigate 
between seen and unseen, how to hear 
the roar of butterfly wings creating 
cyclones that blow ‘white’ illusions 

away 


i became my real Self again and saw 


my reflection in a pond next toa 
perfect image of the moon which 

a frog dispersed, plop! but i remained 
tho my image was shattered by an 
amphibian leap 


i endured but my delusions were 
easily destroyed 


i traversed the solarised desert 

of dreams, spirits, singing stones, 
rivers of light and ageless beings, 
who seemed to know me well, 

until | discovered my enduring 
quality; it is comprised of Harmony, 
Peace and Love -- in equal parts -- 
forming an indestructible Perfection 
that is inseparable from You/me. 


one day another amphibian able 
to breathe both light and dark 
will destroy the image that you 
imagine iam 


if you wish to find me use your Heart, 
its wings will deliver you safely to 
me and everlasting 


[until we meet again, i send 

the sweetest Peace to You. 

listen for me in the wind 

and remember ‘white’ cultural 
realities/illusions only make 
paper rafts which are supremely 
unsuitable for the swirling, cosmic 
seas of Eternity. ] 


Cherub’s Grin 


an alcove affords 

an island of isolation 
momentarily protected 
from wind, rain and 
the world, your face 
transformed -- a 
parting embrace, a 
knowing cherub's grin 


the smile that launched 
a single ship (into space) 


catapulted, 

leaving my temporal self 
babbling incoherences, 
attempting to explain 

my slide into the slipstream 
of un-reason (infinity) 


far too late to speak of 
resistance, already in 
flight careering into the 
night waiting in 
anticipation 


at times 

you arrive like 

the rising tide, 

other times 

like a comet's blast, 
on this occasion 

you simply coalesced 
in the sky your hair 


ablaze, your focused 
eyes piercing the night, 
burning into my mind, 
incinerating my 
illusions 


i watch you 
dancing 
with the 
sun, 

moon 

and stars 


Sea Moon, Desert Skies 


it was at the bay of roses that i noticed a phenomenon that had 
escaped me for years — a full moon above a calm sea lays a path of 
light across the water from the observer to itself and follows the 
observer along the shore regardless of position, a strangely insistent 
invitation it would seem. 


a dancing play of moonlight makes for an alluring but unsound road 
for mortal coils yet the invitation, supported by the calm of a black 
cloudless night, became difficult to resist. 


it was the dancing light on water that attracted; the moon was not in 
full splendour though it was round and bright. it hung like a limp prick 
in the blackness, cool and uninviting, yet the unsure road of dancing 
light that it cast upon the waters held a strange fascination that drew 
me closer, signalling that i could indeed make that impossible 
journey. 


in a flash i remembered a lesson learned from the Murrays in the red 
centre 


it was long ago when western man took what he thought was man’s 
first steps on the moon -- which amused the Murrays greatly. 


since the dawn of dreamtime australian aborigines have been 
exploring the celestial sohere while leaving their terrestrial bodies 
safely on terra firma; nevertheless, they easily breached our self- 
imposed barriers of space and time. consciousness knows no 
limitations, it is therefore a perfect vehicle and reality shaper. 


i sat crossed-legged on that shore, took a few deep breaths and 
focused on the dancing play of light until the earth and moon 
exchanged places. 


eventually i returned to my body having seen the earth from a 
different place and time — scenes about which i cannot describe, as 
that time is NOW; however, i would mention that upon my return i 
found myself strangely drenched to the bone! 


Night Walk 


liquid night dissolves day like 
ink transforms clear water 


night easily conquers day making 
Opaque what was once harshly 
defined -- the comfort of night 
absorbs everything in its secure 
softness 


people walk the coast track like 
phantoms, beggars and kings are 
indistinguishable in the levelling 
darkness of night 


clouds break momentarily 
allowing reflected moonlight 
to dance on the surface of the sea 


for a moment night’s homogeneity 
is interrupted but the moon, 
disinclined to reveal her body, 

she pulls the clouds over herself 
like a quilt -- it’s the vain sun 

that seeks attention/adoration 

like an insecure exhibitionist 


people glide silently past 
whispering and murmuring, 

i remain anonymous, an unseen 
shadow at-one with the soft 
enveloping darkness of night 


Swallowed 


symmetry is shattered at midnight 


tiny fragments of crystal strewn 
carelessly across the night sky 
flicker magically and shoot arcs 

of light when agitated -- a moonless 
night accentuates the beauty of 
asymmetry 


wherefore, what is this allure? 
perhaps a dim memory of the 
warm, dark, womb tho its comfort 
is undeniable, a relief perhaps from 
the harshness of day 


in contrast are ur dark almond eyes 
set widely apart enhancing ur nose 
and cheekbones, all perfectly 
triangulated, the inverted apex 
directs the gaze to ur full, soft, 

lips, a face that captures rapture 
and agitates the groin 


i have no need of reconciliation, the 
asymmetry of nature, which fashions its 
beauty, and the symmetry of ur face 
which appeals to mortals 


aesthetic symmetry is born of the 
chaotic asymmetry of nature, brittle 
day drowned by the softness of night 


appearances deceive, distance provides 
perspective and in that new view a 


perfect spiralling symmetry is revealed, 
without beginning or end 


fireflies flicker in the darkness by the 
lake, living eternities in seconds 


Blue Flute 


during certain astronomical phases 
on moonless nights, a strange 
fluorescence can be seen emanating 
from deep within the forest 


attention caught by the blueish glow, 
a hypnotic sound becomes audible 


the sound/music draws all souls to it, 
such is its strange pulsing allure 


arriving at a grove i see young, 
nubile girls dancing around a central 
figure playing a flute 


moving closer to gain a better 
orientation and perhaps a glimpse 
of the visage of this forest flautist 
my body becomes light as a feather 


maidens continue dancing ecstatically, 
oblivious to everything except the 
central figure who moves in rhythm 

to his music 


naked from the waist up draped in 
garlands of scented exotic flowers 
his firm musculature and strong 
shoulders give the impression 

he could support the universe 


maidens wet with sweat 
thighs moist with vaginal 
juices betray sexual frenzy; 


they dance and whirl in ecstasy 
crying, Hari! Hari! Hari! 


everything expands until a swirling 
singing sea of sixteen thousand 
maidens whirls around the figure 
like a vortex with a central Sun 


as the music reaches a crescendo 
the flute magically transforms 
syringe-like spurting wild music 

to the orgiastic screams and moans 
of the nubile girls, whose dishevelled 
hair and loosened saris reveal their 
naked yearning, wet with desire 


the central figure turns always with 
his back to me, unidentifiable 


i climb a gold and silver tree 
adorned with the sun and moon 

to gain a better view and see to my 
amazement the flautist's reflected 
face in a pond 


head cocked sideways, lips pursed 
around the aperture, blowing 
rhythmically 


the blue flautist is You 


Language 


in the womb | learnt to speak the 
language of creation but forgot it 
when i entered this world 


slowly i learned the inadequate and 
primitive audible language of man 
with all its limitations and failings 


i became tired of constant 
misunderstandings and the 
conflicts they create so i turned 

to the rhythm of the sun, moon 

and stars moving majestically 

with other inarticulate heavenly 
bodies, i slowly began to remember 
my first language 


countless beings from countless 
worlds are able to communicate 

and understand each other 'speaking' 
as if mute the universal language of 
the heart and Spirit 


Dead of Night 


stark day drops into night almost 
imperceptibly; seared senses are 
balmed and soothed in its visually 
quiet softness, in night only does 
imagination assist with perception 

as its screen allows for amorphous, 
unconscious shapes, real projections 
entwined with corporeality 


in this mix where artists and magicians 
dwell, walking comfortably in deserted 
streets, dimly lit lanes and tracks in 
foreboding forests, where phantoms 
also dwell but those phantoms are not 
objective/real tho they appear so 


they are created on occasion when 
moonlight plays with shadows and 
shapes to produce 'spirits', or the 
essence of something, and when 
engaged and given some vitality 
they are able to converse and 
become familiars 


imbued with more vitality they are 
able to perform simple tasks like 
affect the dreams of others in sleep 
too easy, and if charged with more 
precious vitality they are able to kill 
tho no doctor could determine the 
cause of death 


it is quite the art in the night, 
moonlit forest clearings offer 


theatres where naked sylphs 
dance and engage those able 
to see 


other spirits not of one's making 

also populate these places but 
should be watched as they do not 
issue from the seer's imagination 
their corporeality is of another's 
making so cannot be trusted, 

they seduce and suck vitality for 
transfer and harm tho they are easily 
recognised by the incongruity in the 
harmony which the magus created 


if fear is strong then the victim 
succumbs if no fear exists then 
invisible shields protect, it is the 
art of the magicians of old that 
disguised their art with all manner 
of superfluous complexities to 
dumbfound the uninitiated 


beware of what u see in the night 
as only fools tempt the moon and 
its fantastic creations 


tonight another drama wraps its 
spell around me and itself 


only the day-deluded imagine the 
night is dead 


Curse 


what greater curse could there 

be than to have sight in a world 
of the blind? seeing and other 
(healthy) human qualities become 
liabilities and burdens if unable 

to be shared 


though surely, to have a functioning 
mind in a world of utter mindlessness 
and insanity is the more exquisite 
torture, as it is the mind that impales 
one’s life or liberates it according to 
its ability in desolate fields of the 
dead or in a garden sown in paradise 


but no curse is greater than to have 
knowledge in a world of of the blind 
and ignorant as knowing only 
intensifies isolation 


the moon shimmers on my alien 
skin the heavens draw me like a 
bee seeking nectar from the flux 
of creation in the centre of the galaxy 


the pulse of existence offers renewal 
and opportunities but only in other 
worlds where awareness is complete 


Gold Tops 


dancing on the quays the 
moon draws nearer, so close 
one could kiss it; it’s daylight 
yet the huge moon trespasses 
in the late afternoon 


the sky solarises into mauves, 
indigo blue and bleeding ochres, 
it is now displaced by the 
overwhelming size of the moon 
-- the horizon screams the death 
of the setting sun 


something is coo’ing at the 
silver coolness of the moon, 

i realise it's me and turn, 
ignoring the sun’s setting flames 
mimicking the fires of hell as 

it drops beneath the horizon 


cross-legged on the shoreline 

i thought, but the warm sea now 
laps around my waist and moves 
around my groin 


i coo at the moon like a dove 
that has lost its partner as time 
slides unnoticed into night 


the tide is now measured by 
my chest, it seems a few 
gold tops found their way 
into lunch 


i hum, incant with the rhythms 
of the night and emit strange 
articulations which make perfect 
sense to me and the universe, 
now riding in on the incoming 
tide 


the easy sea is now lapping 
inside my brain as tiny fish 
nibble the edges of a pulsing 
orb and swim in warm, flowing 
soma 


Luminaries 


the sun is not timid or unsure, 
it is the moon that waxes and 
wanes, as though unsure of 
itself, always appearing and 
disappearing, indecisive of its 
bearing in the sky 


not so the sun’s steady journey 
chasing the night and heralding 
a new day, always vanquishing 
the dark 


the sun moves steadily as it 
transits the sky, blazing above 
the clouds imploding and 
exploding, a life-giving 

fiery furnace 


the pale, uncertain moon knows 
better than to attempt to match 
the sun, it remains hidden, safe 
in the soft night sky accepting 
only indirect rays to bathe its 
desolation 


yet the heavens would be 
incomplete if either celestial 
body lacked its counterpart 


the steadfastness of a man 

must be softened by the 
emotional uncertainty of a 
woman, the singular progress 

of the sun must be complimented 


by the perpetual shifting of 
the moon 


one forever seeks the other yet 
both remain separated by the 
cruel harmony and motions of 
the firmament 


it seems at times that the entire 
universe works to prevent 
conjugation 


Black Pearl 


diving deeper and remaining 
underwater longer than usual 
my lungs inexplicably coped 
with the extra burden of 
supplying oxygen to my body 


ready to slowly surface i 
noticed a small overhang 
which had escaped my 
attention previously 


[this dive was to 
change my life] 


an unusual shell caught my eye 
one that stood apart from the 
usual gifts the sea offers 


surfacing with my prize i gently 
pried open the shell -- almost the 
size of a dinner plate 


to my delight it contained a 
natural black pearl the size of a 
large marble 


island people believe black 
pearls are possessed of magical 
properties and are able to bestow 
strange powers on the fortunate 
or unfortunate possessor of the 
pearl, whatever the case may be 


i recall being enthralled by its 


silvery deep dark grey and the 
odd luminescence it possessed, 
something i hadn't noticed 
initially 


weeks passed until one moonless 
night i was seized by the urge to 

to night dive, something not usually 
done by novices or professionals 
without artificial light sources and 
extra equipment 


i entered the warm, black, tropical 
sea naked and allowed myself to be 
carried by the flow 


to my amazement, i discovered 
i was able to see clearly in the 
depths of a moonless night, 
though the light that defined 
the world beneath was strange, 
ghostly, akin to the soft 
luminescence of the pear! 


to my further amazement i was 
able to detect things usually unseen, 
hidden, even from trained eyes 


a whole new world opened for me 
i also seemed to be invisible to the 
dangerous denizens of the deep 
that hunted in the night 


years have passed since i earned 
my living from the sea, though | 
continue to search secret places 
for treasures 


the pearl is with me constantly, 
i remain invisible to the predators 
of the night and day 


In Dreams 


seven leagues in one step travels 

the mind while the body follows 

far behind -- mind is free when 

it chooses or is impelled by a vision, 

a sacred mountain that rises above 
the clouds surrounded by deep valleys 
and smooth hills that seem to pay 
homage to the mountain’s greatness 


a cool fire burns at its peak with a 
violet flame issuing it seems from a 
nest in the rocks 


silver and golden phoenixes seek it 
plummeting into its flame to emerge 
renewed, transformed, to take flight 
again in different skies 


it is where the old becomes new in 
one undifferentiated action, a strange 
vision for a man haunted by the aeons, 
burdened by numerous existences 


bamboo groves and wild grasses 
below sustain a myriad of living 
things confined to lower regions by 
choice and circumstance but its 
peak is what I seek 


how easy access and surrender 
for a phoenix able to fly above 
the sky but for a human another 
story 


armed with silver bell and golden 
sword to avoid rejection by the flame 
a man’s mind flies into the violet, 
burning the sticky dross and residue 
of a perverse life in the cool 
transforming flame to emerge as 
something other 


Beauty 


ur face is beautiful indeed but 
i am not taken by it tho allured 


the perfect symmetry, balance 
and shape of ur features create 
the illusion of beauty 


it is ur soul i seek, that inner light 
radiating thru ur eyes separate from 
the colours of ur irises, trapped in 
fleshy almond frames, now showing 
age tho ur inner glow never grows 
old 


u are watching me watching u but 

u do not understand what i am seeing 
u have been trained to use your 
physical appearance to capture 


u begin to undress before me, slowly, 
ever so slowly that one would think 
u had practiced for years 


u reveal ur breasts so perfect 

in their contours; U move in 

the light manipulating tones 

so ur body appears more perfect 
than it is yet i remain transfixed 
on ur inner light which is 
formless tho saturated in other 
qualities of which u are unaware 


u remove ur lower garments like 
a dying swan, yet i remain fascinated 


by the quality of ur moving light, tho 
u imagine it is ur body i marvel at 


the pleasing aesthetic is not lost 
on me but u remain unaware of 
my focus 


u move gracefully toward me until 
ur face is immediate and ur arms 
encircle my body, u press ur pubis 
firmly on mine hoping for a reaction, 
an erection perhaps, but with my 
mind fixed on ur light my body 
does not react 


u tilt ur head slightly, inquiring 
without speech, i smile and return 
to my body, which reacts immediately, 
u respond with a smile and kiss my 
lips then lower ur face to my groin 


i am now in a dilemma, should i lead 


u astray by surrendering to ur seduction 


or should i return to my original focus 
so u learn there is something stronger 
than physical beauty which only 
superficially attracts? 


Place 


the air moves as wind and 
with it tiny grains of sand 
in the unendurable heat 


dunes heaped by billions of grains 
form waves which overcome the 
land and drown the tallest trees 
until they suffocate, whither and 
die leaving stark, lifeless trunks 

as signals, reminders of the fertility 
that once was 


it is no coincidence that dunes move 

in wave patterns as the sea beds move 
contoured by water, air and water are 
fluid but rooted trees die as they have 
no answer for swirling change 


and so it is that what was once 
lushness is now dunes of tiny crystal 
grains which support other types of 
life that go unnoticed 


yielding to a relentless onslaught 

may be more favourable than standing 
firm and attempting resistance, mighty 
trees fall yet supple grasses persist in 
the harshness 


a million thoughts move in similar 
fashion creating obstinacy/rigidity 
not ready to succumb to yielding 
fluidity and the shifting sands of 
existence 


in the distance date palms grow 
around rare oases like something 
that doesn’t belong to the winds 
of change 


Name It 


the softness of a lover's touch 
and the tight vicious grip of a 

rock or mountain climber, yet 

all the hands are human 


do not judge as to each their own 
experience and raison d'etre 


the voices/thoughts in ur head 
are only culture reproducing itself 
incessantly — are the thoughts 
really your own? 


i doubt it, language is a shared socially 
binding experience yet hardly anyone 
understands another as each to their 
own experience and interpretation 


so is everything subjective experience? 


of course it is, yet a universal truth 
must exist for everyone to which 
everyone has access 


if culture's train of thoughts prohibits 
access then and only then are you 
culture's shackled slave 


the voices that others hear may not 
be learned like language, they may 
be other worldly, origin unknown 


maintain silence if you do not wish 
to be medicated, incarcerated or 


ridiculed, wait and test the voice 

to see if it opens doors to avenues 

of Power and Love from which another 
world/reality is possible 


secrecy is essential until ur seedling 
becomes a tree, strong and able to 
withstand all the storms and assaults 
directed at its foreign-ness, as cultural 
socialised slaves fear the foreign and 
crowd together in fear to attack what 

is not understood or generally known 

as Culture must know and map all available 
social space in order to barricade itself 

in its own worthless, violent dream 


so dream on dreamers sing with the angels 
or with advertising jingles and repeat what 
the media drip-feed has taught u but always 
delude self and imagine it's an original 
thought, baa'aa 


| like the colour of my black wool as 

it broadcasts without a word my freedom 
and separation from known cultural 
mind-prisons and accepted social spaces, 
yet here | am in your, not my, culture 
undetected navigating freely -- Be that 
invisible outsider able to dislodge 

the foundation stones of a perverse, 
shared, poison dream 


religion, science or whatever the prevailing 
authority — which authority is nothing more 
than accepted fashion, or fad soon to be 
displaced by another 


the voice you hear and follow determines 
ur status so listen intently and it soon 
becomes obvious whether your voice 

or the maddening social dialogue is true 


dry leaves float easily on the surface 
but heavier laden fresh leaves sink easily 


fly across the surface quicker than 
anything is able to snare then dive 
or fly to the bottom/top and talk to 
universal Creation itself that spoke 
to u before u could think 


Truth exists simply by knowing who 
and what u really are, it's not difficult 
but requires supreme courage which of 
course slaves do not possess 


so be that hero until ur strength makes 

u known to all creation but do not rush it, 
otherwise u would be overwhelmed by 
the mindless, gibbering, frightened herd 
of humanity 


so fly freely with the Gods until you 
u have matured in That strength 


then do what you will as nothing can 
harm u, no-one is able to capture a 
shadow much less the mountain that 
cast it 


Supreme peace to You and all my diverse 
progeny wherever u may be today or 
to-morrow; u will return, as the Love that 
binds u eternally must return to its source 


Belgrade 


at two or three 

i watched the clouds 

above the Danube 

under the sky 

next to the park 

below the academy 
of Art 


my nimbic mind 
watched the clouds 
watching me 

in their whiteness 
as blue barges 
flowed across 

my brown 

Danube eyes 
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Tales of Freedom Confinement and Liberation 


This Book is an extension of the previous book, Freedom Trails 
though with a slightly different approach; it nevertheless relies on the 
prose, articles and poetry of Lindsay Traynor 


Cultural Reproduction, Freedom and Justice 


It is self-defeating to write reformative and/or subversive revolutionary 
material about any existing culture. All the great philosophical, religious 
and political treatises that we imagine were/are new are merely 
reproductions of culture as process, how so? Simply due to the fact that 
culture resides internally as 'mind' — distinct from consciousness — and 
externally as a social phenomena, though both productions are inextricably 
bound in an extremely tight symbiotic relationship by language. 


Mind cannot be separated from thought and the content of thought which is 
learned from external culture via the socialisation process, which we are all 
subjected to by necessity if we intend to survive in a particular cultural 
environment as we are indeed a social species and therefore subject to this 
process. 


Whatever we think, the nature/content of thought, after the socialisation 
process remains direct cultural content learned from external sources, 
primarily media in its broadest sense of the term today, and regardless of 
how many 'twists' or variations we may imagine we have created 
individually the process is nevertheless bound by thought (cultural 
concepts) and learned (superimposed) cultural values, which utilise the 
‘magical’ medium of /anguage which is not exclusive to the spoken word. 


Language is the dynamic propulsion engine of culture, and any 'new' 
broadly accepted learned concept merely becomes another internalised 
thought/belief, which may or may not survive depending on a number of 
factors, the strongest of which is widespread acceptance — have you ever 
thoroughly questioned your particular status in life and why how you 
arrived at your current position? If not, it's time to question the most 
fundamental aspects of culture and its conditions, processes and 
productions, freedom-slavery and all the associated unequal distributions of 
the naturally occurring, ‘valued’ and socially invested abstracts e.g. Money, 
which is in fact worthless on face value as a metal or paper; nevertheless it 


is invested with ‘value’ due to widespread belief in an essentially abstract 
commodity. 


Nonetheless, if invested with value by the masses then its possession 
becomes obsessive if the culture you inhabit makes it the default means of 
trade, exchange and purchase. It then becomes as easy to see the producer 
of inequities that arise from its possession, in other words the more you 
possess the more translated power you wield, which results in the obvious 
outcome, a hierarchical social structure with money/power elites able to buy 
anything they want, including politicians/law makers, how convenient for 
the mega-wealthy, as today they rule the entire World and make no mistake 
about that reality. 


But who or what is responsible for that outcome, well clearly the masses as 
they invest value in the essentially valueless and abstract which abstract 
commodities could be replaced at any time by another worthless paper 
abstraction, hence today’s battle between the Yuan and US dollar, which 
indicates that other powerful/wealthy nations are tired of the US dollar 
becoming the world’s default trading currency as any nation (currency) that 
holds that position automatically becomes the most ‘wealthy,’ therefore the 
most powerful nation in the world; which value/currency competition 
inevitably leads to War as no nation is willing to forego that degree of 
power/wealth so it ends in a fight to the finish for all of us simply due to the 
fact that we all consciously or unconsciously believe that money possesses 
intrinsic value which it clearly does not. So if you wish to point a finger at 
the screaming inequities, inequalities and injustices that prevail in the world 
today, point it at yourself because working in any society supports its value 
system and don’t even try to give me the crap that you have no choice 
because you do, the masses as a single harnessed unit of power are 
impossible to beat socially. 


So an essentially abstract commodity becomes the most valued thing in 
society above even God as is clear -- you see, ‘God’ is also based on 
invested belief but produces nothing material whereas money does, hence it 
is simple to see why money, the “filthy lucre,” overcomes the multitude of 
Gods created by scribes in ‘sacred’ texts. So its always a battle or 


competition between those that have and those that do not have, whether of 
nations or interpersonal. 


The concept of property was therefore instituted into law by powerful at the 
time nobles in order to preserve and increase the inherent value in property 
which are products of Creation, gifts in other words to all life on earth not 
man alone, in others words land/resources ownership became an 
‘appropriation’ usually by conquest or theft, read ownership. And so if 
‘appropriation’ is achieved successfully then it quickly becomes apparent 
that inequality, injustice and coercive authoritarianism become 
characteristic of all cultures, think of regulatory bodies like the police 
which were initially privately formed by the rich to protect their interests — 
a little research goes a long way. 


Culture in effect reproduces itself internally in mind before it reinforces 
external culture by relational behaviours (working for example) -- as 
external cultural is dependent on its subjects/slaves as a resource or source 
of its maintenance, production and reproduction. The majority must remain 
subjected (enslaved) to it by automatically sharing taken for granted 
imposed/learned values and beliefs, which are all text/language based 
cultural products. So which/whatever new direction/variation of thought 
one imagines one is creating it nevertheless becomes self-defeating as it is 
nothing more than a variation of the old as there is no such thing as a 
cultural void or vacuum from which to draw. All cultures are thought 
dependent and rely on pre-existing core value or belief systems regardless 
of how the 'new' variation may be 'dressed' or appear. In the end it is simply 
a repetition and I refer to an old Sicilian political adage, “things must 
change in order to remain the same.” 


However, if any cultural belief system is interrogated it always reduces to 
arbitrary, abstract, or imposed/believed myths, narratives and fictional 
arbitrary systems. 


Therefore thought (language) or internalised culture, which is not necessary 
for physical survival but is essential for the reproduction and maintenance 
of external culture -- is always behind all cultural 


processes/manifestations/productions -- which form the substrate structural 
and socially adhesive aspects of culture; in that sense there truly is nothing 
new under the sun regarding man's condition. 


It, thought or internalised language, also explains why political 
revolutionary movements all end in authoritarian systems, for instance, the 
extreme 'left' and extreme political 'right’ meet and shake hands in 
totalitarian/authoritarian oppressive regimes with ruling elites, those who 
have more than they need, and oppressed exploited slaves, the majority of 
which are fed only enough to enable them to serve elites; history verifies 
same as all cultures are essentially authoritarian structures regardless of 
transparent names and veneers, like democracy or socialism. 


All theological systems of belief promise a paradise after one dies but robs 
believers of the paradise and joy of life here and now on earth; the ruse is 
simple, suffer exploitation, hardship and misery now so you earn the right 
to enter paradise if you adhere to essentially these fictional elite serving 
belief systems written and broadly disseminated by elites, in the first 
instance, a reality easily verified since the beginning of recorded history. 
What utter bunk, as subjected people are robbed of the joys of living by an 
unsubstantiated Lie, promised/promulgated by men Not Gods, which they 
created in their texts. Nevertheless, religion has proven itself a successful 
means of managing (exploiting) large groups of people, as the policing, 
behaviour modifying aspects exist in mind/thought, inculcated at early 
impressionable developmental stages by already subjected/enslaved parents 
and reinforced by external cultural institutions managed by elite clerics. 


The same applies to political systems and movements, the originators 
exploit those converts that are /ed to believe they would build a fairer more 
Utopian society and system in which everyone is equal -- the absurdity of 
these obvious lies (ideologies) should now be apparent to all and if one 
cares to investigate and research the matter, recorded history would provide 
all the proof one requires for verification of the Farce. 


Moreover, large societies have never departed from the minority ruling elite 
and enslaved masses model, though many revolutionary and social reform 


attempts have been made, nevertheless, they all very quickly returned to the 
‘discipline and punish’ of the elite-slave authoritarian paradigm and there is 
good reason for that as humans must first transform within before any hope 
of a lasting r/evolution without is possible, trained/socialised minds must be 
transformed and purged of antiquated, superimposed fictional belief 
systems prior to attempting to transform any external culture/society, which 
are all maintained and supported by subjects, in the literal sense; and if 
these subjects maintain old authoritarian models internally then those 
tendencies would quickly reproduce another authoritarian system of 
minority elite rule and mass slavery, regardless of name or veneer. 


The dilemma of breaking free of this process has challenged free thinkers 
throughout the ages, particularly breaking free of prevailing authoritarian 
structures. 


To cite one of the latest, Roland Barthes, a French academic who ‘authored’, 
the irony is not lost, a short paper titled the “The Death of the Author,” 
inferring the death of all text based authority, particularly religious — 
Barthes was one of the major influences and instigators of Post-Modernism, 
in which persons regain authority, as Barthes basically stated that readers 
not authors create their own authority via interpretation, therefore the 
subjective choices of readers are as valid, if not more so, than those 
espoused by authors (authorities). Hence people are now able to elect their 
gender, regardless of genitalia, nevertheless, changing one's name from Jill 
to Jack doesn't grow a phallus nor does the reverse grow a clitoris so it's all 
a bit of a wank, subjectively speaking! 


However, almost half a century after Barthes' seminal paper we have 
‘political correctness' (PC) gone mad, legal elective genders and transgender 
toilets in some schools, which phenomena are all culturally produced today, 
so what in essence has occurred? Culture either detecting a threat or for 
other purposes, usually profit, has appropriated that thought/ideology 
system, which if it stubbornly resisted may have culminated in its structural 
demise. Nevertheless, these rather minor and unpopular variations have not 
disrupted the core structures of authoritarian minority elite rule, as 
exploitation, inequity and mass slavery continue, so much for academics 


that usually live insular lives. 


Now, this is not the fault or failure of the ‘author’ Barthes who provided the 
key to dismantling all cultural authority as given and naturalised, rather it 
was/is the radical adaptability of the capitalist system itself, which almost 
automatically appropriates any sub-cultural or ideological variations that 
threaten it, furthermore, true to form, it then attempts to profit from these 
new bastardised appropriations. 


Nevertheless, the impact on religious organisations/ideologies and other 
unnecessary belief systems have been fairly strong as indeed conservative 
religious organisations rather stupidly resisted the notions of Post- 
Modernism and continued to insist on the authority of the (interpreted) text 
rather than adapting as capitalism did successfully. 


For example, in the Christian context it would have been a very simple 
matter to sell/adapt Jesus as a radical Post-Modernist, as he did reject the 
authority of the ruling elite priest class and subverted cultural 
behaviours/habits such as stoning women etc; in fact even the Roman 
governor Pontius Pilate, asked Jesus “what is Truth?” That question is PM 
to the extreme, however, conservative, ‘anal’ religionists cannot adapt as 
they prefer living in prescribed/formulated 'boxes' though few can agree on 
interpretations of the text as demonstrated today, Christianity is the most 
fragmented of all the major religions hence is imploding due to its lack of 
radical adaptability, without refuting essential core teachings, which in 
Christianity is Love, one of the most, if not the most Post-Modern words in 
existence. 


I think it is fairly safe to end this discourse here as culture's power 
structures and fantasy belief systems, theocratic, political, scientific 
(Newtonian previously agreed upon measurable 'facts', now disproven by 
quantum physics) or any other ‘authority’ is easily seen as an agreed upon 
fiction. 


So what of Pilate's PM question, “what is truth?” Indeed, Truth exists but it 
cannot be found in any culture, due to the simple reality that truth is by 


nature infinite and must apply to All things everywhere, but all cultures are 
finite and depend upon qualitative finite structures particularly 
language/thought, which quite obviously cannot escape their own 
limitations. 


However, the answer or the experience of Truth is easily had as everything 
in existence is interconnected, so by simply sitting quietly and ceasing to 
think for an extended period until a state of quietude is achieved, 
mind/thought then cease to exist revealing instead the full flowering of 
cosmic (infinite) consciousness which we and existence are born/created 
with. Why then would anyone fall victim to a clearly arbitrary, fictitious 
cultural superimposition of false values? Well, ask culture if you haven’t 
been able to understand this paper. 


So, if you truly wish to reform/transform culture/society then you Must first 
transform and free yourself, there is no other way. 


Pulse 


ebb-flow, contract-relax, expansion-contraction, 
percussion beats throb my life away, 

or should i say sustain it, without which pulse 
nothing would exist 


do not cry, as smiles follow, 
do not die as another life follows 


tides swell and recede as does passion 

without which life would be dull, tortuous, 
lacking vigour and fight — nothing of worth 

is realised without struggle and yet underneath 
or above, depending on one's position, 

the ceaseless throb of creation snares unwary 
souls to be injected and rejected 


breathing transports to its source 

tho in the turn of incoming and outgoing, 

a point where the the cosmic throb is 
detected -- between certainty and uncertainty, 
only there it ceases to buffet 


as if by some vile constraining curse we/i am 
bound, sound (vibration) as it bumps its way 
through existence return home via continuity 


i have done and seen it all before 
like a spooled movie that has reached this 
rather unimpressive moment 


but be assured i promise to break the loop 
and set you, me, and all else free, 
in the in-between 


Predetermination and Uniformity 


a dead branch cuts into the sky 

forming a visually contorted, erratic 
series of curves and abrupt angles, 
shedding its bark and revealing its smooth 
white wooden flesh in its dying 


though the branch of this conifer remains 
fixed to the tree while other smaller 
branches lay scattered on the ground --, 
the tree returning itself to nourish 

more life 


the mixed incongruous shapes of this dying 
leafless branch defies predetermination 

as does the rest of the natural world, 

nature never repeats itself, everything 1s 
unique though it may belong to a genus, 
tho unique from its kind 


its shape advertises and confirms that 
existence was/is beyond the anxious and 
fearful attempts of conservative minds 

to impose formality/uniformity on existence 
and the human world, whereas we are all 
unique though susceptible to lies, impositions 
and domination 


‘our' omniscient god planned everything 
including the future, existence is ‘his’ 
predetermined design, protestant clerics 
say — so why is everything in ‘his’ natural 
world/creation unique, never replicated? 


this obvious 'minor' reality seems to have 
escaped these book-learned/enslaved purveyors 
of misinformation and Lies that seek to impose 
uniformity of appearance and behaviour on 

the feeble minds that can’t see for looking 

and as such are amenable to absurd lies, 
fantasies, misinterpretations and dictates 


good luck, as the real 'book' of creation — 
cosmic existence — is the book of Truth 
directly offered by Creation itself for all 

to see/read and learn the obvious, 

only a fool or the profoundly stupid would 
attempt to deny/defy the obvious, much to their 
great cost, in climate catastrophe, mass 
extinctions and future famines 


Fools! 

find me the Life in any man-made book 

which is able to compete with one little 

living weed, flower or living blade of grass, 
you cannot; all living things hold openly 

secret a direct route to the living creative force, 
which necessarily supports all things by its 
nature, including the profoundly lost human 
race, though the option to return/know the Truth 
is always unconditionally available 


nothing knows in advance how many veins 
and pores a leaf will have or the shape of the 
branch that supports it, the creative force 
leaves final outcomes to chance within its 
harmonious pattern in order for the new 

and unexpected to emerge, in which process 
Life delights though an inherent pattern exists 
but not a fixed outcome, which outcome is 


always new and unique like creation itself 


the pattern is always harmonious at its heart, 
it doesn't stray from its inherent harmonious 
push into existence, yet what it producers is 
always new and unique — show me one grain 
of sand on the earth or snowflake that 
replicates another, impossible 


reach out feeling and absorbing the living 
with all your senses, there is nothing dead, 
or static in this or any other universe 


infinity is unable to repeat itself as it would 

then cease to exist as infinity, the very difference 
impels it to continue, if the Creator had 

a name Flux or Kinesis would be appropriate, 
not the idiotic appellations given by men 


marvel at chance, which has produced everything 
that is unique, ecstatic and pleasing, and realise 
that peace, perfect peace and harmony within 
you from which you too are able to create 

and contribute to the greater harmony, 

not the death that all religions spread 

like a plague/pestilence on earth 


theologians must lie as they have no Truth, 

to offer, plain to see, so they attempt to replace 
the harmony/truth of reality/life and continuity 
with discord, division and death that only 
feeble minds and impressionable children 
believe, beings not birds that fly in the sky, 
have you seen a man, pig or cow fly yet 

the beauty of the smallest bumble bee 

that defies physics in its flying is a true 


and awesome beauty to behold, and never 
forget that creatures flying insects are 
produced by nature in the trillions 
effortlessly? 


storms strip the leaves and weaker branches 
from trees yet the tree stands firm already 
recreating anew what was lost, marvel at 

the profound simplicity of nature's works 

which is evident in the seeds of some Australian 
plants that require fire in order to germinate, 
which adaptation they learned after man 

and his hunting fires invaded the land 


what do humans learn? how to kill things 
faster and faster, ““subdue the earth” their 
biblical, genocidal god commands, the god 
of lies, death and destruction is His name 


all man made gods encoded in man made texts 
are devoid of the living harmony that pervades 
all existence -- sell your death and lies to 

each other, you wankers, as you have done 
since you intruded on nature’s harmony 


predetermination is proof of ignorance, nothing 

more, only creation and chance, are integral to adaptation 
you lying, demented fools -- nature's outcomes are 

never pre-designed, existence is not a clock 


the push is forward, undetermined, chance is 
the mother of creation/evolution — where is the 
life and joy of surprise in predetermination? 


creation is not prediction, the tiny particles/energies 
of existence live and dance in harmonious chaos 


which produces the new, never reproducing the old 
have you no children you blind and brain dead zombies? 


deal me a card, I am ready to win, lose or draw 
and play/dance again; this game is a game of chance, 
everything continues in one form or another, forever 


only fools are fascinated by dead fictions and 
a predetermined universe. 


Nobody can Stop the ‘Music’ 


Excuse the lyric quote from a once popular song, but it is appropriate, the 
‘music’ in this instance is Truth and its dissemination, which today's mass 
media has failed miserably to broadcast, it now specialises in distraction, 
titillation, misinformation, omissions, outright Lies and propaganda, as 
should be obvious to all. Anyone that views, listens, reads or believes 
anything from mainstream media outlets, including digital tech, social 
media outlets etc, is nose-ringed and being managed by a clearly sinister 
group that maintains its power and wealth behind the scenes by controlling 
the dominant (fictitious) cultural discourse/narrative, and these forces are 
now attempting to censor alternative, independent news outlets that 
continue to publish accurate, verifiable information. 


Well, all good alternative news sites have suffered extreme backgrounding 
and censorship from the cooperative 'Deep State’ powers that be, though 
some have anticipated it early and so have continued to reach the public by 
various technological tricks and other digital means, as no-one is able to 
completely control the media, fact! 


Everything about the Internet was designed with communications, not 
security, in mind, including protocols that are easily 'tunnelled' and other 
hardware means, routers for example, that are easily hacked and utilised to 
transmit important information very broadly indeed. And what can the 'man' 
do about it? Very little, as it would require complete removal of existing 
technology and its replacement, which would also, sooner rather than later, 
be hacked. Nevertheless, Deep State interests must persist in trying to 
misinform and manage the public as their very lives depend on it -- if the 
Truth were known people would hang the psychopathic criminal culprits 
from the nearest light poles, as their crimes against humanity, domestic and 
internationally are so heinous the sheer outrage and loathsome duplicity 
over an extended period would overwhelm civilised behaviour and result in 
instant karma/justice. 


These interests are responsible for all the mass murder of innocents and 


needless wars, engineered for their pathological need for evermore profit 
based on exploitation, Lies and various pretexts, e.g. lying to the masses 
about imaginary and/or orchestrated 'threats' as they view the masses, you, 
me and y/our families as expendable resource. 


So as I check all the hubs today and see that they have published 
information recently released via hidden channels | laugh at the futile 
attempts of these Deep State players to suppress the Truth, in other words, 
the writing is on the wall for these criminal interests that kill US presidents, 
assassinate other foreign leaders and murder millions of innocent civilians 
in their flagrant, military theft/plunder process while oppressing home 
populations with imaginary fears, media lies, and outright police 
intimidation, which regulatory forces, as is known, have an unwritten 
though clearly approved license to kill anyone that resists oppression or 
does not comply with outrageous orders to submit even though the large 
majority of these slaughtered people are later proven innocent of any crime. 
Youtube videos show innocent (proven after the fact) unarmed black 
teenagers being gunned down while attempting to flee (who can blame 
them?) from the mass murdering police, which would rather shoot first then 
ask questions later. 


But the real question is who are these regulatory forces really serving and 
whose property and wealth are they really protecting? Any interested party 
is able to research the early and developmental formation of 
‘policing/agencies' and in whose interests they work, and I am able to assure 
you now prior to your verification that historically, it has always been 
wealthy ruling elites, otherwise known today as the Deep State Oligarchy, 
which treats the people and their political representatives with the utmost 
contempt — how dare our ‘cattle and sheep’ challenge our criminal interests 
and rule! 


Take a look at what they're doing to ego flawed Assange, though he asked 
for it by making himself a public figure soon to be martyred, fool, as he 
would have been far more effective if he remained anonymous. If Deep 
State ruling elites have found it necessary to hide their identities how much 
more does that apply to average people opposed to those powerful criminal 


forces and their criminal rule? 


Nevertheless, elite power structures and mechanisms are constantly 
challenged and subverted, as there is nothing elites can do to prevent it, 
mass monitoring (surveillance) is only able to function if identities are 
known, therefore, if people keep their real identities private or have 
multiple legal identities then surveillance is useless, notwithstanding the 
fact that if they act in a manner which doesn't reveal their identity then who 
is able to apportion blame, no-one. We are the 'ghosts' in their machines. 


I am able to boldly state not one person or moderator of the internet sites we 
use and their affiliates has ever been questioned or targeted by ‘authorities’ 
and we are not the Uber hacker elite which support us, we are average 
hackers and our methods are available to all with a little research and advice 
from specialists, which specialists, for the most part, amusingly work for 
governments, including agencies and large IT corporations in their day jobs 
— how so, you may well ask? Answer: simply because these agencies and 
commercial interests are forced to hire based on superior skills and 
performance; you see, if they hire second rate specialists they are at the 
mercy of first rate hackers/specialists, ie, the Uber hacking elites, and 
identities are lost to criminal wealthy elites before and after a planned 
attack, to quote from The Art of War by Sun Tzu, “the battle is won or lost 
before it begins.” 


So now you see that the Deep State, its oligarchs and plutocrats are losers in 
the real sense as they only specialise in financial manipulation/theft, war, 
media Lies, murder and exploitation, none of them specialise in the Real 
power game, digital tech — upon which all their criminal enterprises 
depend. Simply look at how they contracted second rates like Edward 
Snowden and compromised themselves, useless Deep State players — their 
days are numbered, and if you weren't aware before, you are now, as 
nobody can stop the 'music'— and how very sweet that is. 


Now to all the defeatists and media-numbed idiots out there, nothing has 
changed since day one in any society, whatever one man makes another can 
break and that applies to everything -- you are oppressed/paralysed in mind 


and willpower only, which suits Deep State criminals and their political 
servants fine. 


"Freedom is earned, never bestowed" 


‘The Internet of Things’ and Big Brother 


You are not immune to Big Brother encroachments, as it has already been 
introduced as a 'convenience' and 'help'. The 'Internet of Things' in your 
house is watching and monitoring, which intrusion will be supercharged as 
5G replaces 4G wireless communication. 


Your IOT house, responsive to sound, light, temperature and movement, is 
not only watching allotted tasks it is by virtue of its technology, watching 
you, welcome to Orwell's 1984. 


Once we used to watch TV, now TVs are watching us combined with 
millions of other IOT devices easily exploited by hackers. Essentially it 
means that your private life in your own private spaces is now an open book 
-- the paranoid, imposed Surveillance State couldn't be happier. 


People today are monitored outside in the world but the Internet of Things 
introduces that monitoring/surveillance indoors, in our homes and who 
would have thought we would do it all voluntarily, though slick marketing 
always sells us what we think we need; so a variation on Descartes -- digital 
technology's algorithms now tell us how to think, desire and what to buy, so 
who sold who out, as responsibility for thought rests with the thinker, but 
due to insidious (subliminal) advertising and marketing, are we able to trust 
what we think today? A very good question as I witness entire generations 
now shaped by the algorithms used in digital technologies. In other words, 
they think and therefore we act according to their designs. Furthermore, 
every minor detail these insidious technologies obtain is utilised to enhance 
our management and shape our responses. Who would have thought it 
would come to this? George Orwell, for one. 


However, the difference between the novel's plot and today is that in the 
former totalitarianism has been externally imposed whereas today we 
stupidly embrace it. So Aldous Huxley was the more prophetic of the two 
futuristic writers, as I grab another bottle of my favourite ‘Soma’ from the 
fridge while my IOT fridge watches me do it and records the brand and how 


much 'Soma' I drink so advertisers are able to slip into 'my' decisions 
surreptitiously. Did I/we vote for this intrusion? Certainly not I hope, so are 
you sure of anything (including ‘your’ decisions) any more, as our complete 
surrender, is behind every move Big Brother makes, surrender or die 
metaphorically or perhaps literally, as the freedom show is over. 


Hardly any attempts are made today to disguise criminal wars of theft and 
mass murder for the profits of the few, which perpetrators (cooperative 
ruling elites) also own and market the new IOT digital technologies and 
work together to enhance their control and exploitation of over the masses. 


Where all this distinctly leads is subservience of the many to the few; the 
digital slaves of today are the most enslaved people that have ever lived, 
due principally to the fact that our slavery is of the mind (unprecedented) 
and sold to us as freedom, while overtly illegal wars are sold to us as 
spreading peace and democracy, "we had to destroy the village (in Vietnam) 
in order to save it!" 


Orwell's inversions of meaning have been fully operational since 9/11 and 
the fake (resource thieving, mass murdering, wars of today are disguised as 
wars on “terror” or ‘liberation,’ all obvious bunk/fraud, as the real war on 
the terror of our slavery and social exploitation is never waged by our 
governments elected by us to serve us though it is clear they flagrantly 
serve elite financial interests, while their mass media tells us they are 
serving the people — feel free to add to these inversions yourselves, as you 
are part of the process whether you like it or not. 


However, as most psychologists and psychiatrists would inform you the 
quickest cure to our current social dilemmas and enslavement is a large and 
immediate psychological shock, the bigger and more traumatic the better. 
Only then are ‘we’ (aware minorities) able to momentarily see things as 
they are, not as they are presented to the nose-ringed majority. 


Now, failing the ability to induce such a shock on society I/we are forced to 
utilise the physical means at our disposal to induce that whopping shock, in 
y/our best interests of course, so we propose physical means to induce 


psychological shock. And that is achieved by targeting the home nations of 
the elites, America and Western Europe, after all, if these nations wage war 
on others then those others are justified to wage war on the soil of attacking 
nations, as is recorded in conventions after WWII. Therefore, constant 
attacks on America's and Western Europe's home soil by citizens of any 
invaded, attacked or bombed nation is clearly and legally justified, and 
there are many that have been invaded and despoiled by America’s the fake 
wars on the noun ‘terror’. 


But remember it's all for y/our own good if America and its allies have to 
‘kill you to save you’ in order to acquire your wealth and valuable 
resources, as they keep telling us, so where's the problem? 


Ejecting 


a gardener piles organic waste 
until compost forms to fertilise 
his garden 


it pays at times to keep what is rejected 
and build upon what is discarded 

until it ignites seeds of content and 
discontent which grow, flower 

and bear fruit in mind 


the discarded words that do not fit, 
language inappropriate, all cultural 
products that only fertilise a regrowth 
of culture tho with negligible 
differences, as if culture is not 
perverse enough already 


the seeping sap of southern pines 
mix with tall blue eucalypts oozing 
gooey sap that sticks to my sleeves, 
trousers and dick if 1 stand drunk 
pissing too close to a pine trunk 


it seems the trees are taking their 
revenge on my dick as removing 
the sticky goo painlessly is quite 
a challenge, O that I didn't have 
such a huge imaginary phallus 
which at times wraps around my 
mind and engulfs it in a garden of 
imaginary delights fertilised by all 
the rejected words and cultural 
acceptance 1 have never required 


and so 1 take refuge in the meaninglessness 
of culture which offers nothing to man, 

an organic being, tho I have proficiency 

in the poetic tricks of the Art which perform 
like circus dogs trained to jump thru hoops 
and ride the backs of young ponies 


the pile of refuse 1 have cast would create 
a fertilised jungle of meaninglessness 

if ever 1 let 1t loose and used it to create 

a poetic identity which culture would 
recognise, accept or reject, as culture 
must have its f/artists and whores, 
winning empty prizes and recognition 

by the arbiters of Art, and for what? 

a refuse dump that grows no flowers, 
trees, food or weeds to sustain the greater 
harmony of natural life 


but culture is not about sustaining anything 
but itself and draining the life from 
everything natural, so 1 leave my dick 
hanging out to prevent it adhering to my 
underpants or culture by accident 


walking intoxicated somewhere deep 

in the pine and eucalypt forests of Oz 
where every interrelated thing grows and 
sings in symphony, except for my sticky, 
dangling dick which culture has elevated 
to a status above its gods 


‘How a Nation of Sheep gives Rise to a Government of Wolves’ 
by John W. Whitehead via ICH 


[And make no mistake, the title applies to every nation on earth today -- 
quite simply, the old paradigm of unrepresentative elite minority rule has 
failed. ] 


“When a man unprincipled in private life[,] desperate in his fortune, bold in 
his temper . . . despotic in his ordinary demeanour — known to have 
scoffed in private at the principles of liberty — when such a man 1s seen to 
mount the hobby horse of popularity — to join in the cry of danger to 
liberty — to take every opportunity of embarrassing the General 
Government & bringing it under suspicion — to flatter and fall in with all 
the non sense of the zealots of the day — It may justly be suspected that his 
object is to throw things into confusion that he may ride the storm and 
direct the whirlwind.” — Alexander Hamilton 


By all means, let’s talk about impeachment. 


To allow the President or any rogue government agency or individual to 
disregard the rule of law whenever, wherever and however it chooses and 
operate “above the law” is exactly how a nation of sheep gives rise to a 
government of wolves. 


To be clear: this is not about Donald Trump. Or at least it shouldn’t be just 
about Trump. 


This is a condemnation of every government toady at every point along the 
political spectrum—right, left and center—who has conspired to expand the 
federal government’s powers at the expense of the citizenry. 


For too long now, the American people have played politics with their 
principles and turned a blind eye to all manner of wrongdoing when it was 
politically expedient, allowing Congress, the White House and the Judiciary 
to wreak havoc with their freedoms and act in violation of the rule of law. 


“We the people” are paying the price for it now. 


We are paying the price every day that we allow the government to continue 
to wage its war on the American People, a war that is being fought on many 
fronts: with bullets and tasers, with surveillance cameras and license 
readers, with intimidation and propaganda, with court rulings and 
legislation, with the collusion of every bureaucrat who dances to the tune of 
corporate handouts while on the government’s payroll, and most effectively 
of all, with the complicity of the American people, who continue to allow 
themselves to be easily manipulated by their politics, distracted by their 
pastimes, and acclimated to a world in which government corruption is the 
norm. 


Don’t keep falling for the Deep State’s ploys. 


This entire impeachment process is a manufactured political circus—a shell 
game—aimed at distracting the public from the devious treachery of the 
American police state, which continues to lock down the nation and strip 
the citizenry of every last vestige of constitutional safeguards that have 
historically served as a bulwark against tyranny. 


Has President Trump overstepped his authority and abused his powers? 
Without a doubt. 


Then again, so did Presidents Obama, Bush, Clinton, and almost every 
president before them. 


Trump is not the first president to weaken the system of checks and 
balances, sidestep the rule of law, and expand the power of the president. 
He is just the most recent. 


If we were being honest and consistent in holding government officials 
accountable, you’d have to impeach almost every president in recent years 
for operating “above the law,” unbound by the legislative or judicial 
branches of the government. 


When we refer to the “rule of law,” that’s constitutional shorthand for the 
idea that everyone is treated the same under the law, everyone is held 
equally accountable to abiding by the law, and no one is given a free pass 
based on their politics, their connections, their wealth, their status or any 
other bright line test used to confer special treatment on the elite. 


When the government and its agents no longer respect the rule of law—the 
Constitution—or believe that it applies to them, then the very contract on 
which this relationship is based becomes invalid. 


Although the Constitution requires a separation of powers between the 
executive, legislative and judicial branches of government in order to 
ensure accountability so that no one government agency becomes all- 
powerful, each successive president over the past 30 years has, through the 
negligence of Congress and the courts, expanded the reach and power of the 
presidency by adding to his office’s list of extraordinary orders, directives 
and special privileges. 


All of the imperial powers amassed by Barack Obama and George W. Bush 
—to kill American citizens without due process, to detain suspects 
indefinitely, to strip Americans of their citizenship rights, to carry out mass 
surveillance on Americans without probable cause, to suspend laws during 
wartime, to disregard laws with which he might disagree, to conduct secret 
wars and convene secret courts, to sanction torture, to sidestep the 
legislatures and courts with executive orders and signing statements, to 
direct the military to operate beyond the reach of the law, to operate a 
shadow government, and to act as a dictator and a tyrant, above the law and 
beyond any real accountability—were inherited by Donald Trump. 


These presidential powers—acquired through the use of executive orders, 
decrees, memorandums, proclamations, national security directives and 
legislative signing statements and which can be activated by any sitting 
president—enable past, president and future presidents to act as a dictator 
by operating above the law and beyond the reach of the Constitution. 


Yet in operating above the law, it’s not just the president who has become a 
law unto himself. 


The government itself has become an imperial dictator, an overlord, a king. 


This is what you might call a stealthy, creeping, silent, slow-motion coup 
d’état. 


This abuse of power has been going on for so long that it has become the 
norm, the Constitution be damned. 


There are hundreds—make that thousands—of government bureaucrats 
who are getting away with murder (in many cases, literally) simply because 
the legislatures, courts and the citizenry can’t be bothered to make them 
play by the rules of the Constitution. 


Unless something changes in the way we deal with these ongoing, 
egregious abuses of power, the predators of the police state will continue to 
wreak havoc on our freedoms, our communities, and our lives. 


It’s the nature of the beast: power corrupts. 


Worse, as 19th-century historian Lord Acton concluded, absolute power 
corrupts absolutely. 


It doesn’t matter whether you’re talking about a politician, an entertainment 
mogul, a corporate CEO or a police officer: give any one person (or 
government agency) too much power and allow him or her or it to believe 
that they are entitled, untouchable and will not be held accountable for their 
actions, and those powers will eventually be abused. 


We’re seeing this dynamic play out every day in communities across 
America. 


A cop shoots an unarmed citizen for no credible reason and gets away with 
it. A president employs executive orders to sidestep the Constitution and 
gets away with it. A government agency spies on its citizens’ 
communications and gets away with it. An entertainment mogul sexually 
harasses actors and actresses and gets away with it. The U.S. military 


bombs civilian targets and gets away with it. 


Abuse of power—and the ambition-fueled hypocrisy and deliberate 
disregard for misconduct that make those abuses possible—works the same 
whether you’ re talking about sexual harassment, government corruption, or 
the rule of law. 


Twenty years ago, I was a lawyer for Paula Jones, who sued then-President 
Clinton for dropping his pants and propositioning her for sex when he was 
governor of Arkansas. That lawsuit gave rise to revelations about Clinton’s 
affair with Monica Lewinsky, a 21-year-old intern at the White House, and 
his eventual impeachment for lying about it under oath. 


As Dana Milbank writes for The Washington Post: 


We didn’t know it at the time, of course. But in Bill Clinton were the seeds 
of Donald Trump. With 20 years of hindsight, it is clear... Clinton’s 
handling of the Monica Lewinsky affair was a precursor of the monstrosity 
we now have in the White House: dismissing unpleasant facts as “fake 
news,” self-righteously claiming victimhood, attacking the press and 
cloaking personal misbehavior in claims to be upholding the 
Constitution.... Clinton set us on the path, or at least accelerated us down 
the path, that led to today. 


It doesn’t matter what starts us down this path, whether it’s a president 
insisting that he get a free pass for sexually harassing employees, or waging 
wars based on invented facts, or attempting to derail an investigation into 
official misconduct. 


If we continue down this road, there can be no surprise about what awaits 
us at the end. 


After all, it is a tale that has been told time and again throughout history 
about how easy it is for freedom to fall and tyranny to rise, and it often 
begins with one small, seemingly inconsequential willingness on the part of 
the people to compromise their principles and undermine the rule of law in 
exchange for a dubious assurance of safety, prosperity and a life without 


care. 


For example, 86 years ago, the citizens of another democratic world power 
elected a leader who promised to protect them from all dangers. In return 
for this protection, and under the auspice of fighting terrorism, he was given 
absolute power. 


This leader went to great lengths to make his rise to power appear both 
legal and necessary, masterfully manipulating much of the citizenry and 
their government leaders. 


Unnerved by threats of domestic terrorism and foreign invaders, the people 
had little idea that the domestic turmoil of the times—such as street rioting 
and the fear of Communism taking over the country—was staged by the 
leader in an effort to create fear and later capitalize on it. 


In the ensuing months, this charismatic leader ushered in a series of 
legislative measures that suspended civil liberties and habeas corpus rights 
and empowered him as a dictator. 

On March 23, 1933, the nation’s legislative body passed the Enabling Act, 
formally referred to as the “Law to Remedy the Distress of the People and 
the Nation,” which appeared benign and allowed the leader to pass laws by 


decree in times of emergency. 


What it succeeded in doing, however, was ensuring that the leader became a 
law unto himself. 


The leader’s name was Adolf Hitler, and the rest, as they say, is history. 
Yet history has a way of repeating itself. 


Hitler’s rise to power should serve as a stark lesson to always be leery of 
granting any government leader sweeping powers. 


Clearly, we are not heeding that lesson. 


“How lucky it is for rulers,” Adolf Hitler once said, “that men cannot 
think.” 


The horrors that followed in Nazi Germany might have been easier to 
explain if Hitler had been right. But the problem is not so much that people 
cannot think but that they do not think. Or if they do think, as in the case of 
the German people, that thinking becomes muddled and easily led. 


Hitler’s meteoric rise to power, with the support of the German people, is a 
case 1n point. 


On January 30, 1933, Hitler was appointed chancellor of Germany in full 
accordance with the country’s legal and constitutional principles. When 
President Paul von Hindenburg died the following year, Hitler assumed the 
office of president, as well as that of chancellor, but he preferred to use the 
title Der Fiiehrer (the leader) to describe himself. This new move was 
approved in a general election in which Hitler garnered 88 percent of the 
votes cast. 


It cannot be said that the German people were ignorant of Hitler’s agenda or 
his Nazi ideology. Nazi literature, including statements of the Nazi plans for 
the future, had papered the country for a decade before Hitler came to 
power. In fact, Hitler’s book Mein Kampf, which was his blueprint for 
totalitarianism, sold more than 200,000 copies between 1925 and 1932. 


Clearly, the problem was not that the German people did not think but that 
their thinking was poisoned by the enveloping climate of ideas that they 
came to accept as important. 


At a certain point, the trivial became important, and obedience to the 
government in pursuit of security over freedom became predominant. 


As historian Milton Mayer recounts in his seminal book on Hitler’s rise to 
power, They Thought They Were Free, “Most of us did not want to think 
about fundamental things and never had. There was no need to. Nazism 
gave us some dreadful, fundamental things to think about—we were decent 
people-—and kept us so busy with continuous changes and ‘crises’ and so 


fascinated, yes, fascinated, by the machinations of the “national enemies’, 
without and within, that we had no time to think about these dreadful things 
that were growing, little by little, all around us.” 


The German people were not oblivious to the horrors taking place around 
them. As historian Robert Gellately points out, “[A}Jnyone in Nazi Germany 
who wanted to find out about the Gestapo, the concentration camps, and the 
campaigns of discrimination and persecutions need only read the 
newspapers.” 


The warning signs were definitely there, blinking incessantly like large 
neon signs. 


“Still,” Gellately writes, “the vast majority voted in favor of Nazism, and in 
spite of what they could read in the press and hear by word of mouth about 
the secret police, the concentration camps, official anti-Semitism, and so on. 
...[T]here is no getting away from the fact that at that moment, ‘the vast 
majority of the German people backed him.’” 


Half a century later, the wife of a prominent German historian, neither of 
whom were members of the Nazi party, opined: “[O]n the whole, everyone 
felt well... . And there were certainly eighty percent who lived 
productively and positively throughout the time. . . . We also had good 
years. We had wonderful years.” 


In other words, as long as their creature comforts remained undiminished, 
as long as their bank accounts remained flush, as long as they weren’t being 
discriminated against, persecuted, starved, beaten, shot, stripped, jailed and 
turned into slave labor, life was good. 


This is how tyranny rises and freedom falls. 


The American kleptocracy (a government ruled by thieves) has sucked the 
American people down a rabbit hole into a parallel universe in which the 
Constitution is meaningless, the government is all-powerful, and the 
citizenry is powerless to defend itself against government agents who steal, 
spy, lie, plunder, kill, abuse and generally inflict mayhem and sow madness 


on everyone and everything in their sphere. 


This dissolution of that sacred covenant between the citizenry and the 
government—establishing “‘we the people” as the masters and the 
government as the servant—didn’t happen overnight. It didn’t happen 
because of one particular incident or one particular president. It 1s a process, 
one that began long ago and continues in the present day, aided and abetted 
by politicians who have mastered the polarizing art of how to “divide and 
conquer.” 


Unfortunately, there 1s no magic spell to transport us back to a place and 
time where “we the people” weren’t merely fodder for a corporate gristmill, 
operated by government hired hands, whose priorities are money and 
power. 


As I make clear in my book Battlefield America: The War on the American 
People, our freedoms have become casualties in an all-out war on the 
American people. 


So yes, let’s talk about impeachment, but don’t fall for the partisan shell 
game that sets Trump up as the fall guy for the Deep State’s high crimes 
and misdemeanors. 


Set your sights higher: impeach the government for overstepping its 
authority, abusing its power, and disregarding the rule of law. 


Copyright applies to above text — link below. 


Indeed, and understand that corrupted governments and the needless 
bloodshed, tyranny and oppression they instigate are all in the interests raw 
profits for the mega-wealthy elite Real rulers of the world. What we see 
daily through distorted media lenses are merely symptoms of social 
disintegration. The malaise is social and lethal if we continue to allow the 
current criminal status quo to persist. 


If we, the global population, fail to act and intervene to cure this disease it 
will surely end in complete ruination for all nations and peoples. We simply 


must overcome, intervene and eliminate the disease of unrepresentative, 
destructive, minority elite rule. This reform is simple as no force exists that 
is able to prevail against the global or national masses. We must set aside 
our petty differences, which are utilised by elites to divide, conquer and 
paralyse the masses, and focus on saving our nations, lives and that of 
future generations. 


If we fail yet again to act and reform our thoroughly corrupt criminally led 
societies, we all should know there will be hell to pay in the not too distant 
future. 


No more leaders, no more followers, pure and simple, the old paradigm has 
failed completely. This remedy is not a pipe-dream it is simply a matter of 
choice and acting together on positive, constructive choices/change that 
benefits all humankind, as we are ONE human family. 


We must take full responsibility for our lives, it is the only way to save 
ourselves and the planet at this late stage of failing elite rule and the mass 
slavery and mayhem it produces for the profits of the very few. And we 
would all note that the chains that enslave us are simply perverse belief 
systems disseminated by the privately owned media in all its forms, as 
propaganda, Lies, or absurd theological fictions. We are only able to 
overcome if we ACT together in a common united front for the benefit of all, 
not just a criminal, mass murdering, elite. 


Iam only reiterating what you already know, however, we must Act together 
unhampered by distance or other ideological obstructions, as they are all a 
poison to Life, Freedom and. Liberty. Freedom and Justice are never 
bestowed they must be Earned. 


The people of many nations today are protesting and prevailing against 
corrupt, unfair minority rule, and there is no nation untouched by this 
criminal corruption, least of all the USA and its western vassal ally states, 
notwithstanding that Chinese centralism and Russian corruption cannot 
hope to prevail against their people regardless of the use of force. You/We 
must finish this postscript with persistent, passionate action until we have 
overcome and prevailed against the mass murdering social disease of 


unrepresentative elite rule and the mass enslavement of people everywhere 
by financial debt, doctrinaire religion or any other elite fabricated, 
designed or orchestrated means. 


If you wish to find me you will find me fighting for justice and equality on 
the streets of all the capitals of the world. I will see you there. 


We are ONE 
Share around. 


http://www.informationclearinghouse.info/52574. htm 


Rising 


amplitudes rise though resonances 
and remain unchanged 


every sound, frequency, motion has 
already been struck and continues 


existence expands to accommodate 
new variations of the existing tho 
there is nothing new in the new, 

it's the same discords and chords 
regardless of where one looks, sees 
and feels 


my wand made according to the Art 

is an extension/projection of willpower 
aimed at a target, there is no defence 
against this projection as once created 
it continues as all else in this universe 


though some vibrations harm and others 
heal what to do with this power stolen 
from the gods/existence? 


the juggler/conductor manipulates what is 

to produce what is not, transforming/combining 
polar energies into enormous power, creating 
the new 


it cannot be neutralised as it’s directed at 
what is not to eventually produce/become 
what is until another chord or discord arises 
from the dissolution of both, which raw, 
unblemished produced power swirls and 


births more harmonised creation 


we are left at the beginning of creation 
always, the notion of arriving 1s false as 
the journey is the realisation of continuous 
beginning, there is never an end to this 
symphony 


what is your place in it, which resonance 
or note is your particular signature? 

how high is the amplitude of your creation, 
as it remains undetected in the flux -- 

or have you /earned not to Be? 


Quick and Dead 


So quick it is that it appears motionless, 
the ‘motionless’ flame of a candle in a 
quiet room hides the frantic fury of a fire 


and so it is that the Logos is hidden from 
men; at its heart is perfection but it manifests 
as all things, everything moving according 
to its nature, yet all men, if they choose, 

are able to see the flux of existence and its 
uniqueness at every turn, never repeated in 
constant creation nor does one grain of sand 
or snow crystal replicate another, such is the 
character of the always new Logos 


yet man in his folly wishes to fix and make 

static what that which is new always, only foolish 
men attempt such things, as these attempts fly 

in the face of infinite existence which nothing 
prevails against it simple is impossible, futile 

and only fools desire an impossibility as the 
nature of all things is flux, you are being born 
and dying as I write, as was designed 


quick is the fool to let loose his tongue but 

wise is the silent sage that remains invisible to 
the eyes of men though his form casts a shadow 
like those of fools, and so the sage passes through 
all man’s vexations like a spirit or ghost 

always invisible 


the Logos is like a spiralling flower perfect 
in its eternal motion, 


why would a fool challenge or attempt to make 
static an irresistible force that flows thru all his 
delusions of power and wealth 


real wealth hides in the flicker-less flame of 
knowledge and awareness, where the Logos 
hides its open secret of Life and Truth while 
freely producing everything that is including 
gold, tress and sea shells some of which attract 
the eyes of men — how much more wealth is 
inherent in that which produces the wealth 

of men, freely and easily? 


and so the unknown (invisible) sage is favoured 
with the riches found at the heart of creation 
while the futile wickedness of men entraps and 
forces them to fight over the worthless glitter 
of things valued arbitrarily by cunning kings 
and rulers 


if you would be wise and Free remember that 
we share directly in Creation and are easily 
able to live in its accord and harmony 


the choice is yours as the door to knowledge 

is never closed; in fact it is so wide and open 
the eye cannot span it though people continue 
to pass it by distracted by desire and fascinated 
by things that glitter, blinded to the Reality 

of Creation in which we All live and never 

die as we share in its continuing wealth 


All are welcome but few choose to see or 
know the Way 


Striking at the Root 


“There are a thousand hacking at the branches of evil to one who is striking 
at the root.” — Henry David Thoreau 


A very astute observation and inferred implementation from Mr Thoreau, so 
let's give it a go rather than whinge, whine and blame others for not 
reforming our totally corrupt and stolen societies. 


The judiciary and courts were formed to serve the people, “justice for all;” 
today they are rigged by the State which appoints judges and other decision 
makers or by those with ample money/power to alter the outcome of court 
cases via their bought political puppets in the legislature. There are many 
examples recorded historically, however, I refer to the current, obvious rail- 
roading of Julian Assange and his likely illegal extradition to the USA, now 
take note of a clause in the extradition agreement between the UK and 
USA: section 4 (1), “Extradition shall not be granted if the offence for 
which extradition is requested is a political offence.” 


Well, you need not have a degree in law or social political theory to know 
that everything Assange has done 1s political, notwithstanding his 
narcissism and martyr complex which are clearly personality flaws . Yet the 
magistrate Vanessa Baraitser, presiding over Assange's extradition hearing 
was deaf to Assange's legal team which rightfully challenged the very basis 
of the extradition case, and that together with recently revealed evidence 
that numerous abuses of Assange's fundamental human and legal rights 
were breached by a Spanish security firm — with tight connections to the 
criminal CIA — which firm was contracted for surveillance and security at 
the London Ecuadorian Embassy while Assange was holed up. Again the 
magistrate did not allow Assange's defence team enough time to prepare 
their case, given that the chief of that questionable 'security' company has 
been arrested and is currently on trial in Spain for these fundamental 
breaches and other ethical and illegal matters. 


What the world is witnessing now in London is the most corrupt 


manipulation of the US/UK legal systems and numerous international 
human rights violations. And what is the public doing about it? Sitting with 
their thumbs up their useless arses enthralled by Rupert Murdoch's tit- 
tainment media industry and lying 'news' (propaganda) corporation. 


Then there's the oft made claim that large banks and mega-corporations rule 
the economic world, via their bought and owned political puppets which 
elites place in power (political ‘donations’) well true enough, but what is 
the public doing about distributing this concentrated, enormous 
wealth/power more equitably, as it's the debt enslaved people (workers) that 
maintain these sordid financial empires and corporations? 


Obvious solutions stare everyone in the face but they continue to go 
begging though solutions are as simple as returning ownership of all banks 
to the democratically elected State/governments, in other words, nationalise 
them, and transform current parasitic corporations to cooperatives owned 
by the employees from the top of the company to the bottom; in that way it 
becomes everyone's shared interest to work for the prosperity of all 
employees, not just the fat-cat board and executives, which benefit from the 
blood, sweat and tears of their underpaid, debt-enslaved, compliant 
workers. 


The above two solutions work far more effectively, efficiently and fairly 
than the current parasitic system of debt peonage, hence forced labour that 
large banks and mega-corporations employ today, though many other 
solutions are available. For instance, to prevent corporate abuse and 
monopolies forming, private corporations should never be allowed to 
dominate any market such as Microsoft, Apple and Google, etc, have done 
today, these companies must be regulated in order to allow other emerging 
companies a fairer opportunity, each company then succeeding on its own 
merits in a less concentrated more dispersed/varied playing field, 
monopolies and cartel behaviours are thereby eliminated in the interests of 
fairness, diversity and much more innovation, the more competition the 
merrier — regulation and dismantling monopolies is a must. 


So again, what are you useless, frightened of your own shadow, people 


going to do about it? Nothing of course, because the system and its 
privately owned mass media apparatuses have been intentionally re— 
shaped by cooperative ruling elites to create passive consumers of ‘news’ 
(propaganda) and a slave workforce (and notice the word force) that 
enriches only elite enterprises. 


So if you're wondering where your spine has gone, ask the digital 
algorithms on your 'smart' devices and the subliminal messages in the 
media. Though these chains are no stronger than gossamer, which is why 
you must be assailed and numbed daily to keep you sufficiently hypnotised 
and passive. 


You are all slaves to the current criminal status quo because you fail to 
question and reform it, though you are able with a simple decision to reform 
the law and make it fair and Just in your respective societies — I'll give you 
a hint, if ruling elites co-operate to divide and exploit the masses and 
maintain social obedience and impotence, then clearly learn to co-operate 
and unite to achieve various objectives, one at a time. Or do you prefer to 
winge and whine and pretend that you're not responsible for the world you 
live in today because you are, whether by passive toleration/acceptance of 
crimes or by participation in obvious criminal enterprises? 


Well, if nothing else this piece at least nails everyone responsible for the 
enormous failures of our respective societies. Have a nice enslaved day, you 
useless, gutless, shit-skids — and if that shoe fits, wear it! 


Justice 


Show me anywhere bar a few indigenous areas, where justice prevails. 
Australia is known for its genocidal elimination of numerous aboriginal 
tribes plus black deaths in custody today; it’s also infamous for its knee- 
walking, cauliflower ears puppet governments, which do not reflect the 
majority disposition or sentiments. America is known for its illegal wars 
and the mass murder of innocents, the EU and Britain for their colonial 
crimes and genocide of native populations, etc, etc; leaving only the North 
and South Poles where justice for penguins is vanishing due to corporate 
induced climate change, and the list goes on, probably the longest list that 
could be pursued; indeed, recorded history is saturated with injustice. 


This is the historical and current reality of the world as populations have 
allowed nefarious, deceitful, mass murdering psychopaths to rise to power; 
yes, the people are responsible so any attempt at blame other than at the 
most powerful social force in existence, the people, is a waste of time. 


So accept responsibility for y/our world today. We are all responsible and if 
we fail ourselves again, doom unprecedented awaits; have no doubt as the 
current directions are unsustainable and untenable, plain to see if you are 
immune to the lying, distracting, mass media in all its forms. 


Yes, I know, justice is a lost cause, or is it, you tell me because I am 
listening? 


Dream Paradox 


a strange breeze blows a silk blanket, ever so light, 
over my past, which of course, only consists of 
frozen memories, as the past has never existed, 
nor can it be produced — we are left instead with 
chemical footprints of our existence to which 

we must cling as survival depends on what we 
have learned 


stuck in time, 1n a paradoxical location which 
sums life into grotesque and pleasant silhouettes, 
and three dimensional splendour simultaneously 


memory-shadows tint and contrast the real colours 
of life, charged with emotion, they brand/scar the 
mind, shape identity and distort perception 


yet 1 know neither the past nor future exist, 
why do we rob ourselves of the present 
where life, truth, reality endure forever as 
Creative process? 


without a past 1 would be nought, unlearned, 
untenable on this earth plane, this plane must have 
the past and future in order to exist yet these two 
requisites do not exist as no-one or thing has 
ever been able to produce them yet reality, 

the present pristine, infinite, kinetic, original, 
evades this plane -- the necessity to be real 

now here, instead of no-where as we live in 

an inculcated or self-induced dream of phantoms, 
and aspirational fantasies with a condition 

to make a dream into 3D reality, which has 

been done by many as ideas/notions become 


nuclear bombs and electric machines that are 
now able to emulate thought and learn — 

one wonders where it will all leads but again 

it leads no-where as it misses the present, the 
infinite expanse, reality where eternal existence 
dances for joy in its kinetic Creation 


but this three dimensional created dream is 
reinforced, recorded, tho that very act places 
it in the past as oral or textual history, 
compounding a dream into another dreams, 
constantly escaping the inevitability of 
all-enthralling Creation 


and so if you dare to ask me who i am, or 

what 1 do, how could you hope to get an 
accurate answer, as you do not see what 1 see, 
so 1 have learned to respond with a dream within 
a dream, a shared cultural dream of subjective 
interpretations which satisfies the shared dream 
of culture while 1 simultaneously dance in the 
secret, ineffable, forever, which you do not see 
or understand as your mind oscillates between 
the dream past and future, which blinds you 

to the real, Now 


tho if you force the issue 1 would create for you 
something that appeals to you alone, as the view 
from infinity 1s all encompassing and sees everything 
there is to see and what is not seen i am able to 
create for your dream alone, as you love your 
addictions and slavery 


the art and artifice of a poet is played in a shared 
world of imaginings, hopes, expectations and desire, 
dreams within a created dream world -- so be 


vigilant, actively participate and ensure that this 
collective cultural dream does not become a 
nightmare 


A Dugong’s Dying 


the dugongs are dying off the 
coast of Mary B, the river that 
once nourished the sea grasses 
now covers their greenness with 
grey and brown slime, how easy 
to break the sequential chain 

of life 


an emaciated sea cow and her calf 
nudge the slimy mud with their 

noses and eat the remnants of flowing 
tidal grasses now laden with a slow 
toxic death 


white pointers are attracted by dying 
white sea mammals once thought to be 
mermaids as their mammaries align 
like those of women — who is able to 
save these creatures, surely not the 
humans that poisoned the river in the 
manic pursuit for profit? 


the sharks feed while they can not realising 
they would eventually fall victim on the 
tree of extinction which branches extend 
to reach the source of all nature's ills 


not so far into the unknown future 
what will grow and bloom 

like the long human hair 

of women swimming under water, 
pulsing and suspended by rhythmic 
waves and currents with net bags 


tied to their sides full of empty 
sea shells that spiral like galaxies 
in free, floating, pregnant space 
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The Dragon’s Egg 


by Lindsay Traynor 
Prose Poetry of Experience Growth and Liberation 
Collated and Edited by the moderators of his various websites 
“It is not a matter of laborious achievement, as we have been led to 
believe; it is a matter of Revelation. Everything seen and unseen in 


infinite existence already exists, it is only a matter of Discovery.” — 
Lindsay Traynor 


Dragon’s Egg 


when i think of You the mediocrity 
of the past abandons the present 
leaving only shimmering trails, 
vapours and mists where regrets 
once formed into impassable 
mountains and insurmountable 
barriers 


free of constraints we rise like 

a winged serpent and ride the 
light-streams into the blurred 
horizon, bodiless souls unimpeded 
by dense matter 


be pure light limitless like the sky 
more radiant than the sun, home 
at last in bodies of light 


formless beyond measure filling 

all space and saturating existence, 
nothing is able to impede or obstruct 
this ascension 


what futile desire or biological 
need deluded us into imagining 
we could be captured, confined 
and tamed according to perverse 
cultural prescriptions — whose 
nightmare are we living? it carries 
no appeal here 


accompany me to the edge of infinity, 
leave ur instincts and desires behind 
they are of no use in this realm; allow 


ur Love to guide you, the essence 
upon which all creation quickens 


are u able to forgo the gross for 
the fine and escape a world of 
drear and shadows for the blinding 
white light of Creation? 


only ur Love is able to join me 
nothing else is able to make this 
journey 


i no longer have a taste for bondage, 
needless suffering and oblivion 

only limitless space appeals and the 
quickening kinesis at the edge of 
creation where only immortals and 
Gods congregate 


join me if you wish and dare, or 
if ur longing is greater than ur fear, 
sense and reason 


join me in Freedom or descend again 
into the mire of cultural perversity, 
bondage and misery 


the Light waits patiently for us to 
choose — it is that simple 


The Psychic Wind 


like a genii escaping from its bottle 
a vapour jets from a fissure in the 
earth into the atmosphere 


hovering momentarily, as if 
reconnoitering, it spots a suitable 
subject and penetrates the solar 
plexus leaving no blemish or 
tell-tale mark to indicate a point 
of entry 


now trapped in the central nervous 
system with its myriad neural ducts 
and pathways, the vapour swirls 
through the entire system exciting 
and activating sleeping centres as 
it goes until it locates the major 
ducts 


shooting up to the crown then down 
to the sacrum, it completes seven 

orbits before it coils itself (three and 
a half times) at the base of the spine 


if favourable conditions prevail it 
sends forth a shoot until a gossamer 
lotus forms and blooms below the 
navel 


opening its petals the lotus reveals 

a tiny Buddha sitting in trance, eyes 
turned upward body erect in profound 
meditation 


a glow emanates from this being 
and permeates the host until the 
entire body is quickened and moving 
with light 


the object of desire harmonised, now 
complete, locks her legs around my 
waist and straddles my lingam — 
locked together polarities reconciled 
in undifferentiated Bliss we become 
everything that is, was or ever will 

Be 


Unread 


every leaf and blade a word in 
nature’s lexicon haphazardly 
arranged yet forming tidy stanzas 
to a poet’s eye, an easily read 
narrative of Creation 


the forest grove is warm and 

easy tonight, soft to my face 

and skin; barely audible, even 

to trained ears, is the laughter 

of nymphs emerging from their 
secret hiding places, they always 
come and play before me, a poet’s 
haunting reverie 


soon the soft quiet will be displaced 
by crowds of haunting memories 

all vying for attention and jostling 
for optimum position, making vain 
endeavours to regain life via forced 
imaginings 


weavers of dreams, revolution and 
everything in between — beware the 
succinct phrases of poets when roused 
from their quiet reflections, the 
foundation stones of reality easily 
re-arranged 


music bypasses the intellect to 
directly engage emotion; the visual 
arts invites views only but words 
must be read/decoded to be 
understood and appreciated; 


that process affects the substrate 
layers of mind, which in turn 

alters our perceived reality, whether 
we like it or not 


words capture in order to be 
understood, word-plays strike 
terror, dread, awe, or exaltation 

in readers, the very act of decoding 
a text becomes a process of reality 
construction or destruction 


they fear given words, structure 
and verse, sky narratives and the 
thump of jungle drums 


readers are elevated, others dejected, 
each word a pill, a poison, a Dance 


Time 


immortality is constantly on offer 
between the beats/throb of existence 


chronos, the harbinger of decay, 
destruction and death has a foe 
it has never been able to conquer 


time is subject to spellbinding 
beauty, ecstasies of the mind 
and the ineffable bliss of souls 
cavorting in paradise as all such 
only exist in the continuous 
present where infinity resides 


Infinity instantly permeates 
allowing for no duration 

or measurable span the 
conquerors exclaims ‘no bell 
tolls for me!’ 


in those instants the cosmos is 
fertilised, gestates, labours and 
delivers every thing in an instant 


[therein do all the Gods and 
immortals dwell] 


the fountain of youth is no myth 

or mystery, the scent of the sacred 
rose of immortality is not the stuff 
of legend 


when seer and seen merge time 
stops, when the distinction between 


subject and object is eliminated 
and all divisions evaporate, the 
slayer is slain 


the doors of paradise burst open 
and reveal a pristine medium upon 
which all creation is rendered 


given all the magic incantations 

and secret spells, and armed only 
with a quiet mind, warm, heart 

and the innate beauty we all possess 
the slayer is slain — the option is only 
offered/earned by heroes and 
heroines that have overcome 


Red Poppies 


the great battlefields of yesterday 

can only be located by map today; 
black and bloodied desolate earth 
(once) decorated with charred bodies, 
and scattered human remains 

have given way to lush grasses, 
forests and fields of wild flowers; 

the warble of birds has replaced 

the hellish sound of artillery barrages 


devastated towns and cities, once 
adorned with hanging corpses and 
rotting dead, have been rebuilt, the 
horror of world wars all but forgotten 
these days 


war amnesia is a very dangerous thing, 
forgetfulness creates prime conditions 
for sowing the seeds of new wars and 
engaging in more mindless destruction 


poppies grow from the ashes of long 
dead soldiers, the breeze creates a 
dancing array, of these flowers 
whispering a warning not to repeat 
the mistakes of yesterday 


a nation that requires permanent war 
in order to maintain its viability has 
sealed its fate; defeat and ruin are 
inevitable 


i died fighting for too many noble 
causes to allow myself to be duped 


into fighting unconscionable 
Corporate wars for profit today, 
when will soldiers learn? 


Totem 


practical needs gave birth to magic 
the first formed images on cave walls 
depicted beasts ‘captured’ prior to 
the actual hunt 


cave-dwelling inscribers had killed 
the beast, long before a spear had 
pierced its hide; it was consequential, 
inevitable, the soul of the beast 
belonged to the hunter that magically 
rendered its essence on a wall 


thus began a long tradition of art 
and magic which survives today 


today’s hunters etch their human 
prey in text and image before the 
hunt — the efficacy of the method 
verified over thousands of years 


religious texts have captured the 
populations of entire nations yet 
every word written and ‘god’ 

created was by the hand of man 


today criminal elites, bankers, 
servile politicians and nefarious 
corporatists constitute the prey; 
they are the quarry dispatched 
by the skills of modern hunters 


they are sung to death by lyricists 
brought to ground by writers and 
composers, paralysed by digital 


coders; the method proven effective 
over aeons of time 


tonight i use charcoal on cartridge 
to depict naked dancing nymphs 
and priapic youths celebrating over 
a kill — images that ensure the 
constant flow of power 


a political leader trounced, another 
successful hunt is anticipated 
tomorrow, empty bellies, needless 
wars, disease and climate change 
must be addressed and remedied, 
these are the prime concerns today 


the tribe has been dispersed, 
alienated one from the other, 

the hunter returns them to the 
safety of the circle/group and 
slays the forces that disperse 

and divide — We are One or we 
are nothing other than nose-ringed 
beasts of burden and slaves 


Eternal Moments 


where would we seek continuity, 
what form would it/we take? 


would we discover it in vacuous 
formalised religions, cultural 
conventions and social protocols, 

or in transient pleasures, fleeting 
sensual gratification, or in temporary 
achievements/failures — do these 
things endure, do they really satisfy 
our inherent need for everlasting? 


did we, as complex physical, mental 
and spiritual Beings appear from 
nothing? every school kid knows 
that something cannot emanate from 
nothing; are we not already part of 
living creation, continuous 
manifestations of Infinity at play? 


have we been fooled into believing 
in beginnings and endings when 
infinity, which encompasses 
everything, is measureless, without 
start or end? 


i learned in Central Australia 

from indigenous tribals how to 
jettison time and space and enter 
the dreaming/continuity, how to 
navigate between seen and unseen, 
how to hear the roar of butterfly 
wings Creating cyclones that blow 
white illusions away 


i became myself again and saw 
my reflection in a pond next to 
a perfect image of the moon 
which a frog dispersed, plop! 
but i remained tho my image 
was shattered by an amphibian 
leap 


i endured but my illusions/delusions 
were easily destroyed 


i traversed the solarised desert 
landscape of dreams, spirits, singing 
stones, rivers of light and ageless 
beings, who seemed to know me 
well, until i discovered my enduring 
quality, it is comprised of Harmony, 
Peace and Love — in equal parts — 
forming an indestructible Perfection 
that is inseparable from Creation. 


one day another amphibian able to 
breathe both light and dark will 
destroy the image that you imagine 
you/i are — if you wish to find me 
use your Love, its wings will deliver 
you safely to me and everlasting 


[until we meet again, i entrust the 
sweetest Peace to You. 


listen for me in the wind and remember 
white cultural realities/illusions only 
make paper rafts which are supremely 
unsuitable for the swirling, cosmic seas 
of Eternity] 


Talisman 


a bleeding moon and crying sun 
is all u left me 


solarised scenes from hell fill 

my mind with wonder and dread; 
incongruous colours, crimson 
grass, indigo skies spinning thru 
my brain loosening my mind, 
strange sights but familiar scents, 
olfactory déja vu 


iam ready, like a blindfolded 
neophyte, for another initiation 
thru the fires of hell until i emerge 
stronger, tempered like fine steel 
but steel does not easily handle 
butterflies without damaging 
fragile wings or causing more 
serious harm 


i would rather be the innocent youth 
of my past unblemished, easily hurt 
but ever so sensitive, i could 

commune with spirits in those days 


the involuntary price | pay each 
time i am crucified, is to be reborn 
a little wiser, tougher than before 


fine steel makes superior swords 
and weapons for which i have no 
use yet every injustice, cruelty 
and hurt toughens and prepares 
me for the next assault 


i have but one defence my verse, 
poetic meanderings that maintain 
my sensitivity and humanity 


i must write frenetically lest i turn 
to stone, a petrified simulacrum of 
myself frozen, lacking a heart — 
a granite prison of the soul 


we should think twice before 
trampling another’s emotions, 

we may inadvertently create a 
race of heartless, uniformed killers 
that suicide after laying waste to 
everything around them 


i am ready for the fires of hell 

and the ice of desolation but i 
harbour a secret, i have constructed 
a raft of verse to safely span the 
black seas of the abyss 


i will emerge intact making a ruin 
of treachery and Your world 


Mist 


elicit emotion, navigate mind 

thru time and space using words 

to guide u thru foreboding caverns 
deep inside fertile crevices perpetually 
moist, dripping subterranean moisture 
wet, dark, warm 


would u move with ease or resist 
the flow? 


the art is to evoke a sensation, 
invoke mood, create passion, 
a reality where previously only 
potential existed 


should i accept responsibility for 
ur love, frustration and rage? my 
word-chains are not so deft, surely 


should the taste of the sea, the sweet 
scent of ur body or some nostalgic 
memory impinge on our senses 

via verse, rhyme and rhythm? 

ask — 

does the power reside in text, 
structure, composition or the 

reader’s mind? 


perhaps none or all of the above 
with the addition of some 
mysterious quality, a component 
not readily apparent but always 
waiting for an opportunity to find 
expression, yes, it is that 


i take no credit for words that 
magically appear on the screen 
of my mind 


how is it that an uneducated oaf 

with the vocab of an urchin, after 
only six short years is able to harness 
every subtle nuance, human emotion, 
joy and deep melancholia? 


i least of all, Know 


it is a persistent force continuously 
pushing that seeks expression; a 
mysterious quality that imbues life 
into what was previously inert, dead 


to that i attribute your current longing 
and desire 


i am not the messenger or the message, 
i am merely its medium tho i have 
always wished to pry open the mysteries 
of the universe armed only with a quill 


rest easy my love, distance does not 
separate us 


a morning mist rolls slowly over and 
around our mountain abode 


i hope these words reach you, daylight 
brings the screams and thunder of war 
and ruin 


this battle is ill-advised, a deep foreboding 
grips the company 


Meta 


before the gates of the Great City 
i prepare my gifts, wheels of light 
and exotic rhythms discovered in 
hidden, forgotten places 


what should | play before this 
majesty, which meter and rhyme 
would please this Lord? 


should i accidentally strike a 
dissonant note i would render all 

my gifts worthless and forfeit my 
soul; if i sound a harmonious chord 
and seamlessly weave a new rhythm 
into the playing symphony my 
travails and journey ends — 

i would have earned my rest and 
Liberation 


the morning dew captures and refracts 
the first rays of light, the scent of the 
garden slowly drifts through the 
grounds 


this day holds great promise 


Between 


the pivot point where polarities 
see-saw, between the incoming 
and outgoing breath Liberation is 
found — so say the wise Yogis 
and Monks 


at the nexus of a pulse, at the centre 
of a throb is found perfect stillness, 
the between point 


between joy and sorrow, pleasure 
and pain, rage and ecstasy, peace 
is found at the fulcrum between 


in a world buffeted by extremes it’s 
comforting to know that somewhere 
in the middle resides perfect peace/ 
equilibrium made potent by the 
forces of oscillating extremes 


a gyro spins at high speed, whirring, 
making the sound of a long hum 
yet it remains fixed in attitude, its 
high activity ensures its stability 

and strength; gyros are used to 
navigate in space, so reliable are 
their gyrations 


between night and day the spinning 
earth finds tranquillity as does the 
human mind but it’s that First ray 

of warm morning light that dispels 

the darkness that i welcome knowing 
that the rising sun will soon blaze high 


in the sky 


the between point that Buddha so loved, 
the middle path between the extremes 
may indeed be the easier road but it lacks 
the distinction and energy of extremes 


life at the edges is rough, no doubt 
that is why between points exist, they 
offer shelter from the storm, a safe 
haven — the only space to safely let 

it All go 


Haunted 


people i have known long dead 
come uninvited when circumstances 
permit and intrude on my peace, first 
forming shadows, phantasms on the 
back-screen of mind 


barely discernible at first but 
becoming ever more tangible 
until they are indistinguishable 
from the ‘real’ 


some return to deliver messages 
and tender kisses from grateful 
souls, others come with malintent 
to flay the flesh and open insides 
exposing quivering entrails and 
pulsing hearts 


my tolerance for pain is now so high 

no mortal is able to inflict any pain 

or discomfort whatsoever, i have been 
tortured by the best and most dastardly 
demon, myself! 


who is able to inflict the most acute 
pain or cut deeper into my psyche 
other than myself? 

who or what is more aware of my 
vulnerabilities, raw nerves and 
weaknesses? 


on quiet nights when circumstances 
form mysterious configurations 
the gates of hell swing open and 


release the spirits of those unable to 
rest, bent on vengeance and retribution 
i direct them to various loci of temporal 
power where they find their victims and 
feed on their uncertainties and fears — 
the villains of our age 


Criminal elites have no rest or peace; the 
legions inflict the most exquisite pain, 
doubt and torment 


sometimes the demons permit a view 
of their handiwork, people in the 
deepest sleep sweating profusely, 
grinding their teeth, writhing and 
wincing in pain, tortured in their 
dreams, minds turned against 
themselves 


it is true what they say no-one gets out 
until every jot and tittle is paid and 
accounted for 


[make haste, 
the sun rises 
and Sets] 


Only You ... 


offered a saving hand while kin 

and others gloated like ghouls 

and vampires over my slow demise, 
feeding it seemed on my misfortunes 


You hauled me from the mire while 
others urged abandon 


a ‘lost cause’, a ‘hopeless case’ 


You turned my morbid self-destruction 
into growth and fixed my gaze on the 
stars, prepping my mind for the 
splendour to come 


You taught me to abandon the discords 
of death and embrace the harmonies of 
Life 


You did this for me without the slightest 
selfish motive or expectation 


it was your selfless, benevolent actions 
that transformed my being and brought 
me back to myself 


be pleased in the knowledge that your 
selfless work blossomed into a fierce 
force that drives malevolent elites to 
distraction 


to think how close to death i was before 
you found me — muse over the thought 
that today the life you saved is targeted, 


hunted though they have little chance 
of success thanks to the survival 
mechanism you planted in my being 


eternal gratitude and heartfelt thanks 
to You alone, a kind Samaritan reviled 
by the ‘chosen,’ herd and elites alike 


Penetrate 


the frozen moon incongruous in the 
warm night sky 


impervious to its surrounds, distant, 
it remains frozen, full, white as ice 


enveloped yet isolated hanging 
awkwardly inharmonious, the 
icy-white moon surrounded by the 
limitless, warm, black sky 


fascinated, almost hypnotised | 
reach out stretching every fibre 
of my being and touch its frozen 
edge 


iam released 


throwing the blackness over my 
shoulder like a cloak i let it slip 

from my hand and stand naked 
before existence, pristine, untainted 
by foolish desire 


etched like a jagged diamond 
refracting starlight into a million 
glimmering needles that puncture 
the blackness opening it to the 
blinding white light beyond 


Fade 


eyes cavorting 
seducing sadness 
one to the other 
releasing spirit 
sad dark eyes 
betray pain and 
joy enough for 
many lives — 
how so with one 
so young? 


what dark secrets 
hide behind those 
brooding deep pools, 
how many silent 
narratives? 


love struggles to 
emerge from the 
interior, the dark 
spaces 


interlocking gazes 
fixated, fascinated 
one to the other, 
speaking what words 
cannot express 


a soul’s yearning, 

a heart’s desire tussling 
with disappointment 
and losing the struggle 
but like an addict 
hopelessly pursuing 


the next opportunity 


human need impels 
us to try again 
disregarding rejection 
and the prospect of 
certain failure — we 
constantly chase 
impossible dreams 
imagining we are 
able to capture that 
elusive prize 


a fleeting glimpse 

subtle shadows of 

hope, a hint of joy 

are enough to propel 

us onward to the most 
unimaginable and 
disappointing conclusions 
and then embark 

again on another 
impossible journey 


Voluptuous 


it's the music trailing down 
your cheek like a tear of joy 
or regret, i could never tell 
which 


moving through the depths 

of your strobing emotions 
pulsing, shimmering like an 
atomic jewel demolishing 
everything in its path, blasting 
me across time and space 
from my inception to my 
fulfilment, who are you? 


the queen of folly, harlot of 
the holies thumping and 
shuddering the very ground 
i stand on 


bring down the heavens 
suck up the sea and eject 
it all over me (again) 


trace the effulgence, beat 
a rhythm through my brain 


it’s the music 
the beat 

the pulse 
the rhythm 
of Life 


Light 


whenever darkness, doubt or 
uncertainty threaten to envelop 
ease back and reflect, Know that 
Light always shines and guides 

all life’s wayfarers and wanderers 
back to itself and to enduring Peace 


Light never abandons (its) eternal 
creation always unconditionally 
embracing and restoring all souls/ 
everything lost to the shadows; 
removing all traces of doubt and 
darkness, returning everything to 
its pristine purity and harmony 


never despair, you are Never alone, 
lost or abandoned 


there is nothing you can do that 
would deprive you of the comforting 
Light 


ease urself back into your Love/ 
Light, do not panic or doubt, as 

has been said, it is with You always, 
Eternally 


be comforted and revived by its 
living power, bathe in its restoring 
properties and emerge in all your 
brightness free of all past blemishes 
and scars; rely on the promise given 
when you were created — Shine as 
that new star in the heavens 


Mermaids and Pomegranates 


radiant crimson female fruit 
tart and sweet to the taste 
an eating pleasure; delicious 
red juice trickling down the 
sides of my mouth 


a solitary rock on a deserted 
coast warmed by the sun and 
cooled by the sea in turn, 
smoothed, dried and moistened 
over millennia 


i wait patiently for you to 
emerge from the deep green 
sea and lay your moist body 
on my warm surface; together 
in the sun momentarily 
comforted, forgetting the stark, 
solitary reality of our lives 


being with you deceiving myself 
that this brief moment could 
endure for an eternity 


tho eternity continues unclamoured 
yet it contains/carries this moment 
and all that was, is or ever will be 


i must resign myself to the reality 

of my existence between two worlds 

a sentinel on the edge of a limitless, 
deep sea knowing both watery secrets 
and solar mysteries 


come 
enjoy delicious fruits with me, 
linger a little longer, recline and 
rest, bask in the sun on my smooth 
warm body before you must return 
to the deep 


Stirred 


i must be moved, it flows only 
when stirred, a smile, a gnarled 
tree, a contorted life, a wisp of 
wind, the sun on your face, the 
scent of your skin and my ever 
present adoration of all that exists 
in life and death 


i sleep in streets, doorways, alcoves 
and between the silk sheets of grateful 
women, always willing to help when 
no help is required 


i have stepped stealthily through the 
tangle of their minds, navigated the 
warm love in their hearts, i have 
thrilled their supple spines and 
churned ecstasy in their souls until 

i won their love, admiration and 
eternal companionship 


but u already know, why test me 
time and again, must we always 
produce our credentials? 


would it be too radical if i was a 
humble cobbler, postman or clerk, 
perhaps a servile politician, a soldier 
or sadistic policeman rather than a 
weaver of spells and dreams, a 
spinner of words, a fabricator of 
realities/fantasies 


what difference would it really make? 


i have deflowered innocence and 
released a flood of frenzied emotion 
more times than i care to remember 
such are my ways, some say skills 


i have gambled with the Gods for 

my immortal soul numerous times 

and won, i have picked the locks 

on the gates of heaven and hell 

and released a thousand demon souls 
that run rampant in our world today, 
have you not noticed the chaos and 
destruction, the mute glances of the 
masses, the blank faces of slave 
populations? 


or would you that i write something 
more elevating and agreeable in future? 


Flowing Soma 


write me torrents, flowing rivers 
of Love; snow-white words on 
virgin parchment, elude profane 
minds but make music for my 
eyes and soul 


string your words amethyst and 
pearl, compose your verse with 
glistening beads of body sweat — 
play me until my frame quivers 
in delight, track your rhythm along 
my spine forming rivulets of joy 


spin me a rhyme my Lord, weave 
me an allusion, wrap my mind 
around your Being 


twirl my senses in wild abandon 
and release me 


i am an intoxicated temple dancer, 
an insatiable bride on her wedding 
night, shape my longing around 
your desire for Union, leave me 
trembling in anticipation 


who would have thought your 
lyrical whispers, tender caresses, 
ecstatic kisses and word chains 
would thrill me to the core? 


i am frenzied lost in exquisite 
delirium 


pierce my heart, penetrate my 
soul, iam happy to die in your 
arms my Lord 


write me to death and life again, 
catapult me into paradise, 
together we inhale and exhale 
Existence 


free my bound emotions with 
your verse — insert your stylus 
and release another measure of 
your draught 


fill my busy mouth, satiate my 
being with your ambrosia 


prick my flesh and draw vermilion, 
a token rose of my surrender 


i am yours lured, trapped, captured 
forever by your words my towering 
Lord 


play me, slay me until i lay panting 
completely subdued, swooning like 
a dying swan 


release me from formalities, culture 

and constraints, fill me to overflowing, 
drape my heart with your signs and 
symbols, your word-plays make amulets 
of the sun and moon and charms of the 
stars 


turn time on its head again and again, 
my Lord 


let this pulsing moment endure forever 
— from nothing you inscribed Existence 
especially for me 


Venture 


turn back, 
never! 


ur reluctance is beginning to annoy, 
u are becoming an irritation, i was 
not created to exist, i was born to 
Live and Love 


i always take the chance, turn the 
corner venture forward, blind alleys 
are only blind if not explored, i’ve 
always emerged from wars, police 
torture, abusive parents, racism, 
victimisation, a broken heart and 
tormented soul to Continue 


headlong i go to face whatever comes 
happy to take the chance and learn/ 
explore 


You take care of yourself i need 
only my wits to survive, the more 
dangerous the quicker my reflexes 
respond 


without a challenge i shrivel and die 
i am nothing without the fight to 
overcome and survive 


taunting death is a familiar pursuit; 
pushing sanity and risking injury 
heightens the senses and enlivens 
the spirit you turd of a thing, how 
dare u even suggest | take it ‘easy’ 


but feel free to ease yourself into 

that coffin u call a safe life, i 

have things that need doing, places 
that need changing, minds that need 
tuning and above all a vile, murderous 
enemy that Must be defeated 


if ur not actively assisting/participating 
then you become a liability — go now, 
take flight 


find urself a citizen slave and shove ur 
9 to 5 existence up your arse; where 
did u get the idea i could be tamed, 
regulated and domesticated, u crazy, 
deluded excuse for a person? 


Sad Eyes 


haunting eyes and captivating smile 
incongruous on one face 


deep eyes darker than a moonless 
night hide a secret which draws me 
to them like a precipice draws the 
unwary, tempting the foolish to take 
that fateful step into the abyss 


though your eyes hide no abyss only 
mute suffering, silent pain 


you are not alone, sad eyed lady, 
we are all familiar with pain, sorrow 
and disappointment 


allow me to set your sorrow free 
and release the burden from your 
haunted eyes 


the past should be referenced only 
not carried screaming into the present 
tainting the new 


sad allure draws me inexorably to you, 
a powerful attraction 


perhaps my intolerance of the past 
interfering in the present creates the 
attraction, pristine opportunities 
should not be wasted or spoiled by 
phantoms of the past 


the urge to kiss your dark, sad eyes 


and inviting lips is overwhelming 


i now wonder which of us is in greater 
need of release 


Poison Apple 


navigating reality is an acquired skill 
fraught with all manner of tangles 
and obstructions 


i walk the city streets and forests of 
my mind simultaneously choosing 
which creation/‘reality’ to recognise 
as | sojourn navigating my way 
through every contorted tree and 
gnarled pedestrian face that impedes 
my progress 


some denizens attempt a smile as | 
cruise, their tortured faces cracking 
with rarely used expressions that 
reveal morbidity and torment in the 
forests of their minds 


no one is able to understand another 

or transmit/receive a clear, un-corrupted 
message — the fog of desire and mist of 
anticipation distorts and colours everything 
before it reaches its destination, laying a 
foundation for future misunderstandings, 
frustration, disappointment and regret; 

but we all keep trying nevertheless 


humans are easily the most desperate 
and stubborn species this planet has 
ever known — which other species 
pursues futility with such fervour 

and single-minded dedication? 


most people compromise in the end 


in order to desperately obtain what 
little satisfaction and joy is on offer — 
a tragedy unfolding 


yet there is a complete and perfect 
fulfilment not found in culture’s woven 
illusions — religion, hedonism, drugs, 
and k-mart orgasms (whenever they’re 
on special) 


no more unsatisfactory, cheap thrills 
(for me) — perhaps it is why this man 
made hell is so easily abandoned in 
favour of true Being, that flourishes 
just a breath and choice away 


yes, gifted selfless Love embraced, a 
state/dimension that no poison could 
taint or torture despoil; beyond all 
limits and notions of identity where 
culture finds no home 


selfishness however, is easy prey for 
the monster that destroys everything 
and lays waste to all our dreams and 
hopes 


the towering figures, the good teachers 
that went before did not Lie, they offered 
from East and West timeless, simple 
Truths, we Are our brothers’ keeper 

and Love — not division, fear and hate, 
offers perfect Liberation and is the only 
viable solution to All our/culture’s woes 


examine carefully what is on offer and 
choose wisely 


Sovereign or Slave? 


before time began we were One 
— when Chronos runs his course 
and consumes himself we remain, 
immutably One 


meantime we play, fight, suffer, 
swoon and swim in oceans of 
delusion/illusion creating exquisite 
dreams or horrid nightmares by 
choice, volition and circumstance 


there are no leading formulas, no 
guiding hands though liars would 
offer many prescriptions all of 
which lead to ruin, as no course 
offered replicates the unique pattern 
of Your Being 


we are the masters of Our destiny/ 
reality creating and destroying what 
we Will at whim, by design or by 
delight 


dark doors in (galactic) space draw 
all things inexorably to their threshold 
and devour everything that enters in 


everything that ventures to its field 

is consumed, transformed — light is 
imbibed, stars torn apart and absorbed 
releasing limitless power, awesome 
energy, ecstatic rhymes and rhythms 
of creation/destruction 


opposing worlds yet similar actions 
interchange one with the other 


allow Your light to guide you, 

follow no other pattern or prescribed 
course but that which was etched 
into you at inception 


you are Unique, an indispensible 
part of Creation, without end 


nothing is able to perturb, disturb 
or ruffle your true identity, your 
exquisite immortal Self, that spark, 
which we share with each other 


there are no Gods but man, as man 
has created all other goods in texts; 
and no Laws whatsoever but One, 
Love 


[cultural] slaves toil in fear and misery 
ensnared by regulation — sovereign 
beings reign free answering to no one, 
no thing 


Sharing, singing, dancing in perfect 
Harmony, We Are One — if slavery is 
not Your lot 


Fusion 


watching the far horizon, sky 
and sea separate revealing a 
vast, gaping chasm through 
which floods shimmering light 
and spinal spurts of delight 


light rushes overwhelming being 
(entirely) — engulfed in this way 
one is able to read the leaves of 
trees and decipher the narrative 
of creation, the continuous dance 
of existence revealed with crystal 
Clarity, each vein tracing the story 
from source to culmination 


it is the story of continuous creation 
irresistibly pulsing in sheer joy, 
wild, untamed (infinite) energy, 
power yet soothing to the soul 

and healing of the heart 


junctures of the finite and infinite 
reduce mind to nothing, a meaningless 
aggregation of culture, an acquired 
dis-ease, a writhing mass of 
contradictions and formalised inanities, 
nothing but perverse arbitrary values, 
a prison of identity to be jettisoned 
when the opportunity arises 


it is good to let it go and drown in 
pure light completely absorbed never 
to return the same as went in, 
repeatedly 


Black Satin 


weary as the eternal night though 
sleep evades me, how is it possible 
to be so tired and yet remain 
conscious? 


i tug at my sleepless bindings 
like Prometheus, not waiting 
passively for that high-pitched 
eagle cry before it swoops to 
devour my liver and entrails 


over myriad cycles of tortuous time 
i have learned its shrill language 
and now return its piercing call 
directing it elsewhere for its sadistic 
meal of warm entrails and pulsing 
organs 


too easily the Gods are deceived — 
a mortal can do much given 
unlimited time 


the Gods now crowd to pay homage 
and grant wishes to a mortal that 
outwits them tho Gods were created 
to be overcome, only fools and slaves 
bow before them in low prostrations 
and tremble in fear and loathing 


in this bleak biting night i am 
restored by the mere thought 
of You; my ceaseless entreaties 
and remonstrations, which you 
ignore, only feed my ardour and 


burning desire 


your entire being is mine alone 
though you know it not, you are 
tamed as surely as my once wild 
mare that now takes food gladly 
from my hand 


you have no chance though you 
resist with vigour but i have landed 
wilder game than you, my wild and 
tender Love 


rest easy in your sleep tonight while 
i juggle the sun, moon and studded 
sky 


you will be glad to find home and a 
heart that commits to you alone like 
a lost filly returning from the wild 
you seek the warmth and safety 

of boundaries and familiar spaces 


but tonight my love, i must vanquish 
the God of dreams for sleep is mine 

if i take it captive — that twisting 
demon, that gyrating dragon, it 

eludes me no longer, dreams of dread, 
bliss and white clouds beckon on this 
black, tarry night 


i am patient, exceedingly so, my 
patience vanquishes impulsive 
enemies 


tonight the moon glows eerily through 
dusty memories and foggy imaginings 


—a mind reflected in a puddle captures 
a firmament, a fragile reflection disturbed 
by the slightest breathing/movement 


wakefulness no more, the soft, warm 
night is mine to dream of you alone 
my one true Love 


To Be... 


to be something, anything, opposes the 
insignificant culturally created creatures 
we really are — we all aspire to greatness, 
tho the vast majority count as nothing 


we are taught from the cradle to be 
something though all the while the 
underlying discourse insists we remain 
insignificant little slaves, frightened, 
cringing, compliant and obedient to the 
dominant discourse/voice 


i wondered how it would feel to be free, 
really Free of those implanted sentries 
that guard the boundaries of the mind 
protecting areas not to be transgressed, 
demarcations etched by foreign design 


i recall the moment i decided that ‘living’ 

in a mapped, regulated social space, not 
of my design was no ‘life’ at all and 
regardless of cost i would break free of 
false, imposed propriety and other habitual 
form-alities 


i slowly began to embrace raw Existence 
without gods, drugs, excessive stimulation 
and other negations, just me, naked, terrified 
and vulnerable, confronting the magnificence 
of Existence 


i watched myself writhe and contort in horror 
from withdrawals as each crutch/social 
dependency was kicked, abandoned until all 


my social comforters were gone 


eventually i became my-Self someone i had 
never known previously; liberated, standing 
easy, strong, without supports 


iam now viewed with suspicion, considered 
dangerous and subversive, an enemy of the 
State 


it seems it was never intended that we remove 
our inculcated shackles and taste the exhilarating 
joys of true Freedom 


Lasting 


how did u initially see me, 
with the eye of a clinician, 

the ‘acute’ senses of the blind 
or with the other-worldly 

gifts of the aware? 


perhaps a mix of the tangible 
and intangible, a keen sense 
with the intuition of a clairvoyant 


whatever caught ur ‘eye’ u did 

not hesitate, u approached unerringly, 
fearlessly, guided by ur undisguised 
need for Love, to relate, embrace and 
merge as One 


u cast ur invisible net instinctively — 

i have always been fascinated with 
the bewitching wisps that women 
possess which easily transform a plain 
appearance into an alluring, desirable, 
beauty, something pedestrian into 
something exotic, pure magic 


i always surrender to those vapours, 
lights and allures; long ago | abandoned 
all notions of cultural propriety and 
learned aesthetics to return to the 
satisfying realm of deep human emotion, 
that strange mix of physical and psychic 
energies that produce the most rarefied 
visions and musical strains inherent in 
every human Being 


whatever a man possesses that draws 
women to his presence was sufficient 
for the task — the attraction was mutual 


human attraction works beneath the 
reach of language and consciousness 
where limitless Love, Power and the 
sweetest Peace reside 


never obstruct these gifts with imposed 
cultural impediments, perversions, 
calculations or deluded notions of 
power/control 


we were Beings long before we were 
products — we are not American, we do 
Not compete, we interact freely, in 
Harmony, in mutual support, together 
as One 


whatever u see in me that inspired ur 
Love and devotion hold fast to that 

and be aware of a tendency to segment 
or separate the whole, rejecting one 
characteristic affects the entire 
symphony 


you cannot love the Art and Poetry 
and deplore what appears to be 
‘inappropriate’ verbal expression 
without jeopardising our connection 


i do not come in pieces, what induces 
sensitive creation also produces coarse 
language, i do not differentiate, nor 
would i disturb a rare and unusual 
process 


it would be well to free urself of learned 
values and cultural proprieties, leave 
your mother and priest in their respective 
domains, they certainly have no place 
here where We work, create and evolve 
together as One 


do not look back in regret, sorrow or 
false obligation, view the past only with 
the joy that it produces today, Now 


— we are One — 
if U would hold fast to what is most 
precious, our rare, ineffable Love ... 


We do not come/Live in pieces 


South Wind 


the northern originals of australia 
have a name for cyclonic winds, 
‘the blow-everything-away wind.’ 


below the Tropic of Capricorn 
the gubbas (whites) label the 
Antarctic wind that blasts cities 
and towns clean, a ‘Southerly’ 


i have experienced both; one 

fills the air with debris the other 
cleans the muggy air, its chill 
enlivens the senses and refreshes 
the soul 


so why do you need reassurance, 
has not the wind blown previous 
experience into the past never to 
intrude in the present, or does the 
past perturb you still? 


your insecurity is incompatible with 
your curiosity, your constant entreaties 
to reveal details of my past 


i do not live in the past, why does it 
fascinate you so? 


is it the poetry, the tender moments 
expressed in verse that trouble you? 


never make the mistake of attempting 
to marry poetry with the temporal or 
daily ‘reality’ 


expressive verse need have no relation 
to pedestrian life to which it may allude 


passionate stanzas do not necessarily 
indicate realised passions or requited 
Love, do not trouble yourself with/over 
my Art; poetry elevates the wise and 
ensnares the vain, insecure and foolish 
with its intoxicating wiles 


itis You who rests comfortably in my 
arms, you have unlocked my Gordian 
soul, no one else 


you persevered and discovered the 
person behind the persona, the others 
lacked character, the fortitude to 
realise their desire/aspirations, and 
satisfy their needs; you have earned 
your place, you fret over nothing, the 
past is of no consequence 


like phantoms, ghosts in the night they 
came and went without making any 
lasting impression 


The Ancient Art 


from the depths of memory it emerges 
faint at first, a whisper then louder 
until it echoes through the valleys of 
my mind 


like a mad monk with prayer wheel 
and mala beads i intone ur name and 
thumb each bead counting the matras, 
shifting dimensions 


strange magic, censers burning, sound 
and vivid images evoke ur presence 


u turn your head and make eye contact 
surprised to find urself in my circle, an 
unwilling guest, the focus of ceremonial 


i should have informed u of my abilities, 
sorceries learned long ago at the feet of 
Mages but rarely used to evoke a lover’s 
presence; distance is no barrier for an art 
that defies space and time 


smoke rises from the censer like a slow- 
dancing ballet, serpentine coils offer an 
easy medium 


shapes morph until a familiar body 
appears; | wait until animation is 
complete, until i feel the texture of ur 
hair and skin and detect the familiar 
scent of ur body, it is done 


do not be perturbed by the occasional 


sense of dislocation or strange thoughts 
and imaginings intruding on ur mind, 
they are not ur own 


produced from residual energy, unfinished 
business given form by secret Arts 


it is not by accident you find urself in this 
location, relax, ur will remains intact, i am 
not a black magician 


Mine for a Time 


what price a pearl a lifetime of searching 
fails to obtain? 


what value do we place on such a prize? 


something not found in the deepest sea 
or the farthest reaches of space though 
every possible location searched dozens 
of times, how to value such an elusive 
prize? 


what subtle means do we employ to 
unlock the gates that protect it, to 
navigate the labyrinth that surrounds it? 


perhaps an easy, soft approach affords 
direct access, always careful not to 
frighten angelic sentries, guardian 
spirits 


when confronted by lethal protectors, 

a combination of magic words or crafted 
verse allows access to secret rooms and 
hidden vaults 


for a fleeting moment (an eternity it 
seemed) i held it in my hands and 
marvelled at its exquisite beauty; 
its ghostly phosphorescence, and 
intoxicating magic 


i remember with some difficulty now 
the question i posed at the time, 
“Who do you Love?” 


i received a bodily response a jolt 
of the entire frame, but no adequate 
answer was forthcoming 


how was it possible that such a 
prize became convinced to dim its 
hypnotic lustre, to mute its 
mesmerising song? 


demon trickery won the day, the 
prize slipped once again from my 


grasp 


so near that time a torrent of verse 
erupted, expressions of love and 
sorrow, a gamut of emotion in 
rhyme and rhapsody to mark every 
minute, to measure every ecstatic 
moment 


words now etched forever in time 
for others to read fathom and learn; 
perhaps to locate and unlock the 
secret chamber and delight in life’s 
fulfilment 


a verse required, perhaps a poem 
to open the portals of my soul and 
set it free 


do not be my jailer write your verse 
on my heart again and be a Liberator 


give freely that you may be filled 
with joy, fulfil your desperate longing, 
satisfy Life’s expectations 


engrave a Love song that transmutes 
existence — transform my world and 
yours ... 


Who do You Love? 


disconnect from the poisonous mass 
media and nightmare world it creates 
and ask yourself the most important 
question of your life, who or what do 
| Love? 


if you hesitate or are lost for an 
answer then woe is you 


to live without Love is not to live at 
all, it is time for You to harness the 
most powerful force against fear, hate 
and misery that exists, unconditional 
Love 


only Love is able to eliminate All fear, 
only Love is able to revive the heart 
and rejuvenate/heal the soul, only Love 
— nothing else — 

is able to launch the Spirit heavenward 


the lies, hate and poison our governments 
spew daily portrays them for the vile and 
murdering filth they really are — even the 
blind see the horrid Truth of our deceptive 
governments and the true face of the 
monetary criminals that have stolen 

our democracies 


the solution to All our ills, personal, social, 
political and environmental is all-embracing, 
Love and the Harmony it necessarily creates 


[only the loveless are forlorn] 


whatever is able to draw out your repressed 
or lost Love, focus on it with all your strength 
and unlock the most powerful resource all 
humanity possesses 


only Love is able to turn the current global 
perversity and pending catastrophes around, 
You know it 


whether your Love is released by a person, 
family, existence, sunrises/sets, flowers, 
add-infinitum, Focus on that personal 
trigger and Love your heart and soul out; 
Love is a limitless, replenishing resource 


do not look for honey in a sewer, you will 
only find shit, honey is only found in flowers 
— feed on life’s exquisite ambrosia Forever 


i Love You, u know it .. 


we are sustained in its harmony and bliss, 
cleave to your Love as a drowning man 
would cling to a rescuing hand, and under 
no circumstances ever let it go — let Love 
shield you from the darts and snares of 
vipers 


Untitled Volume 


you opened the secret volume of my life; 
the seal is broken never to bind the covers 
again 


pages never before seen now turn in the 
breeze for all to read 


content/words brimming with every manner 
of secret intrigue, exotica, trauma, love and 
loathing, open for everyone to see 


i feel like a naked dream, a violated violet, 
a telephone directory in a public box 
thumbed to death tattered and dog-eared 
by desperate fingers searching for elusive 
contacts/numbers 


i had better learn fast to navigate this 
unwelcome exposure, my innermost 
being/thoughts exposed, strewn across 
Main Street for every passer-by to inspect 


but i take the alternative option, to change/ 
rewrite the future and by consequence 
derail thematic continuity rendering all 
previous ‘meaning’ meaningless, thereby 
confusing identity and making the past 
redundant, irrelevant, strangely familiar 
but incoherent to all except me 


mystery restored by stealth and textual 
artifice 


i already detect my past and present 


turning, changing direction Freeing me 


i have begun to rewrite the future, 
history therefore deceived, a new 
life of my own design 


| am now anonymous again, a mystery 
once again 


Dream Weaver 


i dream of you with eyes wide open 


you now appear before me during 
the course of my day 


every second woman that passes 
i mistake for you — it seems i gravely 
underestimated your spell/attraction 


your orb tightens, a fiery comet circling, 
merging is inevitable 


the silence of night is no longer able to 
contain you, you have escaped my 
dreams to vex my waking hours 


clad in wisps laced with glistening 
stellar dust, you are impossible to resist 


but you forget you are entering the Sun’s 
orb, nothing so close is able to escape 
its gravitational attraction without being 
changed forever 


you have entered willingly, like a moth 
you spin in ever diminishing circles, 
the irresistible flame that fascinates/ 
captures you is Love 


gambits change but with each ingress 
the end is inevitable — dissolution 


if you would escape my embrace do not 
venture too near 


if you wish to pass unscathed distance 
is required 


the price of intimacy is transformation, 
two entities merging, becoming One 


Love’s embrace knows no other way 


Salute Day 


the sun rises with a slow, long hum 
this morning, how many suns have 
i seen rising? 


from the sands of Giza so long ago, 
such splendour, to the south cliffs 
of Bondi today, same sun/soul 


but with each new day new experience, 
no two risings alike, no two grains of 
sand or leaves of grass the same, 
nothing identical in this universe 

or the next 


we are born/e with each new day, We 
are risen 


with each new rising opportunities 
offered to change anything we wish, 
alter any circumstance and greet a 
New dawn/Life 


the true nature of existence is Flux; 
allow Light to shatter illusion and 
expose the static formulas of death, 
of conservatism, avoid it and refresh 
your soul 


He rises, the Golden Phallus of the sky, 
dispelling the dark, mighty Ra, eliminate 
all my delusions, cast your revealing 
Light on the evil machinations of men 


renew/Free me, release the shadow 


phantoms of my mind, cast your beams 
across the mighty expanse and revive 
my Soul 


a warm golden, vibrating hum permeates 
everything this morning .. 


invincible 


We have Overcome 


Webs 


beware little fishes and breeze-riding 
butterflies 


words spun by the accomplished are 
nets/webs, all manner of lures, weapons 
and healing salves they are 


reality is a servant to a well-spun phrase, 
word-chains form dazzling necklaces, 
exclamations pick the locks of paradise 


words yoke the unwary into slavery, 
beware my little pretties words both 
save and ruin by design; i tug at ur 
heart, entwine ur soul and capture ur 
spirit, easily 


words dance on ur being as invited 
hands dance around ur secret places 


slow-moving fingertips release 
torrents of pleasure, words send 
spirits soaring or terrorise entire 
nations 


consummate artisans are able to span 
the entire length of existence instantly, 
electric kisses on ur neck and spine 


the most adept and intelligent are slaves 
to skilful code more so than the dull or 
dense, no one is immune not even poets 


we are all defenseless 


culture rests on the pillars of language, 
texts are the building blocks of ‘reality/ 
mind’ 


so thrill or shrill, whatever the case may 
be and never forget to whose rhymes and 
rhythms you dance 


Needless Loses 


like melodies that evade recall, words 
that flow unimparted, definitions without 
objects — a mouth without words lacks 
completion 


consciousness cannot exist in a void, 
without expression/creation there 
is nothing 


tearful eyes plea for intimate contact 
longing to merge, seeking final 
dissolution or perhaps even death 
(rebirth) — a huge untapped power 
resides in that small frame 


but two ingredients do not make a 
Bouillabaisse, more variety is required 
to form a substantial base upon which 
something is able to form 


ur dark eyes betray sorrow, joy, a 
universe of experience; every withheld 
tear a wrenching tragedy, every smile 
betrays a story, every sigh a hidden 
ecstasy 


yet it is her tears that flow, her loss, 

her sorrow that shapes and creates her 
tragedies — automatic behaviours that 
needlessly rob her of joy 


trained to self-crucify, trapped in a mind- 
prison of culture’s making 


yield to this abuse hoping you are able to 
see ur learned behaviours and emerge free 
of the past renewed and fresh, able to 
receive the limitless joys and the beauty 
that life offers 


but with each attempt misinterpretation 
and misplaced hatreds increases until it 
becomes an evil broth, a poisonous cloud 
enveloping ur life 


two hands clasp, fingers intertwine drawing 
bodies closer bringing beating hearts 
together 


souls already co-joined require no cumbersome 
physical rituals, contact is instantaneous and 
mutual, tho spontaneous awareness is rare 


not every exquisite flower bears fruit or is 
visited by pollinating bees; it is perhaps why 
the world abounds with flowers all offering 
potential fertility — all hoping to bear fruit 


Floodgates 


a mysterious force opens floodgates 
when least expected, at the most 
inopportune times, releasing the 
entire content of mind, subconscious 
and conscious, a burden far too large 
for a puny mind to bear 


i am drowning in my own emotions and 
experiences, whoever heard of such 
a thing? 


twenty year memories dancing with 

this afternoon’s experiences, not yet 
filed or savoured — life’s most exquisite 
and horrid moments in one gigantic 
mass 


everything has a strange new quality, 
tone, to re-experience, re-live, a 
haphazard arrangement yet somehow 
a discernible ordered chaos 


a lone swimmer against a giant whirlpool, 
about to disappear into another dimension 
where perhaps this monumental load 
becomes a trifling, a fleeting whimsy 


we are all the sum of our experience 
uncensored passions/emotions, pleasures 
and pain; shit! it’s 2:39am and i'm going 
down for the count (again) 


there is no existence without consciousness, 
a difficult statement to counter, the ruin of 


sophists and a fool’s delight 


it’s 3:31am, a poem completed, a lifebuoy, 
a raft in a limitless, variegated See 


Shattered 


people come and go, apparitions, a mind’s 
rendition 


we focus our eyes and make something 
appear real 


though in the end things are never any 
more or less than how we are deep inside, 
beyond our appearance, behaviours and 
reach 


we project imagined fears, fantasies, 
illusions, ideals and myriad desires 


and when the looking-glass breaks or 
skews only broken dreams and shattered 
reflections of our many facets remain, 
never to be reassembled again 


Aborted Dreams 


unlike ur bright arrival ur departure was 
without event, almost unnoticeable, sullen, 
a quiet dying without so much as a whimper 


a conclusion to be avoided like a life lived 
in a box, safe but lacking the joy of surprise 
and wild abandon 


i searched for the assassin of our dreams 
[those] aborted possibilities and discovered 
denial, disingenuity, a lack of character/ 
integrity, a pathological need to manipulate 
and a morbid fear of taking responsibility 

for the least action, a truly untenable situation 


frightened of the least commitment or real 
variation u resorted to familiar, shallow 
experience, tiresome hedonism, vacuous 
pursuits and the safety of feeble-minded 
company 


watching you in ur current predictable, 
lacklustre existence it becomes painfully 
Clear, the loss is all yours 


it ends ‘without so much as a whimper’ 


Tamarama Sunset 


drawn again to the healing coast track, 
limitless sea and sky free the heart and 
relieve the mind of heavy burdens; my 
soul sets quietly with the sun 


gently, 

overwhelmed by the illusion of liquidity 
in the sky, rippling clouds, moist as 
quiet tears 


O, that i would wail openly in my anguish 
but a willie wagtail interrupts in song, 
darting along the track from bush to bush 
as i walk 


i stop and fix my gaze on this energetic bird, 
in response it immediately ceases its 
melodious song 


i turn and lift my head toward the painted 
sky, the tiny bird bursts into song again, 
vocalising harmoniously with the sea, sky 
and fading light 


heaven sent, a perfect companion -- human 
company offers little solace for an abused 
and neglected heart 


i focus again on my little companion, it 
immediately ceases singing, wagging its 
tail nervously from side to side 


slowly 
i turn and lift my eyes to the sky, awe- 


struck by the bleeding light painting 
moving masterpieces, flaming clouds 
contrasting brooding tones set against 
multiple hues of cooling blue 


the wagtail bursts into happy song again, 
a lesson perhaps 


it may be prudent not to engage directly 
but rather allow things to join the chorus 
of their own accord 


a man in profound solitude, a tiny bird 
a melodious song, a concert of colour, 
sound and wonder 


people smile as they pass -- the rustle of 
the sea, 

a bird 

aman 

the sky 

singing 

a perfect 

harmony 


another Tamarama sunset 


State of Play 
is it just a game, a Dance? 


One 
manifesting as many facets, a plurality of 
appearances, a children’s playground 


‘only’ a game, my dancing, Lover/God 


a game, perhaps, my consort, but never a 
trifling matter -- light spurts from the crown 
of my head 


swirl, dance and step with me; begin with 
moderation and culminate in blinding 
ecstasy 


watching the cosmos swoon, pulse and 
scintillate, is it just a game? 


rhythmic, dancing, whirling bodies moving 

in cyclic patterns, weaving time back in/on 
itself forcing it to destroy and create 
according to design -- my eternal companion 


never separate or break our embrace, allow 
all things to pass without a remorseful sigh, 
second glance or sad regret, it’s just a game 
spawning and destroying worlds a matter of 
play, a state of flux 


revive urself on my supine body, raise my 
trident in your spine, churn/produce ambrosia 
in your sacred chalice 


are we not inseparable, locked in perpetual 
bliss creating and destroying worlds, together 
as One? 


Moving Water 
(Rumi) 


When you do things from your soul, you feel a river moving in you, a 
Joy. 


When actions come from another area that feeling disappears. 
Don't let others lead you. They may be blind or, worse, vultures. 
Reach for the rope of Love. And what is that? Putting aside self-will! 


Because of wilfulness people sit in jail, the trapped bird’s wings are 
tied, fish sizzle in the skillet. 


The anger of police is wilfulness. You’ve seen a magistrate inflict 
visible punishment. Now see the invisible. 


If you could leave your selfishness, you would see how you’ve been 
torturing your soul. We are born and live inside a black-water well. 


How could we know what an open field of sunlight is? Do not insist 
on going where you think you want to go, ask the way to the spring. 


Your living pieces will form a harmony. There is a moving palace that 
floats in the air with balconies and clear water flowing through, 
infinity everywhere, yet contained under a single tent. 


From The Glance 
by Coleman Barks 


Whoever is loved is beautiful, though the opposite -- beauty is loved 
-- is not true. 


True beauty is a facet of Love. If a being is Loved, he/she is beautiful 


because the part cannot be separated from the whole. 


Many girls were more beautiful than Lila, but Marun did not love 
them. “Let us introduce these young women to you,” they said to 
Marun. “It’s not the form [of Lila] | Love,” Marun said. “You are 
focused on the cup, whereas | think only of the wine | drink from the 
cup. If you gave me a chalice studded with gemstones, but filled with 
vinegar or something other than the wine | love, of what use is that to 
me? A common drinking-gourd with Lila as the wine is better than a 
hundred precious goblets full of other liquid 


A secret Freedom opens through a tiny crevice rarely seen -- your 
Love. 


You and Me 
(by Olympia) 


Without 
much strength, 
Without 

a home, 
Without 
family, 
Without 
money, 
Without 
harmony, 
You cared. 


Scattered Angel 


Scattered angel, 
with heart to give 
Scattered angel, 
with clutter to clear 
Scattered angel, 
with love so dear 
Scattered angel, 
un-scattered here. 


If 


if love were rational i would never 
speak to you again ... 


“1 don't want u to change, | just want 
u to make the effort” [to change] 


what! 
for pete’s sake .. 


can u not see the idiotic ‘logic’ in ur 
demented statement? the word 
‘exasperating’ was made for u, add 
it to ur lexicon 


if elegance, style and beauty were 
necessary to ignite love, it would be 
a very long and cold winter 


if love were dependent on kindness 
and consideration ur single status 
would be permanent 


if love required reciprocation u would 
be invisible in a crowd 


if dependability were essential for love 
u would be feeding through a proboscis 


i could go on but my exasperation 
subsides and my heart softens at the 
mere thought of you 


i remain struck, mesmerised, completely 
enthralled 


i want only You and i thank the stars and 
sky for delivering you to me as you are -- 
[you maniac! ] 


Gift 


handmade virgin paper invites 
a poem 


a single stroke capturing the 
beginning and endlessness 
of Creation 


the essence of time’s labour 
released by a brush-stroke 


giving form/meaning to an 
abstraction; creating tangible 
realities, full experiences 

all flowing in abundance 


a single stroke that continues 
forever weaving through 
myriad worlds, dimensions 
and emotions 


never turning back, forging 
ever onward/outward, 
expanding constantly -- 

a highway that delivers 
more than its initial promise 


characters magically appear 
on the page, vertically and 
horizontally, patterns/sigils 
form inviting all that seek 

the rarest prize, the ultimate 
challenge to try their luck 

and perhaps Free themselves 


no need to feel your way 

in the dark simply open 

your heart, eyes and see/feel 
Love saturating Existence 


Ecstatic Pieces 


im a mess again in more ways 
than i care to describe 


i must announce to the four 
corners of this world that i 
Love You ... 


every atom of my Being quivers 
as i declare it openly without 
reservation [Voodoo, i have no 
other explanation] 


i emerged briefly from your 
gravitational pull only to be 
drawn back into your vortex, 
black hole of my existence 


sliding down, spinning into 
your sea of transforming bliss, 
i must surrender or risk losing 
my sanity, androgynous, 
fire-eyed Goddess 


mere proximity triggered the 
response, i am defeated gladly 
losing what is left of my identity 
to your sea of Ecstasy 


unglued and scattered in 
scintillating light throughout 
the known and unknown 
universe 


i am finally vanquished 


completely, culminated 


and You, 

slayer of time and space, 
mute in your thundering 
silence, autistic Goddess, 
only able to communicate 
directly to my Soul in 
sub-atomic rhapsodies 


i Love You now, then and 
Forever 


We are One... 


Obsidian 


stepped Mayan pyramids lay in 
ruins, desolate, unnervingly quiet 


thriving cities have become 
undergrowth, jungle again 


fruit trees are bearing bitter 
fruit this season, orchardists 
are at a loss 


ruins in Central America bear 
witness to a violent past 
reminding us that conflict, 
bitterness and acrimony 
become convenient weapons 
serving only unscrupulous 
leaders that utilise divisive 
forces to devastate and destroy 
cultures and lay waste to 

entire civilisations 


a slow steady climb to the top, 
each stone step counting minutes, 
years, centuries of pliable time; 

a climbing procession to the high 
priests of the Sun 


the chill in your demeanour today, 
pure frost, ice, an incongruence in 
this tropical heat 


i remember the jagged obsidian 
knife, bloodcurdling screams 
and my pulsing heart in your 


bloodied hands which you offered 
to an impartial God, a gaping 
wound, a cavity without a beating 
heart is all that remained of my 
life 


oscillating time now finds me 
offering your heart to that same 
dispassionate God under which 
countless atrocities have been 
committed 


today only inarticulate stones, 
remain as mute witnesses to 
the glory that once was 


i turn my face away from the 
burning sun to the cool blue sky 


acrimony and bitterness no longer 
find a home in this renewed, 
warm, beating heart 


frost and ice are unable to form 
or exist here 


Rescue 


a sliced peach new moon hangs 
in the sky tonight, an open hand 
waiting longing for that unnamed 
body to fill its void, that yearning 
hollow space 


a body so near yet not able to close 
the gap; two heavenly bodies locked 
in their respective orbits attracted 
and repelled simultaneously, mutually 
opposing forces maintaining their 
gravitational tension 


a cupped, crescent hand in the cool 
winter sky above the Bay of Roses 
over black, deep waters supplicating 
inviting a body to save it from its 
emptiness 


one night a fiery comet passes 
offering light where once was 
darkness 


the moon, though glamourised by 

the spectacle, is unable to seize the 
opportunity or surrender to the chance 
encounter; it remains locked in its 
orbit, yearning endlessly 


everything is etched in its place 
tonight affirming that nothing can 
save anything from itself 


Paradoxes 


water taught me strength by first 
yielding then overcoming with 
persistent caresses 


nothing is able to bruise water, 
everything succumbs before the 
relentless yielding power of soft 
water 


if you would be victorious learn to 
yield then quietly and gently persist, 
your enemies are vanquished 
thereby 


learn, to Love those that abuse and 
hate you; Love is not strengthened 
by ease, it is fortified in the face 

of horrendous abuse 


forgive those that torture you; 
forgiveness would see your torturers 
driven insane, destroyed physically 
and psychologically 


learn Freedom by first surrendering; 


offer selfless service and assistance 
to all beings in distress it is only 
ignorance that offers resistance; 
surrender releases everything held 
captive whether of one’s own 
making or by imposition 


finally, achieve Immortality by dying 
daily -- the wise understand 
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The Essential Heart Sutra 


Locating an accurate and minimalist version of the much revered and 
famous Heart Sutra I stumbled on the Lok To rendition which is without 
peer as the most true to the 'Heart of Wisdom! or Void/Nirvana. 


All other versions are verbose to the extreme saturated with 
misinterpretations from people who know less about the heart of wisdom 
than my postman, though they pretend otherwise in a world where everyone 
deems themselves to be an authority as modern culture seems averse to 
followers though the vast majority of humans are indeed nose-ringed herd 
animals devoid of any sense, knowledge or intuition. 


And so, true to the spirit, I refer to myself as anonymous as I have no need 
to follow or lead or to be anything, much less an 'authority' full of shit. 


Lok To rendition follows: 


Heart Sutra 


When the Bodhisattva Avalokitesvara. 

Was Coursing in the Deep Prajna Paramita. 

He Perceived That All Five Skandhas Are Empty. 
Thus He Overcame All Ills and Suffering. 


Oh, Sariputra, Form Does not Differ From the Void, 
And the Void Does Not Differ From Form. 

Form is Void and Void is Form; 

The Same is True For Feelings, 

Perceptions, Volitions and Consciousness. 


Sariputra, the Characteristics of the 

Voidness of All Dharmas 

Are Non-Arising, Non-Ceasing, Non-Defiled, 
Non-Pure, Non-Increasing, Non-Decreasing. 


Therefore, in the Void There Are No Forms, 
No Feelings, Perceptions, Volitions or Consciousness. 


No Eye, Ear, Nose, Tongue, Body or Mind; 

No Form, Sound, Smell, Taste, Touch or Mind Object; 
No Realm of the Eye, 

Until We Come to No realm of Consciousness. 


No ignorance and Also No Ending of Ignorance, 
Until We Come to No Old Age and Death and 
No Ending of Old Age and Death. 


Also, There is No Truth of Suffering, 
Of the Cause of Suffering, 
Of the Cessation of Suffering, Nor of the Path. 


There is No Wisdom, and There is No Attainment Whatsoever. 
Because There is Nothing to Be Attained, 

The Bodhisattva Relying On Prajna Paramita Has 

No Obstruction in His Mind. 

Because There is No Obstruction, He Has no Fear, 

And He passes Far Beyond Confused Imagination. 

And Reaches Ultimate Nirvana. 

The Buddhas of the Past, Present and Future, 

By Relying on Prajna Paramita 

Have Attained Supreme Enlightenment. 

Therefore, the Prajna Paramita is the Great Magic Spell, 

The Spell of Illumination, the Supreme Spell, 

Which Can Truly Protect One From All Suffering Without Fail. 


Therefore He Uttered the Spell of Prajnaparamita, 
Saying Gate, Gate, Paragate, Parasamgate, Bodhi Svaha. 


Commentary 


And how very sweet the above text is, notwithstanding it subverts all 
Buddhist theology/philosophy — so reader, you will find nothing to believe 
in or worship here but your essential nature, which the Heart Sutra 
addresses without fuss, distraction or needless verbosity, as if the world is 
not already drowning in the (digital) information (bullshit) age — have you 
forgotten who you really are, reader? 


Indeed you have, so you now number with the rest of the culturally 
enslaved herd looking hither and thither for meaning and something to 
believe in. Well, it’s not all bad as you would soon discover, if you haven’t 
already, nothing in any culture satisfies the yearning for Truth except Truth 
itself, which cannot be found in any culture as they are all perverse, 
particularly the major religions, which today are nothing but 
theocratic/political hierarchies and slave followers. 


To the Text 


Due to the heavy reliance of the text on Buddhist terminology some 
explanation is warranted for those not familiar with Buddhist modes of 
expression. 


Bodhisattva Avalokitesvara is myth, the title signifies a Be-ing that returns 
to human existence to save (Bodhisattva) the ignorant and suffering in the 
same way Gautama Buddha did or in the west, Jesus Christ; however, there 
is a major flaw/problem here as the text refers to true liberation and real 
knowledge as denoted by ‘heart of wisdom’/void/nirvana, from which state 
of dissolution in the infinite ocean of bliss there is no return as all identity, 
categories, space/time/location cease to exist, otherwise enlightenment or 
the heart of wisdom/nirvana would not have been achieved. So we can 
comfortably dispense with religious myth here and leave it as is, supreme 
awareness (Avalokitesvara) in dialogue with ignorance (Sariputra) though 
be aware that these two conditions/states are personified in the text so 
human readers and aspirants are better able to understand via dialogue, 
which is also a classic form of ‘sacred’ discourse in the East. 


Now note where it gets very interesting as the ‘divine being’ is Coursing in 
the void/nirvana — so I ask you reader what is the difference between 
coursing and/or ‘doing/going’ with an objective or destination, which is 
why Lok To’s rendition from the Sanskrit is without peer? You see, 
coursing 1s aimless, without objective which is of the nature of Nirvana as 
there is nothing to achieve/do or find — that state is all Be- 
ing/encompassing/inclusive, though that Be-ing is hyper kinetic as Creation 
itself is continuous not dead or static like religion and dogma, so it’s fresh at 
all times though of course there is no time/space in Truth or Nirvana. 


So while this divine Be-ing is 'coursing' it sees with the clarity of an 
unfettered consciousness, not a culturally created mind/identity, everything 
there is to see at once. 


And what did it see? That "... There is No Truth of Suffering, 
Of the Cause of Suffering, 


Of the Cessation of Suffering, Nor of the Path. 


There is No Wisdom, and There is No Attainment Whatsoever" (goodbye 
doctrinal Buddhism) and that all five Skandhas, Buddhist 
ageregates/categories/compositions, which constitute a human are empty! 
This is a very similar view to the Hindu Sanskrit categories of the ‘Koshas’ 
(bodies or sheaths, see Taittirrya-Upanishad) that constitute a human, which 
categories are in essence meaningless. 


Now, it should be noted that the Skandhas are the foundation blocks of 
Mahayana Buddhism replete with numerous sub-categories like the 
intellect, emotions, passion, fear, physical body etc. And so after seeing that 
the categories or skandhas were empty-nothing, all fears and binding 
emotions are overcome by the brilliance of infinite 
awareness/Truth/Nirvana -- you’ve got to love this text as all Truth is 
simplicity itself, hence its minimalist approach. Have the ‘experts,’ 
academic religionists learned something, as your religious verbosity reveals 
quite plainly you know zilch about the Heart Sutra or Prajna Paramita 
though you are able to fee//intuit its authenticity and message. 


So after seeing that cultural/human building blocks, categories, distinctions 
etc, are meaningless-empty the divine being becomes fearless and all 
knowing — but how? 


Well it’s simple, as infinity/nirvana is One continuous process of Be- 
ing/Creation, note the One, as no distinctions whatsoever exist in 
Nirvana/void/Infinity simply due to the fact that a distinction is a separation 
a division from the whole; therefore such distinctions involve the 
measurable or finite as Creation has been divided by the 
subject/viewer/observer — the other important lesson here 1s that all human 
fears and emotions that exist by consequence of this separation are 
overcome by the uniformity/awareness of the Heart of Wisdom/Nirvana, 
hence Freedom/Liberty/Truth become Real/known and Lived. 


As a result, this divine Be-ing who is really You, though aware, passes ‘Far 
beyond confused imagination’ — well look around and assess the condition 
of people you know and the masses, they are confused because they have 


no real identities outside what is culturally produced via language, ‘I, me, 
mine’ etc do many things but above all they separate us into divided finite 
beings, and never forget where there is separation/distinctions, there is 
conflict, internal and social. 


The Essence of the text is simple, any attempt to achieve, locate, 
understand/know and believe in the cultural sense is to be avoided in favour 
of letting go, unknowing, to find one’s essential nature which is kinetic 
creation itself as 'we' are merely expressions of same. 


Do not fear, you were born to enlightenment and have been in it since 
before the universe came into being. Any form of distinction would veil that 
everlasting Truth from you until such time as you wake to Reality or 
Nirvana. 


Also note that Be-ing, awareness of the One creation, allows for the 
knowledge of how that Singular creation appears as the many (plurality) 
though it’s a mirage, not that it perturbs the enlightened in any way as they 
are not lost in it, imagining a dream manifestation to be reality, which the 
text confirms by stating that void is form and form is void which annihilates 
the binary of opposition. 


And so ends or begins the deconstruction of the Heart Sutra or Prajna 
Paramita delivered to me by my postman. 


I should add that the Sanskrit Hindu text The Avadhuta Gita compares well 
with the Pajna Paramita though the former is not as subversive. 


Nevertheless I would make these texts available for the interested reader -- 
follow the link below: 


https://ozpoetry.lingama.net/poetry/poem-1012.html 
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Collated and edited by the author/poet, Lindsay Traynor 
Book V in the Poetry Series 


We must fight with pure hearts and clear minds if we intend to 
survive in a peaceful world. 


"The universe came into Being for Love's sake and for Love’s sake it 
continues forever. 
The Law is Love; there is no other Law" -- Lindsay Traynor 


Mute 


far more eloquent than speech is 
silence, how is one able to respond 
to subtle variations of tone while 
screeching and gibbering from 
vocal cords and lips? 


there, where frequencies speak plainly 
in inaudible tones of a whirring galaxy 
and universe, its symphonic notes 
captured only by silencing the primitive 
mouth and listening intently -- that is 
where true communication occurs 


of course we are able to articulate but 
should prefer listening to the infinite 
lexicon of pure existence over the babble 
and shrill of ‘civilised’ men 


Masters of War 


the glazed eyes of dead men picked 
from their sockets by black crows 
and other scavengers 


they lie motionless in the battlefield 
where uniforms do not distinguish, 
they all belong to one flag when dead, 
such is the futility of needless all 

wars for profit 


souls have taken flight leaving gaping 
mouths infested with flies, maggots 
and rotting flesh -- and those that do 
not fight say there is glory in war, dying 
for what? the greed or megalomania 
of sick rulers, nothing else 


yet the senselessness of it all screams 
from every battlefield since before 
recorded history to this day 


people never hear, they cannot, they 
listen instead to the lies, to the 
message of death 


all here died for nothing before their 

time to fill the coffers of war mongers 

that manufacture the means and weapons 
of death, for the god of profit -- all hail 

and drink to profit with silver chalices 
brimming with human blood 


but all is not still, dead gaping mouths 
scream one last word -- futility -- clearly 


heard by the sane and free, as real freedom 
can never be overwhelmed by any weapon 


chains, brutality and torture cannot 
confine a free mind nor do they perturb 
free spirits -- only blind fools fight their 
brothers of other nations while the masters 
of war in every nation watch safe from 
afar while counting their filthy lucre 


Sentinel 


waves break like the prancing steeds 
of conquistadors tho riderless on this 
100 mile beach; thudding and crashing, 
destroying themselves in the process 
but sliding back out to sea to rise 

again and again 


armour rusting, i hear it from the 
mouths of slaughtered pre-Columbian 
civilisations, the hunted, for their 
legendary gold that armoured 
conquistadors seek with a mania, 

for self and wealth 


the rhythmic thuds of hooves on the 
sand the trot before the charge for 
gold, women and glory -- the lust 
for red flowing blood and the yellow 
gold of the sun 


the sound ebbs with the tide, leaving 
a crimson, bleeding sunset, the yellow 
sun also bleeds red when it dies -- the 
connection between gold and blood 
wherever and whenever it is pursued 
blood inevitably flows, gold does not 
hide the cost for itself or hide under 
the rusting armour of conquistadors 


today star-spangled invaders mass murder 
for black gold but the rivers of blood 
remain red, rusted armour does not speak 
loudly, night passes and dawn breaks 
slowly changing hue until it locates crimson 


before the yellow sun rises then fades again 
into night 


the ghost of a native walks slowly along 
the 100 mile beach spear, woomera and 
boomerang in hand, blacker than night tho 
the moon offers a silhouette 


he neither rushes nor delays, steady are his 
steps, turning occasionally as a good sentinel 
should, seeing all in his dreamtime but not 
me tho i see his dreaming, killed by his own 
kind on this beach a millennia ago for his 
precious shells 


whenever something becomes precious blood 
is spilled, tho precious objects change with 
each age, one consistency remains, it plagues 
all men of all ages, rivers of blood flow over 
an illusion 


i enter the sentinel’s dreaming, he sees me 
without my armour and sword and continues 
walking, tho nowhere here for commodities 
of no real value 


his footprints now visible continue in his 
dreaming 


Fires 


fires release all the stored energy in 
forests while nurturing seeds that require 
fire to germinate a chance, and so the 
charred smoking embers are replenished 
by new life 


my brain is burning glucose like petrol in 

a bonfire which may account for bodily 
fatigue; my arms are like lead while 
indefatigable fingers bounce on keys that 
unlock more than words and the hopes of 
green sprouting trees and grasses contrasting 
the charcoal black of burned forests 


there’s also a fire in my belly that no 
agent is able to extinguish tho this fire 
only burns the criminal injustice of States 
and budding Empires, which today make 
mafia look like naughty children 


States kill millions, mafia kills only a 
handful in comparison -- before anyone 
knew it nations became subservient to 
vipers and now they require purging from 
the top down as there is no hope for 
democracy in criminal nations -- tho 
vipers are able to transfix (media) their 
subjects into stasis and paralysis 


green shoots form young supple trunks 
that hold tenaciously in all weather, 
bending with the wind and surviving 
storms until tall and strong enough to 
withstand the worst attacks the elements 


are able to mount against young, emerging 
resilient growth; and so the blackness is 
slowly overtaken with the vibrancy of a 
new forest 


city streets are always black revealing 
they are incapable of sustaining life 

tho various organic and inorganic forms 
race across them continually; my brain 
remains unaffected and continues to 
pierce the night sky like a lighthouse on 
a stormy coast 


those other few species that require fire 
to continue their germination cycle have 
a special mission as they are immune to 
the ravages of fire, as my solar plexus 

swirls from the heat internally generated 


the cool wind blows open the door allowing 
my saving love to enter and quench my 
ravaging fires and purify my heated brain, 
pour it on my one and only, pour urself 

into my every pore while i inject fire 

into ur belly burning all misconceptions 
from ur mind 


flow like a mountain river fed by glacial 
melting ice which circles my flaming 
desire, still able to move powerful trunks 
of full-grown trees now clasping branches 
to form a canopy under which all manner 
of forest life dwells and survives 


at various times fireflies live and die in 
minutes tho time is relative, to them iam 
a statue tho moving swiftly in my own time 


the forest has become a jungle tho the eyes 
of vipers remain easily seen at night making 
them easy prey for hunters that stalk the 
night slipping between the seen and unseen 
shadows cast by the moon on the jungle floor 


until a lightning strike ignites another 
raging inferno that eliminates slow moving 
vipers, frying them into a tasty eagle’s 
breakfast 


Timeless 


those magical moments when a glance, 
a gesture or smile rupture the cosmos 
and all its power, beauty and ineffable 
Love pour through drenching being and 
dissolving the lie that was created by 
culture 


if i could love u simply because of a 
moment, if i could appear and disappear 
simultaneously u would know me but 
while u search for an identity u have 

no hope of finding me 


rapture is my name and infinity my home 
where nothing exists that is fixed or 

able to be located, cease ur endless 

search for what does not exist, a separate, 
individual identity, which i have gladly 

offered for my freedom and the flux of the 
unexplainable, description-less and unformed 
from which everything is formed 


look behind what u see and see me 
immeasurable against the firmament 
which is dwarfed by that endless 
moment of rupture/rapture 


it is those moments only that open the 
door to infinity, unplanned, unsought 
but discovered 


if it was an object i would gladly offer 
it to u, but if the hand of God is unable 
to grasp it do not expect the impossible 


though if u are able to catch the wind or 
contain the ocean in a thimble u would 
make progress 


a thunderbolt is silenced by its pleasing, 
continuous roar -- offer ur naked soul 

in Love not of me but Love unconditionally 
then u would find and embrace ‘me,’ 
however, if u diligently persist in ur 
search, u would find something surprising, 
u would find urself within what u imagine 
is me reflecting whatever passes by 


Fake Everything 


don’t talk to me about ‘fake news,’ a 
Trump invention that has gained media 
traction 


the most dangerous and insidious fake 
dissemination is, ‘fake intelligence’ 
from our ‘trusted’ intelligence agencies 


no one has yet died from watching fake 
news in contrast to the millions or more 
innocents slaughtered by fake intelligence 


do u remember, WMD, aluminium tubing, 
for use in producing nuclear weaponry, 

or the worst of them all, Blair's, Saddam 
could mount an attack on the UK in 45mins 
-- give me a break! All bullshit, FAKE! 

easily traced back to the intel agencies 

of the USA, UK and Australia; coincidentally, 
the three nations that comprise the 

‘coalition of the willing’ (criminals) 


yes, ‘willing’ to kill millions with their 
contrived lies and not one former leader 
of the three has been held to account, 
why? 


‘fake accountability,’ of course, which 
indicates ‘fake law,’ notwithstanding 
justice today has as much substance as 
helium 


and of course we have ‘fake democracy’ 
where people vote for representation and 


get puppets of unrepresentative minority 
ruling elites instead; indeed, fake news 
is simply a late comer to a fake world 


social media has the integrity of a whore, 
educators teach fake history and religionists 
kneel before fake gods 


but ‘she'll be right mate,’ just adjust to 
the new fake world where nothing is real, 
fantasy and fiction are more real today 
-- and all you can talk about is fake news 


doctors prescribe fake medicines that cure 
nothing but make huge profits for drug 
companies 


‘fake news,' don’t make me laugh, my eyes 
and ears are wide open and have been for 
years, so settle it now and realise that 
everything is fake in this world 


however, what is real are the bullets 

and bombs that kill as a result of fake 
intelligence -- it’s a shame the law is 
fake as we could then haul all those 
responsible before the courts, which are 
also fake, the Hague for instance, and 
mete out some Real justice/punishment 
and possibly restore our world to Reality, 
the meaning of which word has been lost 
with the minds of those that believe 
anything today 


now fuck off before i clock you, and i 
can assure you that you would feel it 
because it issues from a real fist 


the most meaningful word in the english 
language today is, meaningless! 


but i have saved the worst for last, you 
see, i know that writing this is futile 

as fake people are reading it, yes you, 

if you were real you would not tolerate 
the current status quo for a minute, you 
would have remedied the universal ‘fake 
plague infecting the entire world the 
instant it started 


now quick, reconnect to the media drip- 
feed and re-enter your fake world, 

this piece is too close to the Real to 

be comfortable for You 


Hallelujah 


every sound continues while a medium 
exists to carry it; i heard a pulse that 
originated in outer space where nothing 
is heard but somehow it reached the 
earth specifically, me 


i informed friends that scoffed at the 
claim, C mmon man, u know no sounds 
exist in a vacuum 


well, i thought so once but not anymore 
the pulse was like a heartbeat that 
permeated all space and reached the 
earth -- for that to occur somewhere 

in space a burst or an event occurred; 

i heard it plain as could be 


has it occurred to you that what u 
heard was an internal phenomenon, 
like an audible thought associated 
with a memory, or perhaps your own 
heartbeat? 


yes, but its rhythm was altogether 
singular not like my heartbeat though 
related 


perhaps u heard the big bang, why 
not? surely it would have made a 
racket, an explosion that created 
the universe 


it was other worldly and besides the 
big bang indicates a beginning whereas 


we all know existence is infinite, no 
beginning or end 


nevertheless, everything has a frequency 
and as such must produce sound 


yes, but that would be a symphony, what 
i heard was a singular, unaccompanied 
pulse 


well, try and hear it again then trace it 
excellent idea 

so in a state of hyper relaxation i 
heard it again and was able to focus 
on it 

what i heard was both internal and 


external it was me, originally entering 
existence and persisting 


Origins 


i threw three coloured river pebbles 
onto the ground again and again 

until a sequence became apparent, 

i threw again and from each successive 
throw letters formed from the patterns 


at last an alphabet, which i arranged 
into words, soon a phrase then a 
sentence, narrative and the known 
world was created/formed, encircled 
by words of power 


the little mothers (letters) soon delivered 
the entirety of the known to me, well done 
father, they said, with your artifices you 
have captured all humanity and chained 
them in bondage with written language, 
every literary artifice that exists verifies 
your power over all, what would you 

have us do next? 


but what is power without Love, i thought? 
nothing! indeed, without Love there is 
nothing whatsoever, and so i gathered my 
little mothers and instructed them to hide 
the real meaning of a word, as it is the 
key that unlocks the gates to paradise and 
everlasting joy and Freedom 


with that accomplished i took my treasured 
magic three pebbles from my pouch and 
threw them into a raging river making this 
textual world a prison with only one avenue 
of escape 


Grass Eaters 


the earth's green provides for our needs 
and the most prolific vegetation is grass 
but do not compare humanity with bovines 
and other grass eaters tho there is no 
escaping it -- rice, rye, barley, wheat, 

corn etc, are all grasses which provide 
staples for the populations of entire 
continents 


discovered as a reliable food source 
grasses were cultivated allowing for 
stores of food without the need to gather 
and hunt daily, which led to the formation 
of communities and free time which led to 
the development of writing and culture, 
moo, chirp and baa’aa -- and so modern 
man has more in common with sheep and 
cattle than lions and tigers 


notice how easy large herds of humans are 
led by their shepherds, follow me this way, 
not that way, baa’aa 


i've often wondered if a chemical exists in 
grass based foods that facilitates servility, 
the need to follow rather than cut an 
independent course like tigers, what is it 
about human sheep that makes them so 
susceptible to servitude, the urge to follow? 


have u seen how easy it is for slaughterhouses 
to lead grass eating cattle and sheep to their 
deaths, the victims not realising they have 
been led to their deaths until the very end, 


but then it’s too late? 


perhaps if we paid more attention to the 
shepherds it would awaken the herd 


they are the wolves that delight in managing, 
exploiting and consuming passive, fear-ridden, 
grass eaters 


Drifting 


there were times when fixators 
desperately attempted to fix 

the drifting plains and floating 

lakes of mind, time and being, 
though nailing water is impossible, 
but try telling that to ‘educators’ 
from kindy to the tertiary heights 

of verbose convolutions -- empty, 
souless, dry as sun-bleached dog shit, 
which incidentally no longer exists 
as dog owners are now forced to 
collect dog shit in black plastic bags 
supplied by local councils, how 
considerate and desperately anal 


and so my metaphor is lost on those 
younger than fifty, they were the days, 
Triumphs, Nortons, Beezas, greased hair 
and widgies turning it on for the crew -- 
bennies, dexies and pot fueled beats, and 
their incessant coffee shop philosophical 
chatter, cool man 


today they are but memory, shadows mixed 
with the smog that issues from city corners 
where the splutter and drips of imported 
italian coffee machines once sang, gurgling 
like drunken plumbing 


the lanes and vacant lots that once reeked 

of fermented sexual fluids are now apartment 
blocks tho haunted with strange moans and 
grunts in the dead of night 


yet the past overtakes the present from 
various perspectives complete with sight, 
smell and sound drifting slowly up through 
the tar, cement, new bricks, mortar and 
iPhones, did u hear the roar of a 650cc 
kick-starting? 


the howl of alley cats mating and the coo 
of doves woo’ing is no longer heard 


nothing from then enters now, the digital 
age of alienated slaves with iPhone in 
one hand and the other on clit or cock, 
tragic! 


the old pond surrounded with rushes 

and all manner of water catchment weeds 
bounding with frogs and amphibian 
ejaculate frothing on the water have 

been replaced with manicured concrete 
shores lacking shelter and hides for 
water birds nesting and raising their 
young 


my head turns skyward, hoping its 
blueness has remained, it has, tho tainted 
with the brown of city pollution 


the devoid scene is so sterile i am 
forced to project my memory into 
the real world and dress it in its 
previous fertile glory 


i am now able to see the kids playing, 
‘ll show u mine if u show me yours,’ 
and elderly walkers tipping their hats, 
good day to you 


park rangers rode horses then, now 
they drive swiftly past, disconnected 
like the educators of today that do not 
see the floating mists on lakes, drifting 
plains, and the open neighbourhood 
doors of the 50's 


Space 


between the centre and circumference 
of the circle of existence is space 


it is that space that defines the circle 

and everything else, as without it there 

is nothing, no centre or emanating radius 
and no circumference, therefore no circle 
-- space is that necessary something 
which defines all things 


now consider that a jar is only useful due 

to the space within it, as is a house, we 

live in the space, not the walls, roof or 

floor and yet space is ignored or at best 
taken for granted but it fills/saturates the 
void, its emptiness is vital to existence 

and so emptiness is the essential component 
which exalts all things, including man 


what occurs if we turn our minds to that 
‘emptiness’? 


we know that emptiness is something and 
thoughts are things/formations, structures 
of the mind, thoughts are not the space in 
which they form 


you have noticed that space is consistent, 
unvarying, there is not this or that space, 
only One space that permeates all existence 
and so that space has meaning, as it is the 
substrate that carries or holds everything 
that is 


if you wish to find meaning then enter the 
space between thoughts and you would 
discover wonder, something truly special 


and if you hold that for a duration then 
thought itself subsides leaving only 
awareness and perfect clarity in which 
all vexations and problems are solved, 
dissolve, as space defines everything 
-- only in that infinite space is true 
Freedom and perfection found 


surely it now becomes the height of 
foolishness to underrate or not embrace 
that unpolluted, continuous perfection? 


there is so much more to it than here 
indicated but you must discover its 
wonders for yourself 


No Fixed Address 


is how the regulatory ‘authorities’ list 
my abode, which classification is quite 
correct as in ‘my place’ hangs a shingle 
‘home sweet home,’ what home? 


surely not the homes with street addresses 
fixed in locations with their benefits and 
problems, no, my ‘sweet home’ is not so 
easily located by the mundane yet i exist 
and have lived in my sweet abode free 
from all tribulations 


i have no way of entry or exit, my home 
has no doors, only windows 


i have a favourite seat like most homes 
for their occupants, but it's not a chair 

or an elevation from the floor, yes, my 
abode has neither ceiling nor floor, my 
seat is situated in the centre of Existence 
which is my sweet home to which i have 
happily returned after many millennia 
lost, only to realise that i had never left, 
how very sweet that home is as home is 
where the heart is 


Aquaglide 


birds of the sea and waters broaden their 
wings and allow natures air currents to 
carry them for miles without effort, just 
above the water, such is the power of 
instinct that reads what man cannot see 
or sense as he is divorced from his nature 


there are times when confined cultural life 
becomes tedious and painful, so divorced 
from the real is culture that it now tortures 
those that subscribe to its fictions, lies 
and separation 


its media dribbles this and that, mostly lies 
and propaganda, so it becomes necessary to 
glide on nature’s many avenues of freedom 
ever available to those that see, feel and 
sense 


wherefore art thou romeo? 


never mind juliette, i am skipping above 
the waves in this expansive see 


what do you see romeo? 


it’s not so much seeing as feeling and 
allowing sense to guide/glide 


to where do you fare romeo? 
destinations are a dream, juliette 


as i have already arrived from where i 
departed so long ago 


please take me with you romeo 


who, or what prevents you from flying, 
juliette? 


my family and place here in my abode 


indeed juliette, where is your real place, 
what is your real home, what binds you 
to the known, the cultural perversity, 

of men 


answer from your heart juliette and spread 
your wings of your own volition and you 
would join me in an instant 


‘To be or Not to be’ is not a question, it’s 
a proposition 


Bye 
the high and the low reflect ... 


sea grasses move underwater like 
the hair of angels floating and swirling 
in the clouds 


mountains, tired of the heights diminish 
and seek the depths 


corals grow like crystals saturated in 
solution accommodated by the sea 
and moon 


the wind howls high above the ground 
but whistles in the trees, reach out, 
strain to break the barriers, be more 
than u are in another space 
un-mapped by culture’s jail 


the look of the un-guessed captivates 
until it is understood like your face 
in heat draped in desire, dripping love 


beyond articulated speech is the pulse 
of creation forever beating like your 
heart for my embrace 


love is a bankrupt word that cries for 
what it implies which reaches from the 
bottom to the top and rises from the top 
to the bottom again 


who or what could categorise u outside 
the known -- are u so easily enslaved 


that u prefer the prescribed? 


a vortex forms in the middle of the ocean 
draining into the sky where fluids form 
and interchange 


inverted solid ranges tower below -- 
what goes up does not necessarily come 
down but what is down must ascend 


break that which enslaves by entering the 
un-known, un-mapped places, make ur own 
unique space/place without the walls and 
confinements of the expected 


smell the scent and imbibe deeply of the 
sweet nectar of Freedom 


Diamond Mind 


nothing perturbs the diamond mind of Zen, 
storms confront it and resolve themselves 
into the clarity of a clear blue summer sky, 
nothing sticks, do ducks get wet in the rain? 


the diamond mind remains unblemished 
regardless of all that confronts it though 
it takes unrelenting focus and steadfast 
meditative practice to achieve clarity and 
awareness 


understand the perfection, impervious to 
everything, pleasurable and painful assaults, 

it remains clear and aware, which imperturbability 
leads to awareness and supra-normal abilities 
inherent in all human beings, but only manifest 
once perfect clarity is achieved 


with clarity comes knowledge, understanding, 
and the ability to see things fresh, as they are, 
not as presented or coloured by experience, 
which distorts 


the diamond mind grants a special vision 
uncluttered by culturally learned biases 
which enslave the majority 


perhaps a Zen anecdote delivers meaning more 
efficiently: 


Two Zen monks were traveling from one monastery 
to another, a day’s journey. 


the two happened on a flooding stream 


which impeded the progress of a young, 
aristocratic, beautiful woman. 


‘could you please assist me crossing the 
stream, she asked?’ 


with that the older monk picked up the woman 
and carried her across the knee deep stream 
accompanied by his young companion who 
seemed troubled by the occurrence. 


the monk placed the lady on the ground and 
resumed his journey with his companion, 
whose face now indicated agitation. 


the monks journeyed together for a short 
distance, the younger monk, still clearly 
troubled, could not restrain himself and 
blurted, 


‘we are not supposed to look at women yet 
you took her in your arms and carried her.’ 


‘yes, replied the older monk, ‘but i put her 
down on the other side of the stream, you are 
still carrying her!’ 


and therein lies the secret of the unpolluted, 
perpetually fresh, untroubled and free, 
diamond mind 


Fools’ Suicide 


keep ur empty words to urself i am 
listening to the ageless voice of the 
earth weaving its symphonies -- the 
bliss of which harmony ur words/minds 
fail to capture and understand 


how do You expect ur limitations, finite 
mind, to capture and understand self-qualified 
infinity, or the continuity of existence? 


how tragic you are given the All which you 
shrink into wasted perversity, violence and 
destruction, u are beyond salvation, creating 
false human gods to comfort u in ur screaming 
desperation; you imagine ur dreams and myths 
will save u from reality, but u miss the obvious, 
that no man made god is able to save anything, 
the origin of all ur pathetic, feeble gods are in 
texts written by men, but u are forced to cling 
to the idiotic lies and myths as u have nothing 
else to cling to 


look at you, alienated, disconnected from the 
splendours of Life born/e of Harmony and Love, 
which dances in ineffable bliss before ur eyes, 
a free gift that u you trash daily with your 
perversity, blindness, violence and psychotic 
ways 


today u elevate the sick and flawed among you 
to lead you to ruin and oblivion, which reality 

the psychopaths ensure is never presented to 

ur faces, the media drip-feed is shaped according 
to the designs of those that own it! 


how transparent it all is given clear eyes 

and an aware mind to See, which senses 

are dimmed by ur apathy and addictions; 

i watch u imploding in ur desperate alienation 
and loneliness, designed by corporate entities 
to enslave, tame and exploit amenable slaves 
in order to maintain their sick designs and 
wealth which serves only them -- You serve 
them also for want of an identity and life 


You are pitiless waste products, healthy 
humanity disowns you as u think only of ‘me’ 
tho humanity is essentially We, without which 
understanding it cannot survive 


play with ur digital, alienating and enslaving 
toys designed and shaped by the sickest 
among you to exploit and dis-empower 

tho you are aware but are so disconnected 
from the real u cling to ur slavery and 
inevitable ruin as u have no life 


the earth has no need of ur perversities 

and cowardice, neither do the few healthy 
among ur plagued populations -- the brave 
and free that fought and continue to fight 

for their Freedom have no need of you, while 
you pathetic slobs attempt to compensate for 
ur loss with baubles and transitory titillations, 
which burn and fry u until a dry autumn leaf 
seems robust and full of life in comparison 


i wish you well knowing it is unattainable until 
you fight and remove the superimposed mental 
poisons within and regain your sovereignty, 
self-respect and real Freedom, which no-one 


could thereafter deprive you of 


We are All a physical and emotional social 
species, the many working as One for the 
good of All 


why do you remain divided, defeated, miserable, 
enslaved and tortured by a few nefarious, sick 

and treacherous elites that pit u against ur brothers 
and sisters? 


you are free to choose Life/Freedom/Unity over 
slavery, ruination and death, however, it is clear 
you have already made ur choice -- You have 
forsaken Yourselves 


Coming and Going 


linear tracks offer two directions only, 
trains go forward and back on the same 
track 


and so the myopic reigns in the minds of 
travellers going backward and forward 
on linear rails 


wars in heaven, wars on earth, when will 
they ever learn, the one-track minds of 
men? 


crop fields are full, no tracks scarring 


the landscape, wild flowers dance in the 
openness each according to its nature 
while man tugs and toils going backward 
and forward, going nowhere 


written records are linear, history travels 
in one line backward or forward but reality 
bursts spherical in omni-directions as my 
Love explodes and embraces all through 
you 


watching you move/dance before me, every 
gesture, turn and expression surrounds my 
being, penetrating, permeating my soul 


the unpredictable will inherit the earth 

as they are of its nature, boundless and 

free; the linear streets of cities and rectangular 
buildings confine by their linear direction, 

up and down, a tragic habitat for field 


and forest dwellers 


kiss the sweet ground and kiss my lips, 
gateway to paradise 


why did u take so long to fall into my eyes 
and take rest in my heart? 


cease ur searching u have returned and 
nothing is able to separate us again 


you knew you would return millennia ago, 
do remember withdrawing from my initial 
embrace and becoming trapped in the linear 
ways and myopic visions of human gnats 
and moles that have lost their way? 


all must return home, some sooner, some much 
later 


the ways of man lead to wasted lives and death 
but the Way leads to Love and Life but how would 
you know paradise if you hadn’t experienced the 
confinements, tortures and slavery of hell? 


i have left spirals in the sea and land to 
guide you 


Media Maze 


distorted mirrored images as in a maze reflect 
not what is real but shaped, mirrored distortions 
according to their design 


exaggerated at times and compressed at other 
times tho not one reflected image reflects 
what is true 


trapped in a mirror maze people imagine 
they are what the contrived distortions 
reflect tho the distorted reflections are 
real according to their specific designs 


without bearings or the real to guide, people 
become trapped and live in false realities, 
the mirror makers are careful to reflect 

and distort with semblances of the real -- 
pushing and pulling images this way and that 
according to their desires 


and so people remain deceived/enslaved, 
tho all mazes have an escape and those that 
emerge in an un-distorted world are shocked 
by the reality/truth they see; so painful 

and disorientating is the unfamiliar real 

world and reality, they scramble to re-enter 
the maze seeking the comfort of the known 
and group, living in dreams and shared 
un-realities 


it seems preferable to most to live shared lies 
rather than deal with solitary freedom/Truth 


some, very few, remain free outside and are 


able to see how the enslaving apparatus 
functions and the machinations of those that 
manufacture the mirrors and maze 


The Semiotics of Wrestling Minotaurs 


a green-oxidised bronze sculpture endures 
in the park fountain, water issuing from its 
ears besmirching tradition 


half goat, half man playing a flute tho no 
water ejects from the flute -- tho it should 


the faun supports a large disproportionate 
human phallus semi-erect and incongruous 
among ancient greek heroes, with 
disproportionately tiny penises, wrestling 
minotaurs and slaying pythons, 

begrudging it seems their tiny dicks 


tourists, all fixated on the faun’s penis to 

the exclusion of other heroes, comment this 
and that about the erect presence, wondering 
but not appreciating the expression on the 
faun’s face and the geometric harmony of 

his cocked elbow with knee and (bearded) 
chin, truly a symmetrical marvel 


it seems alive tho motionless, cursed as 
cast statues are with immobility 


i first saw this strange incongruent fellow 
aged six or seven, i paid no heed to the penis 
it was just a cock then 


now much older the cast bronze ridicules 

my age, it remains frozen in youth and visual 
virility tho a change has been made, the 
semi-erect penis now ejects a stream of water 
pissing on other greek heroes and the inane 


comments of tourists 


the faun’s expression also seems slightly 
altered as if mocking the living that tampered 
with its penis, now ejecting water intermittently 
as if in timed ejaculations 


indeed, it must have been a Dionysian steeped 
in the cult of abandon tho no modern Apollonian 
has dared restore it to its previous inertness 


the ancient Dionysian mysteries persist 
in open view in a central city park for 
all to see but not understand that all we 
need is music 


Night Fishing 


every creature has an Achilles heel 
reptiles of the sea are fascinated 
by artificial lights at night, powerful 
crocodiles draw involuntarily to a 
flashlight as do turtles and other 
protected species 


it was a clear night at cape tribulation 
campers gathered around small fires 
enjoying the natural surroundings 
one local had brought a dinghy, 
armed only with a flashlight, 

he launched it into the sea, 

few paid any attention 


we could see the light as he shone it in 
the water just beyond the breakers; 
after a while violent water agitation 
and banging on the aluminium hull 

of the small craft echoed along 

the water to the shore 


the fisherman rowed back to shore 
and landed a thrashing sea turtle 
from his boat 


most knew it was illegal to catch turtles, 

a privilege reserved only for the indigenous 
population which were few at the cape 

tho none were present among the white 
unwelcome intruders on this night 


the fisherman wasted no time slaughtering 
the defenceless turtle on the beach, its 


life-blood soaking into the sand 


he butchered the animal and gave pieces of 
fresh white flesh to the others on the beach, 
involving them in his crime 


the beer, always present, flowed as the white 
meat sizzled in pans, barbecues and pots, 
a drunken feast ensued 


the morning dawn starkly revealed the slaughter 
the night before, the exquisite shell of a protected 
sea turtle that fell victim to a bright artificial light 
which it couldn't resist 


returning to town troubled by our previous 
activities we passed by a huge television 
transmission tower 


Sailor 


in dream or otherwise 
my rudderless ship sails 
a new shoreless sea 


it sails through fine weather 
and storms of light until it 
happily sinks beneath the 
waves and merges with the 
rolling 


Listen ... 


the first pulse that began all things 
continues in every throb and pulse in 
existence, it is the nature of all things, 
the reverberations of thunder, the beat 
of hearts, the pulse of dying/living stars 


what is referred to as Logos or word, the 
first, is the original spanda or throb of 
emanation 


be still and know ... that ... 
you too could return to the first, and last, 
the forever 


there is nothing gained or lost, the pulse 
does not differentiate, the one true underlying 
continuous creation beyond comprehension, 
forever repeated in sound, form and light, 

as light, is vibration only, emanating from the 
first/last sound but maintaining its integrity as 
light so we may all See 


are you able to ‘hear’ the heartbeat of the cosmos? 
Listen 


Stranger 


her sorrow a giant mountain pressing on her chest pushing the very 
life from her frail exquisite body, her magnetic eyes deep as the 
blackness of deepest space, could not hide the loss she suffered, it 
seemed as though the entire tragedy of all humanity was carried by 
this petite stranger that asked for no help only directions in a 
metropolis unfamiliar 


menacing dark alleys intermittently illuminated by archaic single 
globe light poles were safe for locals moving in the shadows doing 
business and waiting for opportunities but hazards for strangers and 
the unwary unfamiliar with the neighbourhood 


yet she took to the lanes without the slightest apprehension seeking 
an address, which i explained was one lane among many 


i trailed her safely behind in order to prevent an attack though she 
was aware of my presence -- the denizens in the alleys assessed the 
stranger each to their own intention, none of which were good 


though as they approached and met her gaze they retreated 
somewhat daunted 


this one had accrued much power in her pain, no-one dared harass 
her 


she turned and gestured that i approach i'm alright, she said, i know 
u are watching over me, do not be concerned i can take care of 
myself 


yes i see that but i would never forgive myself if any harm came to u, 
do not concern urself, she responded i have no interest in my 
welfare so why should u? 


perhaps that is why i am watching over u, | replied though ur 


disregard for ur safety seems to ward off evil, people sense 
something though unsure what they sense so leave u alone, perhaps 
i could assist, what or who is it u seek? ‘drake,’ she responded 


my god, she seeks me yet i have no idea who she is so i politely ask 
why she seeks drake/me unawares 


well it’s a little involved but to simplify i was referred to him as 
someone who could help with an issue 


indeed, drake is a fixer and well respected, i replied, but not of 
worldly affairs, 'well, that is why i seek him,' the matter is not 
mundane 


i do not know who gave u that address but it’s not where drake lives, 
i informed her, do u know where i could find him? indeed i do, iam 
going past his place, i would be happy to take you there 


thank you, i hope it is not out of ur way, not at all, i replied with a 
smile 


i decided to take the long route and learn more about this mysterious 
stranger but she didn’t respond to all my questions only those she 
thought appropriate, the more we exchanged words the more 
fascinated i became though acutely aware of her deep sorrow 


i notice u carry a burden, i said. she turned her face and locked her 
eyes onto mine, we all carry burdens some more than others though 
none are given burdens they cannot deal with, each according to 
their capacity, i nodded in agreement, which seemed to comfort her 


as we approached my house i was inclined to divulge who i was but 
she interrupted the intent and asked, ‘are you good friends,’ well yes, 
very close indeed, how close, she asked, well close is not the word i 
am drake i confessed, she didn’t react, as i withdrew the key and 
opened the door 


i see, she said, i knew there was something ... , she did not finish the 
sentence, come in, i said, tea or something stronger, tea is fine 


we sat at the kitchen table while the water boiled to the hiss of a gas 
flame. i poured and covered the pot to allow the tea to draw 


do u wish to explain why you seek me, it’s a lost love that haunts me, 
how do u mean? 


well he recently died in a motor cycle accident, interesting i said, 
come to the window; she peered at my black Ducati in the yard and 
her face became pale is that his bike, she asked? it’s an exact 
match, no way, i have customised this machine with loving care, | 
see she said, then why do you haunt me? 


the room began to spin her face began to a blur but her eyes 
remained focused 


what do u mean? 


you are dead my darling, how forlorn i have been but u must leave 
me and attend to your matters in this world, what world? this is the 
world, well yes for you but not for me, i have travelled here in a 
dream to speak to u one last time in this life 


it hit me like a truck though it was a truck that killed me, i 
remembered instantly, i could see the tears in her eyes which welled 
and began to flow down her cheeks 


u know how much i love u, but u must let go for ur sake and mine we 
will meet again u know it, but for now let it be i have to finish my 
cycle as allotted 


i had regained some composure though | was not entirely sure 
where i was. go to your bike she said it will take u where u need to 
go, mount it and hit the ignition, everything will be fine 


with that she kissed me goodbye and faded from view 


my Ducati roared and transported me at light speed to my 
destination alone, for now 


i need not explain, you will all learn soon enough 


Adieu 


Glide 


the rolling hills rise and fall only to rise 
and fall again; bodies suspended in space 
form spheres the most economical form, 
yet these bodies move in elliptical orbits 
each tugging against the other creating a 
tight balance which defies the formation 
of perfect circles 


every sinew, nerve and cell in this body 
articulates your name, to whom should this 
created body bow? only to its Creator and 
yet all bodies born must die, so where is this 
Eternity/infinity? 


it is formless beyond definition, nameless 
beyond all the characterisations of culture, 
which is only able to grasp itself 


and so it is something else, not of culture/mind, 
matter, gross energy or learned patterns of 
behaviour and thought 


something lost then found, and when found it 
becomes known it was never lost 


who could add or take a scintilla from 
existence? all that fills space continuously 
is neither diminished or increased tho it 

is in constant flux moving between gross 
and fine then from fine to gross again tho 
each r/evolution is distinct 


nothing repeats itself as it did before or 
after, we add nothing but variations to the 


treasure we inherited, our choice is only 
to give it all away in order for it to be 
replenished; retention only stagnates and 
stultifies life 


your toil and thought is for naught, as 
everything necessary for life is freely 
supplied, the life in every seeding fruit 
and grain, the life in a man’s and woman’s 
seed which together form bodies from the 
food of the earth 


to what end? 


so renegade and other spirits could find a 
temporary home and learn Truth, tho a 

price is extracted as each physical home 
becomes a prison walled by material desires, 
emotion, lust and fear -- bodies are very 
aware of their vulnerability and needs, 

and so spirits are temporarily trapped 

in matter 


subject to matter they must learn that the 
light of spirit requires no body or vessel 
to shine 


those that give most receive most, those that 
retain receive nothing, as no space is available 
to refill the 'cup' -- give freely as everything 
necessary has been given freely to you 


who could add a jot to their stature, who is 
able to possess light, where would you store 
light? contained light becomes darkness, your 
light is made brilliant by removing barriers 

not creating them 


i required wisdom when young and so read 
every scratching that great men made until 
i happened on a maple leaf freshly fallen, 
coloured in its dying. 


every vein, pore and serrated pattern 
contained more wisdom than everything 
recorded by men, the entire mystery of 
the universe is encoded in its myriad 
productions, pine cones, sea shells and 
flowers indicate infinity, what need do 

i have for any book? 


continuity/existence is naked in its beauty, 
and light is brilliant in its nakedness, what 
mystery do you speak of when all around 


sings its song and dances to its music openly? 


life and existence are an open book containing 


not one confining finite word of men, the hills 
roll, rising and falling like the waves of an 
open sea 


above the waves a violet crested seabird rides 


the air-stream, barely flapping a wing, it 
rides for miles above the rolling sea 
effortlessly 


need i continue? 


Another Day 


an intriguing prospect the ‘otherness’ of 

a day, difficult to locate no doubt yet the 
promise is beyond debate or contestation, 
it is another day 


pet ferrets, guinea pigs, and rats run on the 
same wheels going nowhere, but please note 
Not 'now-here,' the real ‘otherness’ is betrayed 
by learned repetitive behaviours, ritual, habit 
and inculcated prescriptions/slavery 


yet the promise is never withdrawn, ‘otherness’ 
is always on offer tho rodent brains know only 
instinct and what they are taught in their 
captured, confined behaviours 


surely it is now time to effect y/our escape 
into the New, the real Freedom of otherness 


Silk Ears 
“the wind cries, mary ...”, sings jimi, 


yet mary is also contrary, if u say 

right Mary says left tho the seething 
mass of maggots in the middle see 
neither direction, they feast frenetically 
on the corpse of civilisation 


they see a river which they name, 
reinforcing the delusion that the river 
is somehow mapped/known, located 
in time and space tho we know we 
never step into the same river twice 


with silver bells and cockle shells ..., 
thus mary’s garden grows 


i've never known a girl called mary, 
perhaps i am fortunate, Felicity, Prudence 
and Virginia are my true loves, they each 
possess their own integrity 


the silver bells tinkle in the wind, the river 
remains in flux and the seething mass of 
moronic maggots feast on corpses and shit 
until they take wing as developed blowflies 


my grandmother once quoted an old folk 
saying from the village in which she was born: 
‘if you follow a blowfly it can only lead 

You to shit.’ 


and that defines the character of the seething 
masses -- would You waste ur time on a lost, 


impossible cause? 

pig’s ears and silk purses are another story 
yet mary was once a virgin pure until the 
maggots despoiled her with an impossible 


conception 


wonder no more why mary is so contorted 
and contrary today 


how does Your garden grow? 


A Day 


ur hair floats like a sail and turns like a gull 
in the sea breeze, the two of us perched on 
cemetery hill overlooking the moving sea 
and sky, gravestones and the city are 
behind us 


this cemetery occupies multi-million dollar 
real estate development but famous 
Australian poets are interred here, their 
spirits have protected this awesome space 
for over a century 


the wind is fresh and vital with accumulated 
energy from the sea, which is spent before 
it reaches the city of the living dead 


palm branches move slowly singing a low 
harmony as they move; u do not speak, as 
words interrupt the experience, here, now 


i turn and watch ur face turned to the wind 
like a totem on the bow of an old sailing 
ship, there is nothing to do and nowhere to 
go, Being is more than sufficient, everything 
is in its space 


u smile speaking volumes without the need 

of words, i respond in kind which prompts u 

to draw closer and snuggle into my side, 

my arm automatically allowing ur new position, 
curving around ur back ending with my hand 
resting to the side of ur breast u respond and 

rest it gently on ur breast, not a word to interrupt 
the intimacy or haul us back into petty distractions 


assured and at peace the two, without interference, 
become one, effortlessly 


the plurality of everything here begins to merge 
into a voluptuous dance of experience/existence, 
bliss and perfection 


Joy is always available on this earth if we choose 


Turn Around 


the throngs raise their arms in anguish 
muted, they have no voice, beseeching 
silently for someone to save them from 
the folly they created -- God save us, 
but there is no God that saves anyone 
from their own folly and self-inflicted 
torment, they must learn to take full 
responsibility for their lives or perish 


their leaders rant, rave and lie, blaming 
others for the worsening situation, ‘it 
couldn't be our fault,’ we’re exceptional, 
God is on our side, they have been told 
by their lying leaders yet there is nothing 
exceptional about ignorance, cowardice 
and blind folly 


i look down on these poor, pathetic fools 
always willing to point a finger but too 
frightened to look in a mirror and see 
their true state 


what to do with these ignorant fools? they 

cry for impotent Gods and safety, forever 
trembling in fear; it’s simple to be a saviour 

to the ignorant; so we shall supply a suitable 
idiot to lead them to the destruction they have 
created for themselves 


do not think this solution harsh as their own 
God advises that the blind lead the blind and 
the dead bury the dead, but we are not this 
heartless 


clearly it is death they seek to free them from 
their torment, so ignorance and death are the 
order of this and every other day for this 
star-spangled throng 


though some see the truth behind the lies, the 

life behind orchestrated wars and the mass murder 
of innocents; horrors these people create and then 
wish to be saved from the consequences of their 
own perverse actions, not a chance! 


turn around and see who really leads this nation 
to ruin, listen to your instincts, you know it’s all 
wrong and that your leaders Lie -- so what to do? 


make it right, take responsibility for your follies, 
actions and inactions, make it right 


purge the vile filth that has stolen the capitol 
return government to the people and then take 
responsibility for your lives and nation, as 
no-one anywhere is saved from their own folly 


turn around and face the enemy Within -- overcome 
and restore your nation/society then come to us, 
the Gods only lend an ear to those that break their 
chains and fight for justice and freedom, Not for 
filthy lucre 


begin this fight against the enemy Within and 
what is outside becomes your friend 


the Gods only listen to free men, not star-spangled 
slaves that cry like babies bound only by paper 
chains. Real freedom is Earned never bestowed by 
anyone, man or God 


Wake up doodles, unless you wish to go down with 
the blind fools and cowards 


perhaps i should also add that no cowards are able 
to enter paradise 


Rise up, Overcome and Earn your freedom on earth 
and your place in Paradise or remain subservient 
and choose to perish like the cowards you are. 


Your choice 


Books 


reclining with my favourite little booke, 
a gem of a book that always inspires 
poetry 


its covers are like a persian mosque 
layered in colour and geometric patterns 

its paper is somewhere between parchment 
and human skin it inspires because nothing 
is printed on its pages, nothing whatsoever 


it tempts me at times to jot a note or 
doodle but that vandalous act would 
deflower it, and its virginity is what 
makes it what it is, whereas female 
virginity is meant to be given and 
taken 


white walls in this cave beg to be drawn 

and painted with lyric lines of strange 

beasts, match-men, none without their phallic 
representation, all engaged in the hunt 

and dance 


i take a charcoal piece from the fire and 
let loose, my arm and wrist do all the work 
moving like waves, crests and flicks 


after a few hours of semi-trance my arm 
withdraws, the white walls of the cave now 
brandish what is outside, various living 
creatures and scapes -- we have not learned 
to write yet as it hasn't been invented 


aeons pass, now words that express the 


inexpressible tantalise like gems fixed 
firmly in the rock walls, i have tried 

to loosen them and incorporate them into 
my writing but to no avail they are firmly 
fused in the cave wall 


perhaps a shock or charge may yield one 
of these gems 


imagine a word that expresses the inexpressible, 
which would by its nature transform everyone 
that read it 


i once tried a crow-bar but not one word could 
be freed and so i am left with only common 
words that express what they intend 


like an awakening from a dream you appear 
ageless, though decades have passed since 
first we met, i now approach seventy while 
you maintain your nubile appearance, yet it 
is not my body you love, it is the lights 

i conjure with words of power 


i once conjured a spirit and various demons 
with incantations, though using the art for 
protection, these spirits freed are dangerous 
to mortals, they drive them into crazy frenzies 
and lead them into spaces from which there is 
no escape 


i am very careful with words as i know they 
possess power to hurt or inspire, to draw 
and repel, indeed i know my art, i was taught 
well by a magician and a pythoness 


my love for you endures like an indestructible 


column though i choose to slice it and offer each 
circular wheel to you, which you fasten to your 
chariot to see where each new wheel takes you, 
we have traveled half the universe in your golden 
chariot 


in the end i would write one last verse for you 
alone -- i have a secret 


i managed to loosen and take one of those magic 
gems/words, this one realises the inexpressible 
Forever, i need not write another 


Things 


the still whiteness deceives, its serenity harbours 
explosive force 


certain actions realise certain results, a potential 
avalanche at critical mass needs very little to 
trigger the devastating fall; what we know is 
where it ends in the valley/lowland after 
everything on the slopes has been impacted 


the picturesque village at the bottom of the 
mountain seems like an array of doll’s houses 


a wise sage once informed me that thoughts 
were things as powerful, if not more so, 
than actions 


a rifle-carrying fool Knowing nothing of the 
danger shoots at a wild goat the report echoes 
through the valley and locals dread the result 


similar thoughts attract each other in the 
ether and become a cumulative force seeking 
expression, they grow, fed constantly by 
men’s evil minds 


another harsh crack is heard but not from a 
rifle the ice and snow near the top of the 
mountain is released, in an instant the entire 
accumulated snow and ice roars down the 
side of the mountain and buries the village 
snapping the houses like so many matchsticks 


it is not an accidental result, though the fool 
with the gun, unaware, triggered the devastation 


accumulated good and bad thoughts vie with 
each other until one becomes stronger and 
overwhelms the other, how simple it is to 
think, speak and act for the good of all, 
which helps ensure the good of all 


today, however, there are too many ‘armed’ 
fools ready to kill others and themselves ... 


"We don't like that kind of behaviour, don’t 
be so reckless, put down your guns." 


Reluctance 


certain poems like bullets pierce the 
brain of the living dead but never 
awaken the dead to the reality of 
themselves 


a bullet shudders a reluctant poet 
and drags him to the keyboard -- 
some poems are violent interrupting 
peaceful rest and surges of joy 
demanding to be expressed, caring 
little for the medium 


they reach out disguised as tracks to 
those that discover or are targeted 


blood oozes from a small calibre temple 
wound like unfulfilled desire until the 

air arrests its slow seeping progress on 
bare floor and rug forming coagulations 
that remain in memory staining a future 
that could never be free of the past 


fires burn in the night reflected in dead 
eyes but never warming a soul 


the moon hangs precariously in the jet 
sky buoyed by the blackness 


the stars keep a safe distance as they 
know this planet of perversions and its 
paralysed moon amount to nothing good 


puddles of tears reflect only the stars 
as tears contain the salt of bitter 


experience 


this bullet fails to make a difference as 
the dead cannot die twice 


bang, bang, bang 


Temple 


a small temple stands ivory white 
and majestic at the top surrounded 
by flowers and fruiting tress revealing 
itself momentarily through the mist 
and clouds 


but the only course to it is carved 
in the stone of the steep incline 


not one step aligned with another 
they seemed carved, scattered, 

laid out by madmen of great skill 

as tho the steps were fashioned by 
magicians as there is no safe footing 
other than the steps themselves 


people gather at the bottom of the 

hill wishing to reach the temple 

but stand hesitant before the first step 
which is disproportionately large, 

so large in fact, that it required great 
effort to surmount it, yet there were 
hundreds more to negotiate, all madly 
unaligned 


despondents balked and didn’t attempt 
to scale the very first step, resigning 
themselves to failure, others made 
progress but became stranded on steps 
which were carved for that purpose 


few made it half way, while others 
watched hoping to gain some knowledge 
of an easy and safe route but none existed 


undaunted, i decided to reach the temple, 
and learn its secret or die trying, and so 
my ordeal began 


every excruciating successful movement 
upward was won at huge cost in energy, 
abrasions, physical pain and anguish 

of mind 


years passed during which time i had made 
it to the last slippery and scattered steps 


when it rained i drank from rainwater pools, 
which also served as washing basins, | was 
sustained by berries and fruits growing on 
the slippery slope 


until i reached the last 72 steps which i 
counted 


without undue further descriptions of the 
ordeal climbing those last steps, i reached 
the summit and wondered how it was 
possible to build this exquisite temple 
atop this inhospitable mountain, which 
had gained a reputation as the source 

of eternal life and the healing of every 
complaint of body, mind and soul 


and so i entered via a small sturdy door 
into the domed main room; a monk of 
indeterminable age greeted me with a 
knowing smile 


i asked the secret name of the temple, 
the monk responded, ‘Life.’ i could not 


resist asking, why the stepped path to 
the temple was so incongruous, arduous 
and treacherous, the monk responded, 
‘because that is the nature of Life!’ 


he also stated that descent was impossible 
and i need not bother or attempt the impossible 
i looked up at the aperture in the domed ceiling 
which revealed an ultra-violet, other-worldly 
sky ... 


Portrait 


another mauve morning, saturday, flea market 
day at the old church, why not? perusing 
bric-a-brac may reduce the length of 

reduced mental focus and lingering hangover 


bumping and manoeuvring didn't help -- a stall 
of old wares, junk mostly, revealed a frame turned 
backward hiding a painting or photograph 


on request the vendor turned the frame about 
revealing the haunting face of a very young 
woman slightly in profile tho with eyes 

focused, it seemed, on the viewer, an illusion 
most portraits are known for; nevertheless, 

these eyes seemed to fixate the vision drawing 
the viewer into the picture -- if not for the eyes, 
the portrait would have been of a post pubescent 
girl but the eyes were too heavy with experience, 
intent, probing and knowing 


how much? 
ten dollars, 
sold 


returning to the loft i hung it where once a picture 
adorned the wall leaving a tell-tale rectangular 
cleanliness; oddly the portrait frame fitted 
perfectly and so harmony was restored to 

the wall 


days passed into weeks the girl forever watching 
every movement, every event that transpired in 
the loft in which i spent most of my creative, 
debauched and restful hours yet my invited 


liaisons were disturbed by the portrait as the 
position of the bed forced a direct view; 
indeed, it was/is the eyes, which did not 
disturb me in the least 


years passed and many more short liaisons, 
the portrait was a saviour as no prospective 
partner lingered long enough to cast their 
particular net, i often marvelled over this 
occurrence and smiled at the portrait unaware 
it responded ever so subtley 


years turned into decades during which time 
many literary pieces were produced and 
published, it was a living 


now approaching middle age i took the 
trouble to inspect the portrait closely; 

the eyes seemed painted by another artist 
so compelling they were, the colour of the 
eyes from a distance did not reflect the 
slate-blue-green tinges which contrasted 
with a pale complexion 


i drew back a little then forward again 
fascinated by the change in the intensity 
of the gaze until like a lightning bolt to 
the brain i recalled/recognised the young 
woman in the portrait and a promise i 
failed to keep but not from this life 


i returned to my desk, emptied the glass 
of green ginger wine and began to type 


Pine 


a solitary pine overlooks the sea 
sprinkling needles on the ground 
in heavy rain 


they mix with open cones their seeds 
long since dispatched yet none have 
taken root nearby to rescue this solitary 
tree from its cruel isolation 


raindrops drip from its needles clear as 
clarity dripping rhythmically on my face 
and shoulders 


i draw closer to one not yet fallen and 
see the sea and sky caught in its tiny 
sphere 


how small are captured images, how 
large is reality? i wait it out, the rain 
ceases and i emerge from under its 
branches to hear a sea hawk cry from 
the upper branches, and realise it was 
a hawk or bird that carried the seed 

to this clifftop, which sprouted 
producing needles, pins, cones and 

a drop of rain that captured the sky 
and sea in its clarity 


Night Murmurs 


i write at night almost till dawn 

if possessed by the impulse, or 
seduced by the muse; during the 
night little murmurs issue from 
the mouths of those slumbering 
around me 


my girl sleeps behind me on my 
sofa tonight, she likes to be near 
tho while i write | am not given 

to distracting conversation, she is 
just happy to be near 


‘what’s that u say?’ 

a mutter escapes from her lips, 
no response, so i swivel around 
and see she is in deep sleep tho 
moving her lips and hand 


another little gasp, so i swivel 
around again, dead to the world 
but alive in a dream as her body 
gently twitches and writhes 


she gasps again and her body relaxes, 
her breathing slow and rhythmical 


i decide to write this poem of the 
event, after which i attend to her 
breakfast and take a break from 
my keyboard and involve myself 
in her needs, which speak louder 
than her little murmurs at night, 
tho i dare not show her this poem 


Grass Parrot 


the australian grass parrot all but 
extinct, the victim of ravaging 
introduced foreign foxes and cats 
yet it persists today in secret places 
undiscovered by feral foreigners 


its plumage is plain making it almost 
indistinguishable from the wild grasses 
it inhabits 


it has another survival mechanism, 
it remains motionless when threats 
are near and only takes bursts of 
flight when pressures are great 


it is active at night, the safest 
time of day when almost all its 
enemies sleep 


leaving the city and the fine company 
of scholars and city poets pursued by 
text groupies forever offering their 
crotches to poets of repute 


i turn a yielding white page ready to 
write but the plumage of fine high 
class whores, winked and nodded 
through foyers by the knowing staff 
of leading sydney hotels, distract 
from my intention 


birds of colourful, fine plumage are 
hunted for their feathers, they live 
explosive colourful lives and burn out 


young; educated elite clients drain 
them of colour before their time 
discussing matters philosophical, 
political and mercantile, but not quite 
escaping the primal desire of cavemen 


wandering the bush like a vagabond 
those i meet see me as in a mirror 
and feel no threat or unease, how 
easy my journey in the plain plumage 
of workers 


night falls with moonlight shining like 
the steel of my bush knife tho my route 
never takes beaten roads and trails, i 
seek the soft grass tracks of bush 
animals instead 


reaching the top of a small hill i push 
the foliage aside, a billabong below 
reflects the full moon in its black still 
water to perfection 


i wonder when i will reach for my pen 
and notebook 


Silver Threads 


the earth’s horizon merges with the sky 
leaving no reference from which to locate 
a vessel in the vast expanse of ur eyes 


lost in these mesmerising whirlpools i 
search for ur centre but spirals rob 
space, time, location of all meaning, 
tho will remains, while my life essence 
involuntarily pours into ur vortex 


liquid sky absorbs all into its rarefication 
-- transported, free-flying in the limitless 
great ocean of ur being 


should i lament my lost body/soul, 
captive like an insect that flies into 

a web? but u are not a spider tho ur 
invisible web holds me fast, the more 
i resist the more entrapped i become 


are u so hungry that u would not allow 
voluntary surrender? it seems so, yet 
i have never completely fallen prey 

to anyone/thing but my own folly, 

u see, i continue to assert control by 
releasing my every impulse to free 
myself from ur grasp 


u circle me watching dispassionately 
like a panther blacker than the night, 

u follow my light while hiding ur own 
yet ur ruby laser eyes are incapable of 
disguising ur penetrating beams 


so i follow the burning rays into ur 
innermost being, which u have not 
defended; ur spine now visible but only 
from inside ur core, the middle pillar 

of ur self 


i watch ur iridescent currents moving 
thru ur spine and nerves and the light 
beaming from ur eyes, i see an entrance 
in the solar region and pass thru into 

ur quickening 


u are now mine; i push down to ur sacral 
triangle and arouse ur fire forcing u 

to twitch in unbearable pleasure -- and u 
imagined i fell prey 


now fully mobile, i spin ur pleasure-wheel 
ferociously until u lose every notion of why 
u imagined u could trap the sun 


i travel every delectable part of ur 72,000 
nadi/nerves burning ur essence for fuel 


now fully agile i move to ur heart and 
throat ganglia, now spinning in 
synchronisation with ur sacral 
pleasure-wheel 


i rise to ur single eye between the ruby 
redness and see my escape thru the 
crown of ur head which is now a liquid 
silver bowl of shimmering light 


if i move toward it and make my escape 
all ur fires would move with me killing 
u instantly as i exit ur crown tho my 


intention is not to kill only release 


i gather ur essence and fashion a golden 
phallus while sitting on the seed in the 
centre of ur brain -- no, u will not die 

this time tho i would make my escape 


i move to ur crown aperture and push 
the golden phallus thru, watching u 
explode into the All, where is ur 
power now? 


i emerge withdrawing the phallus 
leaving an open crown aperture 
which remains open screaming a 
high pitched ‘shreeeemm, kleeeemm, 
lieeeemm’ 


i surrender ur vanity to infinity until 
u dissolve in my ocean of ineffable 
Bliss 


‘hooomm, pooott, swaha!”’ 


Dying Horizons 


blood red splashes across the azure blue, 
a dying sky fired by the dying passion of 
day, bleeding at the inevitable approach 
of night 


the painted sky is not without its company 
appreciating the scenic wonder, an artist’s 
heart bleeds its passion into the setting sun 
screaming the loss of warmth and life-giving 
rays of one loved and lost to the dark 


memories slice through fragile reality subverted 
by an infinite array of experiences; every jot 
recorded in the fluid perturbations of existence 


do not cry for me i am dying the loss as day 
beseeches and groans the disappearance of 
the sun 


it is the night of my darkest emotions lapping 
on the shores of despair yet unlike the living 
dead | Know a new dawn would revive my 
life and transform my soul, as in reality no 
day is as another though for the living dead 
they repeat their soul-destroying rituals, 
crucifying every opportunity offered by 

the wonders of creation 


senses abused by constant repetition atrophy 
to no longer return scintillations to the heart, 
eyes and soul 


why travail for the dead or attempt to engage 
them as they are more dead than the buried 


dead, they fail to see, hear, feel, smell and 
taste every glorious moment of life/light, 
preferring to serve the forces that induce 
the paralysing darkness of their minds 


it was said of old let the dead bury the dead 
and the blind lead the blind into the pit 
where escape is absent -- finely tuned 
senses and minds are required to locate 
escapes yet these dead and blind see 

only what is presented to their limited 
senses 


every sunset is unique as is everything in 
existence, no named river retains its form 
from second to second, rivers and every 
manifestation on this earth is in pure flux 
dancing with the cosmos, but the blind 
mistake the flux for instability as their 
senses are dulled, what is moving 
frenetically they see as inert 


there is nothing that can be done for the dead 
as they like rivers must continue until they 
are able to see and feel every tiny fluctuation 
in the sea of light/reality as reality explodes, 
dies and reignites itself, though the process 
of creation creates, preserves and destroys 
simultaneously, one state cannot exist 
without the other, so real life involves 

dying, living and dying again and again 
every nuclear second embracing all as one, 
and the illusion of what appears as plurality 


how dull are the dead that count illusions as 
real? there is only One appearing as many 
in the dreams and profound darkness of the 


blind 


reality is instantaneous, birth/death all 
experience is swallowed in the instantaneous 
regardless of dimensions and realms of 
experience 


there is no heaven or hell as formulated by 
enslavers and blind fools, as nothing endures 
and nothing is able to interfere with the 
continuous transformations of Creation 


the azure deepens to indigo and blue-grey, 
the redness to deep maroon then night 
overtakes every remaining shadow until the 
utter darkness is displaced by the light of an 
utterly new transforming day 


do not cry for my loss and gain as you know 
nothing of my gain, how do you hope to 
understand my loss? you have been taught 
to repeat the same crucifying, repetitive 
behaviours and torments every day of your 
utterly blind lives 


Untrue Confessions and Sugar Plum Fairy 


how fleeting the temporal pleasures, like 
drugs they demand repetition until either 
agonising withdrawal grips the body due 
to lack of supply or overdose due to over 
indulgence 


yet i have never done anything in half 
measures totally in or out, no shades in 
between; is this passion a curse? a 
temperament that desires to swallow 
universes may be a blessing, tho iam 
yet to decide 


i have had decades to answer this question 
however, my need for exotic experience 
propels me, i have never been one to sit 
and wait for anything to happen to me like 
the poor slobs that populate this nation 


many weaknesses, which ruin most i have 
overcome with ease, no half measures makes 
for a powerful will, so now to put this will 

to a breaking test until it either breaks or i 
break the self-imposed challenge, remember, 
‘to rise by that which you fall’ 


after exhausting most offerings this bankrupt 
world strives to obtain, my folly has indeed 

bred a certain wisdom, so now i must overcome 
existence itself and taste of the eternal bliss of 
the Creative impulse itself, nothing less would 
satiate my screaming soul 


and so | took to it like a swan to a lake or 


a lioness to the throat of a deer, i knew 

i was equipped so | placed a clean wax candle 
before my sight and sat eyes firmly fixed on 
the motionless flame resisting all attempts to 
blink 


soon tears trickled from the corners of my eyes 
but i held fast until the flame exploded into 
another realm carrying me or rather my 
unrelenting focus with it 


physically motionless, eyes fixed, my mind 
began to turn to liquid, thank christ or some 
other mythical ‘god,’ i was tired of it anyway, 
who needs a mind in the creative centre of 
the universe? 


the world had already become a child’s ant 

farm to me so voracious was my appetite for 
everything that i've grazed death on numerous 
occasions, yet i was spared not once but too many 
times beyond all mathematical probability, for a 
reason 


so it seems that we are all gifted with the means 
to survive our challenges so please do not come 
crying to me, find ur solution within as nature 
has equipped us all with everything we need 


now moving at blistering speed, tho my body 

remained motionless, i wondered without 

thinking where it would end, if end it would, 

but my intuition had already informed me that 

no end existed, it was a racing continuum that 

confronted me, or rather in which i found myself -- what fuckin’ self? 


there was nothing but process and light here, 


light of the most exquisite kind, and permeations 
all of which were well beyond our spectrum of 
experience, and me a glutton for such experiences, 
plunged deeper into the kinesis until of course i lost 
my ability to differentiate 


though some would say i had died to the world’s 
appeals which now appeal like a dried, sun-bleached 
dog shit, the food/allure of fools 


i should stop this recollection here to inform 
readers that it was the indigenous tribals that 

first taught me to sever the link between mind 

and body and fly, but this experience was different 
i remained focused and firmly seated tho i wasn't 
to be found in that location it seemed, i was 
making progress in the progress itself, i was 
arriving and returning simultaneously, which 
experience neither fascinated nor perturbed 

tho most would have lost their minds long prior 


the lioness was suffocating its prey and the 
swan was gliding effortlessly across the lake 
of existence, i had already openly shit in the 
faces of all man’s created gods which are 
utilised to terrorise infants and transform 
them into terrified enslaved adults, how 
tragic for the cowardly victims that surrender 
their sovereignty due to fear 


i was piercing so many veils they appeared to 
be a wall of water like Niagara, i loved it 


would this be my final leap or termination, it 
was impossible to determine so on, on, on 

i went, onward to nowhere, which had an 
irresistible allure/quality, tho it would terrify 


most to lose notions of themselves or the 
notion of the self entirely 


so far words haven't failed me tho they are 
becoming abstract, obscure of necessity, 

so i would continue until they do fail as surely 
they will as i continued to spiral into the void 
full of everything 


i laughed at all my past experiences and lives 
tho together they culminated in this moment 
which promised to continue 


i had no idea where | was as i had no ‘i’ to 
speak of though certain qualities continued 
to guide me/you/everything to perfection, 
and perfection as we all should know is a 
quality not a form 


i had lost all connection to my body or so it seemed, tho i could care 
less for such dross containers, i mean really, physical bodies are 
forced to consume physical nourishment but so inefficiently that shit 
contains huge amounts of undigested nutrients, give me light to feed 
on which is clean and rarefied and requires no digestion only 
absorption, no waste products result from consuming light as food -- 
on i went and went, passing myriad qualities until i confronted a huge 
pillar of light formed in the shape of a phallus, not fallacy, which 
seemed to span the entire universe or so it seemed, 


a golden peach and a deep violet sugar plum presented; strange, as 
i had already passed the realms of form so what is this, a test ora 
representation? either way i knew the sugar plum was a Yoni which 
birthed galaxies but the peach of gold perplexed me, should i 
consume it or leave it? without deliberating further i left it, however, it 
refused to remain where i had initially encountered it, it was always 
before me, a challenge no doubt but to what end in this endless 
realm? 


the peach became a distraction so i decided to consume it, after 
which i realised it was my soul, So now my soul was no longer a 
source of distraction -- onward, forever onward i went 


until i was abruptly returned to my body by a loud knocking on my 
door, it wasn’t the tax man, it was an old flame i hadn’t seen in years 
so | invited her in and fucked her into oblivion, that damn sugar plum 
had brought me undone again, or had it? No! it was irrelevant, as 
was everything else presented, so i returned to where i had started 
and ended and continued unfettered... 


Authenticity 


so adept at accommodating/becoming others 
in order to facilitate an easy exchange 

i wonder at times whether or not this 
proficiency carries too high a price 


it's too easy a fall-back, this ability 
usually wins out in the end so i reach 
for it like a junkie reaches for a syringe 
rather than try to do it the hard way 


fuck the hard way, life is been hard enough 
wearing my heart and soul on each sleeve 
leading with my most vulnerable and 
sensitive parts, trampled and tortured 
either by design or by accident, tho 

the difference is academic as the 

pain is the same 


now i close reflexively at the slightest probing 
like a sea anemone vulnerable in tidal pools 
between land and sea the indecision of the 
anemone to commit to either realm is me 


between worlds, inhabitant of none i have 
misplaced my authenticity 


catch me at low tide looking up from my 
tiny pool but beware, my soft red flesh 
hides a sting which kills instantly 
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Introduction 


It is self-defeating to write reformative and/or subversive 
revolutionary material about any existing culture. All the great 
philosophical, religious and political treatises that we imagine 
were/are new are merely reproductions of culture as process -- 
Why/how? Simply due to the fact that culture resides internally as 
‘mind' — distinct from consciousness — and externally as a social 
phenomena, though both productions are inextricably bound in an 
extremely tight symbiotic relationship by Language. 


Mind cannot be separated from thought and the content of thought is 
learned from external culture via the socialisation process, which we 
are all subjected to by necessity if we intend to survive in a particular 
cultural environment, as we are indeed a social species and 
therefore subject to this process. 


Whatever we think (thought content) after the socialisation process 
remains direct cultural content learned from external sources, 
primarily media, in its broadest sense today; and regardless of how 
many ‘twists’ or variations we may imagine we have created 
individually the process is nevertheless bound by thought (cultural 
concepts) and learned (superimposed) cultural values, which utilise 
the 'magical' medium of Language. 


Language is the dynamic propulsion engine of culture and any 'new' 
broadly accepted word/concept merely becomes another internalised 
thought concept of culture which may or may not survive depending 
on a number of factors, the strongest of which is widespread 
acceptance/Belief. 


Have you never questioned your particular status in life and why, 
how you arrived at your current position? If not, it's time to question 
the most fundamental aspects of culture and its conditions, 
processes and productions, freedom-slavery and all the associated 
unequal distributions of the naturally occurring and inequitably 


distributed available cultural productions and not forgetting, the 
concepts of appropriation and ownership. If done then it quickly 
becomes apparent that inequality and authoritarianism is 
characteristic of All cultures. 


Culture in effect reproduces itself internally in mind before it 
reinforces external culture by relational behaviours (working for 
example) -- as external culture is dependent on its subjects/slaves 
as a resource or source of its maintenance, production and 
reproduction. 


The majority remain subject/Enslaved to it by automatically sharing 
imposed/learned values, behaviours and beliefs, which are all 
text/language based cultural products. So which/whatever 'new' 
direction/variation of thought one imagines one is creating it 
nevertheless becomes self-defeating as it is nothing more than a 
variation of the old as there is no such thing as a cultural void or 
vacuum from which to draw. All cultures are thought dependent and 
rely on pre-existing core value or belief systems regardless of how 
the 'new' variation may be 'dressed' or appear -- in the end it is 
simply culture repeating itself. However, if these belief systems are 
interrogated they All reduce to arbitrary, abstract, or imposed fictional 
values and narratives. 


Thought (language) or internalised culture, which is not necessary 
for physical survival but is essential for the reproduction and 
maintenance of external culture, is always behind All cultural 
processes, manifestations/productions -- which form the substrate 
structural and socially adhesive aspects of culture; and in that sense 
there truly is nothing new under the sun regarding man's condition. 


It, thought or internalised language, also explains why political 
revolutionary movements all end in authoritarian systems; for 
instance, the extreme ‘left’ and extreme political 'right' meet and 
shake hands in totalitarian/authoritarian oppressive regimes with 
minority, unrepresentative ruling elites at the top, those who have 
more than they need, and exploited slaves, the majority of which are 


fed only enough to enable them to serve elites, at the bottom; history 
verifies same as All cultures are essentially authoritarian structures 
regardless of transparent names and veneers like 'democracy'. 


For instance, all theological systems of belief promise a paradise 
after one dies but rob believers of the paradise and joy of life here 
and now. The ruse is simple, suffer exploitation, hardship and misery 
now so you earn the right, according to priests, to enter paradise if 
you adhere to essentially these fictional, elite serving, belief systems 
written and broadly disseminated by elites and those that serve them 
(scribes) a reality easily verified since the beginning of recorded 
history. 


The word Freedom often touted by politicians in so-called 
democracies is utter bunk, as subjected people (promised 
opportunity) are robbed of real opportunity, the joys of living and the 
means by which opportunities are able to be exploited, as clearly 
only the rich get richer today. 


Nevertheless, religion has proven itself a successful means of 
managing (exploiting) large groups of people, as the policing, 
behaviour modifying aspects exist in mind/thought, inculcated at 
early impressionable developmental stages by already 
subjected/enslaved parents and reinforced by external cultural 
institutions managed by elites, priests and clerics in this case. 


The same applies to political systems and movements, the 
originators exploit those converts that are Led to Believe they would 
build a fairer more Utopian society and system in which everyone is 
equal -- the absurdity of these obvious lies (ideologies) should now 
be apparent to all and if one cares to investigate and research the 
matter, recorded history would provide all the proof one requires for 
verification of the Farce and fictions in which we live. 


Moreover, large societies have Never departed from the minority 
ruling elite and enslaved masses model though many revolutionary 
and social reformers attempt real change but culture always returns 


to its essential existing structures. They always very quickly return to 
the ‘authoritarianism’ of the elite-slave paradigm and there is good 
reason for that as humans must first understand what real freedom is 
and then transform themselves into beings that cannot be enslaved if 
any hope of a lasting revolution without is possible; trained minds 
must be transformed and purged of antiquated, superimposed 
fictional belief systems/structures prior to attempting to transform any 
external culture, which are all maintained and supported by subjects, 
in the literal sense; and if these subjects maintain old authoritarian 
models internally in mind then those tendencies would quickly 
reproduce another authoritarian system of minority elite rule and 
mass slavery, regardless of name or veneer. 


The dilemma of breaking free of this process has challenged free 
thinkers throughout the ages, particularly breaking free of prevailing 
authoritarian structures. 


To cite one of the latest, Roland Barthes, a French academic who 
‘authored’, the irony is not lost, a short paper titled the The Death of 
the Author, inferring the death of all text based authority, particularly 
religious (we should now be aware that culture is text/language 
based) was one of the major influences and instigators of Post- 
Modernism, in which persons retake authority, as Barthes basically 
stated that readers (decoders/interpreters) not authors create their 
own authority via interpretation; therefore the subjective choices of 
readers are as valid, if not more so, than those espoused by authors 
(authorities). Hence people are now able to elect their gender, 
regardless of genitalia, nevertheless, changing one's name from Jill 
to Jack doesn't grow a phallus nor does the reverse grow tits so it's 
all a bit of a wank. 


However, half a century after Barthes' seminal paper we have 
‘political correctness' (PC) gone mad, legal elective genders and 
transgender toilets in some schools, which phenomena are all 
culturally produced today, so what in essence has occurred? 


Culture either detecting a threat or for other purposes (profit) has 


appropriated that thought/ideology system, which if it stubbornly 
resisted may have culminated in its structural demise. 


Nevertheless, these rather minor and unpopular variations have Not 
disrupted the core structures of authoritarian minority elite rule, as 
exploitation, inequity and mass (debt) slavery continue. 


This is not the fault or failure of the author which provided the key to 
dismantling all cultural authority as 'given' (unquestioned) and 
naturalised, rather it was/is the radical adaptability of the capitalist 
system itself, which almost automatically appropriates any sub- 
cultural or ideological variations that threaten it, furthermore, true to 
form, it then attempts to profit from these new bastardised 
appropriations. 


Nevertheless, the impact on religious organisations/ideologies and 
other unnecessary belief systems have been fairly strong as indeed 
conservative religious organisations rather stupidly resisted the 
notions of Post-Modernism and continued to insist on the authority of 
the (interpreted) text rather than adapting and exploiting as 
capitalism does successfully. 


For example, in the Christian context it would have been a very 
simple matter to sell/adapt Jesus as a radical Post-Modernist, as he 
did reject the authority of the ruling elite priest class and subverted 
cultural behaviours/habits such as stoning women etc; in fact even 
the Roman governor Pontius Pilate, asked Jesus what is Truth? That 
question is PM to the extreme, however, conservative, ‘anal’ 
religionists cannot adapt as they prefer living in 
prescribed/formulated 'boxes' though few can agree on 
interpretations of the text, as demonstrated today; Christianity is the 
most fragmented of all the major religions hence is imploding due to 
its lack of radical adaptability, without refuting essential core 
teachings, which in Christianity is Love, one of the most, if not the 
most Post-Modern word in existence. 


| think it is fairly safe to end this discourse here as culture's power 


structures and fantasy belief systems, theocratic, political, scientific 
(Newtonian) agreed upon measurable ‘facts' -- now disproven by 
quantum physics -- or any other ‘authority’ is easily seen as an 
agreed upon shared fiction by other scientists/elite specialists that 
now support extended or 'new' theories, which if they become 
broadly accepted would produce, as yet undefined, new ‘realities. 


So what of Pilate's PM question, what is truth? Indeed, Truth exists 
but it cannot be found in any culture, due to the simple reality that 
truth is by nature infinite as is the universe and all cultures are finite 
and depend upon quantitative (measurable) finite structures 
particularly language/thought, which quite obviously very few escape 
due to the need to socially share 'realities’. 


However, the answer or the experience of Truth is easily had by 
simply sitting quietly and ceasing to think (voiding culture) for an 
extended period; and when this state of quietude is achieved 
mind/thought cease to exist revealing instead the full flowering of 
cosmic (infinite) consciousness which we and existence are 
born/created with, you were conscious before you could think. Why 
then would anyone fall victim to a clearly arbitrary, fictitious cultural 
superimposition of false values when mature enough to understand 
choice and the difference? 


So, if you truly wish to reform/transform culture/society then you 
Must first transform and free yourself, there is no other way. 


Quantum Entanglements 


if i split something composed and separate 
two identical particles in linear opposite 
directions and measure the outcome it 
appears that the two particles are entangled 
or are in constant relationship as they arrive 
at the point of measurement/detection 
simultaneously regardless of the distance 
between them 


this appears mysterious to quantum physicists 
whereas the mystery is easily explained as the 
particle objects exist in a world of plurality 
(space/time) as does the experiment, all of 
which processes are governed by the laws 

of that world, our world; however, all worlds 
and dimensions issue from a singular substrate 
potential which manifests as the variegated 

in multiple worlds/dimensions 


some may have taken for granted distance, 
time/space, which is the fundamental of 
measurement upon which science depends 
so we see that every successful experiment 
leads to a predetermined outcome whether 
that predetermination is known by the 
experimenter or not 


entanglement is an illusion as the relationship 
of one particle to the 'other' is created by the 
experiment, nothing more 


entanglement is nothing more than one created, 
by measurement, particle appearing in two 
‘locations’ simultaneously as neither particle 


exists until measured/observed 


measurement is an illusion -- the root meaning 
of the Sanskrit word, 'ma-ya,' which translates 
as illusion, is to measure. do we have it now? 
no, obviously not, as the substrate potential 
has not been adequately explained 


a sufficient explanation is that its quality, 
un-form-ulated infinite potential, is behind all 
manifestation, hence the illusion of two particles 
whereas in fact there is only one, as it issues from 
the substrate of all things as one 


before measurement, which is the progenitor of 
plurality/illusion there was/is only One essence 
of everything which creates anything and 
everything according to the desire of the 
observer/experimenter 


that is why properly planned experiments always 
produce that which is intended by the experiment, 
not necessarily the experimenter, which entity 
may not be aware of the process of production 
and all the laws that govern it 


the laws of a world/dimension create that specific 
world which leads to the conclusion that consciousness 
formulates everything that exists though that 
consciousness is one with the substrate potential 

and cannot be separated from it as it issues from 

it, it is it! 


now note that consciousness cannot be apprehended 
as something because it is that which apprehends — 
it has no plural qualities in and of itself yet it becomes 
every quality/quantity catalysed and created by 


intention/desire in our world/dimension and 
every other 


physicists attempt to comprehend that One essence 
from a plural world perspective in which things are 
produced by consciousness, which is without quality, 
however, there is no 'spoon,' apple or orange in the 
pregnant world of the measureless (no space/time) 
only potential 


in actuality (space/time) measurement does not exist in Reality, only 
in created (by mind from consciousness) dream worlds of plurality of 
which mind is also created (in that world); however, consciousness is 
unborn, un-created, as it is Infinite, without beginning or end 
therefore measureless though its products are measurable as 
created illusions though appearing ‘real’ within that (dream)world 
context. 


the indivisible point of origin is One though not particular and 
remains as substrate supporting all worlds/dimensions of plurality, 
which as explained are nothing more than dream worlds mistaken for 
reality. 


if the process from potential to manifestation is understood then 
appearing in any location instantly becomes a matter of ease, in this 
sense moving from any location in the 'known' universe to another 
regardless of distance (space/time), is done instantaneously without 
friction as we are dealing with pure manifestation not travel through 
matter or energy. 


there is much more that could be explained but man in his present 
state is not qualified to know or is he capable of understanding, as 
he has become divorced from the source of existence/manifestation 
due to erroneous and false beliefs which create discord. 


man must become One with universal harmony and the Infinite prior 


to realising its laws which are only mysterious to the unaware and 
disconnected 


Imprint 


a flower regardless of its evolutionary course 
never escapes what it is, a flower; so too 

the animals, however, sapiens are distinct in 
that they have a unique, inherent ability to be 
self aware though no qualification is required 
for the self aware as awareness qualifies itself 


so, to what end/purpose does each thing aspire 
or evolve? simply to be exalted as itself, as in 
that exaltation is completion fully realised 


a perfected rose cannot help but be perfected 
as all other non-cognisant things, a pig 
wallowing in shit is in instinctive bliss as it 
was born to it and does not question 


yet sapiens differ as they question everything 
including themselves to arrive at their 
perfection which is not forced by nature, 
sapiens must be free to rise or fall in order 

to attain to their perfection, so sapiens have 
chosen to be simultaneously connected and 
disconnected with all things including the 
progenitor of all things 


the original, solitary creator 'god' of ancient 
Egypt masturbated existence into existence, 
that lone god had no choice, it relied on itself 
to create everything created then ceased its 
masturbatory creation in order to develop 
into something greater than it once was 


alone initially it created companions to evolve 
and become perfected in which process it also 


becomes continuously perfected through its 
creation/itself! which entity must seek initially 
within, prior to seeking that which it created 
without, which in essence is modified self 

in continuous kinetic perfection 


the above is that which is below, and the inner 

is that which appears as the outer, herein is the 
trap and path to liberation or bondage for created 
entities 


mindlessness serves the natural world well as its 
program is perfect and harmonious by nature, 
what need of thought and cognition? 


however, a conscious self-aware being is 
challenged as its perfection must be discovered 

or achieved to be appreciated, yet sapiens are also 
able to draw on the same instinctive process if 
they choose, the greatest knowledge is therefore 
emptying 


in that sense sapiens rely on nature to lead them 
to perfection yet a conscious decision must be 
made to accomplish that task, and do not think 
that process is simple as we may imagine, we 
have cognition to deal with, which either liberates 
or enslaves us, we are struck with a two-edged 
sword of self-awareness as potential gods if we 
successfully achieve, or become pigs wallowing 
in shit if we fail 


so do not trouble yourself with thought as it is 
circular, the origin and end is thoughtless yet fully 
aware as consciousness without content; we rely 
on Creation's dynamic, indelible imprint and perfect 


knowledge alone to re-collect our inherent 
Perfection 


The Lie of Predetermination 
(A prose poem) 


a dead branch cuts into the sky forming a visually contorted erratic 
series of curves and abrupt angles — shedding its bark and revealing 
its smooth white wooden flesh in its dying though the branch of this 
conifer remains fixed to the tree while other smaller branches lay 
scattered haphazardly on the ground, returned to the soil to nourish 
more life. 


the mixed incongruous shapes of this dying leafless branch defies 
predetermination as does the rest of the natural world, nature never 
repeats itself, everything is unique in its living and dying though it 
may belong to a genus, it remains unique from others of its kind. 


its shape advertises and confirms that existence was/is 

beyond the anxious and fearful attempts of conservative minds to 
impose formality/uniformity on existence and the human world, we 
are all unique though susceptible to cultural lies, impositions and 
domination. 


‘our’ omniscient god planned everything the anal-ists say including 
the future, existence is his predetermined design, they say, -- so why 
is everything in the natural world unique, never replicated? which 
reality indicates a dynamic of change and chance 


this 'minor' reality seems to have escaped the book- 
learned/enslaved dictators that seek to impose uniformity in 
appearance and behaviour on the slaves amenable to their absurd 
notions, misinterpretations, dictates and fantasies. 


good luck, as the real 'book' of creation, cosmic existence is the 
book of Truth/Reality directly offered by creation itself for all to See 
and read, only a fool and the profoundly lost would defy the obvious 
and opt for perversity, much to their great cost -- climate catastrophe, 


mass extinctions and future famine. 


find me the life in any man-made book which is able to compete with 
one little living weed, flower or living blade of grass, you cannot. all 
living things hold secret a direct route to the living creative force, 
which necessarily supports by its nature ALL things, including the 
profoundly lost human race, though the option for return is always 
available. 


nothing knows in advance how many veins and pores a leaf will have 
or the shape of the branch that supports it, the creative force leaves 
final outcomes to chance in order for the new and unexpected to 
emerge, in which process Life delights though an inherent pattern 
exists but not a fixed outcome, which is always new and unique like 
creation itself. 


the pattern is always harmonious at its heart, it doesn't stray from its 
inherent harmonious push into existence, yet what it produces is 
always new and unique -- show me one grain of sand, leaf etc, on 
the earth that replicates another. 


reach out, feeling and absorbing the Living with all your senses, 
there is nothing dead, static (or uniform) in this or any other universe. 


infinity is unable to repeat itself as it would then cease to exist as 
infinity, the very difference impels it to continue, if god has a name 
Flux would be appropriate, not the profoundly stupid 

appellations given by men. 


marvel at chance, which has produced everything that is, unique, 
ecstatic harmonious and pleasing, and realise the force within you 
from which you too are able to create and contribute to the greater 
harmony/symphony of Life, not the death that All religions spread 
like a plague on human societies. 


theologians lie as they have no Truth to guide them, plain to see and 
verify, so they replace the harmony and beauty of reality and 


continuity with the discord and death of absurd destructive Dead 
books that only the feeble minded and children believe -- beings that 
fly or walk on water; have you seen a pig or cow fly with wings or 
without, which match the beauty of the smallest flying insect which 
nature produces effortlessly by the trillions? 


storms strip the leaves and weaker branches from trees yet the tree 
stands firm already recreating anew what was lost, marvel at the 
profound simplicity of nature's intelligence which is evident in the 
seeds of some Australian plants that require fire in order to 
germinate, which adaption they learned after man and his hunting 
fires invaded the land. 


what do humans learn? how to kill each other and destroy 
everything; 'subdue the earth’ their perverse bible says and their 
genocidal god commands, clearly a god of lies, wanton death 
perversity and destruction. 


all man made gods encoded in man made texts are devoid of the 
harmony that pervades existence -- sell your death, lies and 
perversity to each other, as you have done since you recorded your 
commands and fictions, which are clearly designed to 
enslave/misguide humanity and maintain elite rule. 


predetermination is proof of the lack of spontaneous creation and 
chance, you lying fools -- nature's outcomes are never pre-designed, 
plain to See, existence is not a clock. 


the push is always forward, undetermined, chance is the mother of 
creation/evolution — where is the life and joy of surprise and the New 
in predetermination? creation is not prediction, the tiny 
particles/energies of existence live and dance in harmonious chaos 
which produce the new, never reproducing the old. 


i am ready to win, lose or draw and play/dance again, this game is 
Life everlasting, everything continues in one form or another forever. 


only the fearful, vacuous and fools are fascinated by dead fictions 
and a predetermined dead universe, which clearly does Not exist. 


Night Fliers (Bogong) 


flying by night seeks a luminary to 
navigate 


all earthly night fliers fly by the 
moon with dusted wings ever so 
light fluttering like airborne orgasms 
which terrestrial creatures envy, 
they seem to know the ecstasy of 
our flight tho they prey on us 
continually, spitefully jealous it 
seems, but what do we care? 


i alight on a wall attracted by electric 
light, the downfall of my kind but 

nature, as if aware of future technologies, 
provided a strategy irrepressible, 

we reproduce young by the millions, 
impelled to reproduce again and again 

in season 


at times our flying swarms obliterate 
sight of the moon from ground, you 
terrestrials have no hope of silencing 
the humming of our dusted wings that 
flutter by the moon in unspeakable 
delight 


Rising 


amplitudes rise though resonances remain 
unchanged, every sound, frequency, motion 
has already been struck 


existence expands to accommodate variations 

of the existing tho there is nothing new in the 
new, it's the same discords and chords regardless 
of where one looks, sees and feels 


my wand made according to the art is an 
extension, projecting will/power at a target, 
there is no defense against this projection 

as once created it continues as all else, in one 
form/desire though some vibrations harm and 
others heal -- what to do with this power stolen 
from the Gods/existence? 


the juggler/magus/conductor manipulates what 

is, to produce what is not, transforming what is 
thereby -- combined polar energies of their own 
accord attempt to cancel or destroy their opposite 
in order to neutralise what is not, which eventually 
becomes what is until another chord or discord 
arises from the energy of both dissolutions, which 
raw, unblemished power produces and births more 
harmonised chaos and creation 


we are left at the ‘beginning’ of creation always, 
the notion of arriving is false as the journey 

is the realisation of continuity, beginningless 
and endless, there is never an end to this 
‘journey'/symphony 


what is your place in it, which resonant tone in 


this symphony is your particular signature? 
how high is the amplitude of your creation, or 
does it remain undetected in the flux? 


have you learned not to Be, as to Be is the 
better option? 


Feign 


another poem birthing tho i have no idea 
what it desires 


this time language like assorted vegetables 
and fruits are blended, not in some mysterious 
way but like making a smoothie with a kitchen 
blender -- it's rather puzzling as this hasn't 
occurred before but the muse has her ways 


in goes every word i can remember and 
many i have forgotten plus the base solution 
or liquid emotion in which everything is 
emulsified -- how on earth could something 
coherent be the result, tho i never have 
doubts? 


i was reading Kafka the night before tho i 

do not relate to his dilemmas and anguish 
awkwardly disguised in his skilled 

literary productions, tho the surreal does 
appeal it's trapped, pointless endings leaving 
only existential crises is pure Kafka, tragic 
soul that he was 


writers have no choice, they are forced 

to write about themselves all the time 
regardless of how distant or well disguised 
that self appears to be in the work -- the 
self vomits thru every sentence but is 
re-consumed by the writer/dog who 
attempts distance and once swallowed 

is regurgitated in an endless cycle of futile 
attempts to hide 


so now to this blend; the heavy liquid brew 
continues to be without form so the blades 
of the muse weren't utilised on this occasion 
perhaps to instruct or simply to experiment -- 
has descriptive meaning been produced? 


of course it has, you have just read it 

but you long for meaningful emotion, 
something you wish to hang yourself 
from but after dog vomits which are 
re-consumed and banal kitchen appliance 
metaphors what good, merit or elevating 
meaning/emotion is to be had? 


none whatsoever as is clear, meaning 
in a world devoid of it remains 
nevertheless, tho very easily hidden, 
unlike the feeble attempts to hide self 


this blend is pure prose without 

a skerrick of the poetic artifice 

but do not be disappointed/displeased 
as allusions and meaninglessness 
are plentiful -- as meaning is the most 
meaningless word in any language 


there is no use throwing a rope or lifeline 
to a person unaware they are drowning 
they simply do not see it, they painfulessly 
enter the realm of death in a dream state, 
much like the dream they imagine was/is 
their lives 


Senseless 


there is no sense to be had from dulled 
senses that feed and pollute minds 


what lasting gain or good is to be had 
from the conflicts born of perverse 
avaricious minds? 


give me pure water to drink which once 
flowed freely over the land, give me clean 
air to breathe which now is only available 
on the highest mountain tops 


ur poison minds produce poison fruits, 
u are killing the earth and its life though 
ur dulled senses tell u it's necessary for 
profit and progress, but what profit 

or progress exists in extinction/death? 


there is no mystery except the profound 
stupidity of humankind that now rejects 
all things harmonious, natural and clean 


contorted minds twisted into knots 
cannot hope to see the easy path of 
harmony 


so continue until u are no more never 
knowing the paradise u have lost, 
existence will not miss you 


join the many failed species before u; 
existence continues without the slightest 
regret, only those aware of its harmony 
and peace thrive in worlds beyond ur 


pathetic, poisonous reach 


you have only failed your profoundly 
stupid selves 


Waste 


why waste ur time with that (poetry) 


i nearly clocked u for that remark -- 
do bears shit in the woods? 


waste my time? is my life a waste by 
implication? iam a poet it was not a 
decision it was and simply is what i 
am 


sometimes it rains and pours other times 
squeezing juice from a rock but it flows 
not by choice but by some other demand 


u have so much to give 


really? do u see the red arterial rivers 

that flow, or hear the sound of deafening 
silence in a quiet brain or understand what 
only poets understand, that we simply are 
reflectors, polished mirrors of what needs 
to be said, communicated 


giving what no eye sees or ear hears, award 
me a posthumous medal for woven seasons, 
blankets of fire and molten lead to scorch ur 
senses, insensitive to the harp strings of 
paradise 


drink with me that intoxicating reverie that 
separates poets from the drear -- waste my 
time! waste, for fuck's sake 


before me a reed so hollow it hisses 


i will write my next poem on ur forehead 
and brand u for life tho only poets would 
see the scar 


as for u and ur ilk show me ur life with which 
to compare my ‘waste’ 


i see beyond the seen, before ur thoughts 
coalesce into, let's get married and have 
kids -- give me and urself a break 


i am off to shit in the woods, do u feel it 
burning? 


Meaning 


the meaning of meaning evades understanding 
like a Zen koan, it cracks then shatters mind 
leaving only the pristine, unblemished 
origination 


how fearful this process, plucking metal 
feathers from grounded birds that wish 
only to fly, tho the sky remains empty 


streams and rivers must flow to the sea and 
rise again to the sky like spine fountains that 
burst in the brain spilling soma, birthing 
creation 


a Lie was the cause of the fall and Truth/ 
reality sets all free, watch rivers of light 
flow and circulate to See 


action arises from non-action effortlessly 
allow the flow of soma to circulate 
ceaselessly by interrogating meaning 


Be with me, tho this is no place for personal 
pronouns, the steel feathers that prevent flight 


existence does not labour, it simply becomes 
spontaneously; the above is as the below 
and that which is below must rise above, 

the hot flows to the cold and the cold 

warms to the above without effort 


all the power in creation is there for the 
taking if taking is effortless, spontaneous 


sweat, blood and sorrow plague those that 
try/labour, everything already is -- could 
you ‘add one cubit or remove one jot?’ 


shattered pieces reform themselves 
automatically, black roses and scarlet 
tulips do not exist, the meaning of 
meaning cannot be defined tho meaning 
defines then shatters all things 


the void is full and overflowing, 
saturated existence is void 


this poem is not a riddle, discern the 
meaning of meaning to un-know, 
which unknowing gives rise to all 
knowledge 


this poem is not a poem it's a koan 
saturated with meaning tho appearing 
meaningless 


in the end/beginning u may discover that 
meaning is meaningless 


Walking 


an irresistible urge to walk possessed me 


gone were the days when i crawled on 
knees and hands, watching my fingers 
merge with grass and leaves -- i had not 
yet separated 


i remember 


dressed in heavy coat against the snow 
and cold, i took a step of my own volition 
two feet moving by another force tho i 
was unbalanced, falling forward but erect 


victory swept over me and filled my being 
until a wall interrupted my progress tho 

i could not stop, walking alone was 

too 

intoxicating 


i saammed hard into the wall and laughed, 
so very young 


i have been walking alone and slamming 
into walls ever since 


i remember my first victory, the joy of it 


For You 


u have complained bitterly that i have 
never put u in verse, a poet that has 
written from a mere glance of bewitching 
eyes or has expressed the beauty of a 
wave retreating slowly from the shore 


do not lament ur exclusion as poetry stirs 
things unknown and sometimes dangerous 


i recall two unnatural stares which resulted 
in the death of the two persons in focus, 
tho at the time i was unaware that the 
glances were accompanied by thoughts 

of death which force engaged my vision 
and found actuality in the demise of two 
who were unaware of my focus 


the wind does not whisper for u nor does 
it sing 


do not lament ur absence as the poetry of 
love i have written has been written to no 
effect other than rejection and that i do not 
seek for u 


the moon doesn't shine for u tho it caresses 
the chill waters of the bay while u remain 
warm beside/inside me, do not lament that 
my word-spells are for others known and 
unknown 


understand that while writing i am unaware 
of my inner thoughts as the poem appears 
to write itself, and it's the deep thoughts 


behind the written that find undetectable 
expression in events -- i dare not frame u 
in verse 


the dunes move with the wind on southern 
beaches hiding murder and death, u are 

too precious to risk capturing in verse, all 
manner of untamed forces pounce on poetry 
and seek expression 


be content that u are unassailable remain as 
u are free from captivity free of the allusions 
of word-spells 


fly by day and sleep peacefully at night, ignore 
the spells cast by poets 


Clock 


an incongruous oddity broke the usual 
harmony in my life 


not yet clear of the source i began hunting 
it down 


everything seemed in its chaotic place in 
my studio until i closed my eyes and 
deferred to my ears instead 


it then hit me like a brick, the old clock 
was not ticking, it was tocking and its 
arms were moving backwards 


tock tick, tock tick 


how could this be? the clock had departed 
into the surreal like Dali's melting 


i thought little of this at first until i 
realised that it was pulling the room 
with it; low tones became brighter the 
ceiling became the floor leaving me 
spinning without a fixed location 


tock tick, tock tick, on it went until 
the melt set in 


first the walls began to drip and then flow 
slowly like treacle, Dali hadn't effected this 
before so i grabbed my book on the history 
of art before it melted 


Vincent was alive and his swirls were 


moving, the german dude's cock was 
becoming erect, wtf? 


until Munch's scream transported me into 
the terror, the horror but Pablo saved me 
by locking me in a blue cube until my clock 
regained its composure 


hickory dickory dock, 
tick tock, tick tock, 
the mouse ran up 
her what? 


the clock struck one, the mouse ran down .., 
finish it yourself 


tock tick, tick tock ... 


Counterfeit 


this is reality, presented like a ghost 
from the mouths of fools and liars -- 
u must adjust to it 


i have no intention as what u present 
(culture) makes no sense to my sense, 
i cannot nor would i adjust to a turd 


seeing 


i could see forever as a child i had not 
yet been trained in blindness 


i could hear angels sing until i was 
taught the chromatic scale now i hear 
only what it produces 


i could fly on my magic cloud and go 
anywhere i wished by imagining, 
now i am offered street directories 


before i was taught to write i could 
read the universe, now they give me 
books with limited characters 


haven't they yet realised that innocence 
is full to overflowing from the inexhaustible 
cosmic well within it? 


today children are deprived of joy and 
dying of thirst but they are coerced to 
adjust to a turd (‘civilised' society) 


Here and There 


i came from there and ended here but 
there is where my heart is, as it is 
my origin 


yet here and there become irrelevant 
as location does not alter essential 
character 


i am that which i always was tho 
location attempts modification to suit 


so here iam a warrior in a slave society 
yet my blood is that of conquerors, 
mongol and slavic, too strong to tame 
yet they tried from my earliest years 
with cruel punishments delivered by 
cowardly, racist, anglo adults on a child, 
so different, which only had the opposite 
effect as my blood and heritage defied 
every attempt 


u have today a person that answers only 
to ancestry and Truth alone, keep ur meek 
and mild social fantasies/deceptions to 
urself they are for feeble minded slaves 


i have defied and fought to maintain my 
original nature which cannot be compromised, 
i would rather die a lion fighting than an 

anglo dog whimpering in fear 


now u see how easy u were conquered by 
my ancestors, u shit-eating dogs, u have 
forgotten what u are, as my origin is ur 


origin tho u must fight to maintain ur 
integrity, and that action is the irreconcilable 
difference between us 


look deep into my asiatic eyes and see ur 
inevitable demise 


Poem 


flowers bloom on the sea, the sky 
flashes gold, it's not ur average day 


blue lotuses carpet the waters until 
i realise it's me that is seeing what 
lies before and after, there is no 
beginning or end to this dream 


iam the dreamer and dream, on it 
flows and spins fast and slow 
relative to the centre -- why deprive 
experience, why relinquish reason 
for a dream of which i could describe 
much more? 


but it should be obvious -- the dream 
created by the shadow rulers is a 
nightmare, it's called civilisation and 
drips with blood and poison; its subjects 
are cowards and slaves that do not 
weave their own dreams, they opt for 
the poison offered by culture rather than 
delight in the food and ambrosia of the 
Gods 


they are always welcome at the table but 
are too frightened to attend 


Today 


if i had an eye i would see yet i have 
two and remain blind 


if i had a brain i would think and 
discriminate for myself yet my two 
lobes accept a drip-feed from the 
matrix/media and believe its fictions 


if i had a heart i would feel and 
empathise with the suffering of others 
yet i am insensitive as my heart was 
stolen for transplant to the highest 
bidder 


if i had a soul i would know god and 
delight in its harmony/creation 

but i remain a modern man as empty 
and weak as a hollow reed 


Ventriloquy 


raise the curtain and See the art of 
ventriloquy 


a pallid, cognisant being speaking for 
you and himself, tho the dialogue is 
scripted to entertain and distract 


the dummy here is alive tho devoid 
of sense, such is the refined art of 
ventriloquy 


but look closely and discover that the 
dummy is familiar and the pallid 
person is your adversary 


he finishes his act and withdraws 
behind the curtain unseen, tho the act 
continues via the apparatus of the 
broader theatrical art where it is more 
difficult to determine the ventriloquists 
from the dummies 


it becomes apparent that the dialogue 
is non-existent, as the art behind the 
curtain clearly indicates the sole 
discourse of a scripted monologue 


Naked Angels 


i had committed a crime grievous to 
monitoring eyes, walking awake and 
aware in crowds of automatons and 
somnambulists that feign life from 
9tod5 


they are chained by debt and serve 
their masters grudgingly 


and when released they grapple with 
existence/freedom, as they have 
precious little of it, stupor and 
dilemma is home 


stolen souls cram IT jungles, anti-social 
media, accurately named, pretends 
friends, where titillations rule digital 
landscapes inducing delusion, creating 
chronic masturbators, physical and mental 


digital titillations fail to satisfy flesh, 
blood and bone, yet they persist, where 
else is there to go? 


everything directed to self-pleasure in 
a world now devoid of meaning and 
real companionship 


perhaps abuse is more accurate but then 
who would judge? 


i am invisible adrift in a meaningless 
land of targeted consumerism, buried in 
a world of another's making 


beware, 

do not repair to nature as u would stand 
blazing, incongruous in the natural; better 
to access ur smart device, it gives fake 
comfort to false, created identities, false 
‘friends’ that do not know you or themselves 
but belong to the same enslaved group 


tho a trillion captured slaves and fools bleat, 
‘look, look!' they never see what there is to 
see, freedom lost to a voracious, parasitic 
beast 


it suits me to hide in plain sight, tapping keys, 
creating naked angels 


Freedom 


the Gods came and prostrated before 
their maker, man -- is the creator inferior 
to that created? 


and so when all the religious and ‘sacred’ 
texts are read the obvious becomes known, 
all the books were written by men and 

by consequence all the Gods in these texts 
were created by men 


and so would i pay homage to myself? not 
likely, that which exists above the gods 

and man is That which i would honour, 
Truth, yes, simple Truth, no commandments 
or punishments, Truth does not punish or 
lie like man and his religions 


Truth is free, unconditional and beyond the 
reach of commodification, always available 
and forever abiding, those qualities do me 
just fine 


man in his delusion chokes on all his books 
which teach slavery, nothing more, only 
Truth sets us free as is known by all -- so 
what is this shit you are trying to sell me 
today? 


Quality 


they glide miles without thinking or 
effort just above the water where air 
and sea meet forming a secret current 
known to the feathered few 


a gull returning to the cliffs in a storm 
twitches its wings and body perfectly 

in almost cyclonic winds to land safely 
in its nest, a wonder to behold how wild 
creatures react perfectly to the elements 
without thought 


the beauty and harmony of natural existence 
is unparalleled by anything produced by 
those that have mastered thought, a price 
too high to pay for losing direct connection 
with natural harmony 


a screaming airliner rips the sky dragged 
upward by primitive polluting engines, 
the craft cannot twitch or manoeuvre its 
body fast enough to save itself when 
difficulties arise, down they go with all 
lives lost when they routinely fail 


yet man governed by thought, thinks 
himself wonderful in his profound 
blindness 


the wind moves the long grasses and 
whips waves on the sea which yield 

and react according to their nature, 
hissing, murmuring and splashing songs 
while screaming man forces himself 


onto a natural world like some blind 
refugee from the depths of ignorance 
and folly 


it is absurd to worship the contorted, 
cumbersome, creations of man, which 

the smallest living creature puts to shame 
-- such is the supreme intelligence of 
thoughtlessness compared to the continual 
failures of arrogant and inadequate 
imaginings 


“| think therefore | am,” is missing the 
most important qualifier: ‘I think therefore 
| am [deluded] is far more accurate 


learn harmony and respect from the tribals 
that have managed to survive the murderous 
onslaught of ‘civilised’ men and perhaps you 
too would discover who you were really 
meant to Be 


Crooked Mile 


he found a crooked coin 

a currency now forlorn 

but didn't buy a crooked 

cat that only caught crooked 
mice or took up residence 
in a little crooked house 


he placed his crooked coin 
between steel hammer and 
anvil plate and beat it back 

to shape restoring the harmony 
that once prevailed before that 
wicked crooked mile contorted 
everything out of shape 


he took his restored coin to 
that eternal straight gate and 
paid his entry into paradise for 
himself and his wayward mates 
proving to all that he was not 
that crooked man 


Magus 


the wind has gone crazy whipping silver 
and black eels into the air, from the lake, 
shooting them thru the trees like arrows 


the lake heaves up leaving the bottom 
exposed then drops back with a crashing 
splash which sends the waters across the 
land to slowly return and re-form the lake 
which again heaves up and drops down 


i continue walking sideways in the wind, 
feet thumping against the gusts from which 
perspective i see what few creatures see, 
the sun and moon in the sky simultaneously 
though in polarity in which instant the sun 
and moon embrace only to be ripped apart 
again and resume their polar orbits in a 
surgically split sky displaying day and night 
at once divided 


how strange these phenomena 


withdrawing my crystal-tipped willow wand 

from its silk scabbard i restore harmony and 
wonder which evil sorcerer has cast this spell, 
my enemies are many? nevertheless my magick 
overrides the chaotic madness of sorcerers 


u appear before me whispering rhymes and 
intoning names of power but i detect it's not 
u and take another sip of potion which 
exposes the black-eyed horned god that 
rules the affairs of men, what need do | 
have of that thing too easily banished 


by the pentagram forming in my brain 


the tar streets and steel tracks run in circles 
which meaningless direction i am tempted 
not to rectify but man must continue in his 
linear directions to oblivion 


i flip two cards from my deck, the fool and 
hanged man, very revealing, i move my 
piece across the board, check, the game i 
mastered as a boy -- ur move 


London bridge is falling down and every 
thing appears normal again but u are my 
lover lost in the chaos to which u returned 
voluntarily, i hesitate to use my magick 

to save u, as it was ur choice, my fair lady 


Chinese needles and pins pierce my skin 
scattering my harmony and power, i relax 
and the needles fall from my body 


the sky returns to itself as night, with a 
shattered moon piecing itself together; 
birds return to the trees and eels to water 


yet another night in the fight, against the 
deceptions and artifices of darkness, they 
never rest 


they will never succeed -- if i falter, fail 
or die then my apprentice would assume 
my role and former position to continue 
the fight, his training is almost complete 


the ladder and the angels descending and 
ascending, all is returned before dawn, 


except the shining serpent in the jeweled 
tree, how could i have overlooked it? 


hurriedly i return the lord of darkness and 
light to the tree and ease back gently in my 
geode fortress, relaxed and always ready 


Compensation 


they thought me slow as a child due to 
my inability to express myself verbally 


like climbing cliffs and rocky ledges, 
pausing, stumbling, waiting for words 
that flow easily from my pen without 
a thought 


from past life mistakes and abuses my 
mouth fails to utter fluently and with 
eloquence, yet by way of compensation 
any textual inscriber, pen, brush, stylus 
or keyboard dances with my fingers, 
wrists and hands 


i am confined to semi-silence purposely, 
the pen soothes and rages according to 
what it wishes to encode while my mouth 
continues to stall on everyday words 


is ita curse, magic or both? whatever is 
taken away is balanced by another faculty, 
fortunate is the poet that allows the pen to 
do the writing and cursed is the mouth that 
cuts hearts and lives to the quick 


i now know why and it pains me, so | 

allow it to flow from my finger tips lest 

i choke on my own acerbic poison again; 

to harm with such a weapon is unforgivable 
and so that weapon is now denied me. the 
tongue has two sides like a sword tho soft, 
yet is able to cut sharper than a scalpel 


now in silence do i communicate clearly 
and easily though i have learned that the 
tongue should only sing praises and bring 
joy to others 


the vagus connects the heart to the tongue 
so use with extreme caution lest you too 
harm yourself 


Blowing Desolation 


believe the wind blowing thru desolation 
kissing hot lava, frying cool seas, stepping 
on the highest mountains then returning to 
its secret place in the pulse of the earth 


the perfection, the Real, easily seen in the 
movements of the wind; fire, rain, heaving 
seas and the expanse of space 


yet it is the same harmony expressed by 
each according to its uniqueness and 
character 


the throat of a thrush moving waves in 
the medium which appear as song like 
the sound of blood rushing thru veins 
wet with whooshing 


the throb of heart and brain synchronised 
opens the gates of paradise but remains 
closed to the deaf, blind and insensitive 


do you hear, do you see forever, or would 
u remain as culture-created gnats tugged 
this way and that by evil manipulations? 


what! you do not see, hear or appreciate 
the harmony? 


the only way to see the blueness of the 
sky is to look up with your eyes 


die in awe then wait for the wind to 
reveal all it has touched on this earth 


since it became itself 


u need not believe you have broken 
free and see what is in pushing out 
and that which is out pushing in -- 
the heaving of the universe until it 
finds rest in equilibrium then tires of 
its sleep to awaken once again as a 
new cycle of creation 


imagine all the energy in creation 
exploding from the smallest indivisible 
point then moving eight more times 

to create everything that is seen and 
unseen and you stuck in front of your 
evil TV imagining that you See 


Forsaken 


waters rise to accommodate the changes, 
winds alter course affected by the sea, 
the once hidden future becomes predictable 


caught in the slow whirling cycles of 
change dervishes dance, mystics shudder 
in divine bliss, there is no force able to 
disturb That irresistible flow 


those given choice have erred, they have 
chosen death, a slow death of torment, 
hollowing out life in stages and yet 

they passively embrace their deaths as 

if harmonious sustainable living is 
somehow impossible 


sleepwalking to oblivion, the adversary 
triumphs over the horde, too many 
forsake their gifts/options allowing 
darkness and profit to dominate the 
halls of power 


yet the immortal rose unfurls its sacred 
petals in sympathy with the pattern of 
creation 


harmony and truth speak loud to those 
that have an ear to hear, perfection and 
beauty reign supreme to those that have 
an eye though cleansing purges are visible 
on the horizon; once again the cycle is 
ready to repeat itself 


while all the while infinity dances whirling, 


swirling in the ecstasy of creation though 
torment for reasons known is now preferred 
by the majority on this plane 


and so it will be 


Birth-Death 


u urged me to jump, free-falling from 
a jutting ledge in the blue of the 
mountains into a dark valley below 


u promised | would not die tho death 
was assured -- believe me and live, 
You stated, as if God had spoken 


but the voice issued from within tho 
its origin was somewhere unspecified 
though more familiar than myself 


have i lied to myself, a trick to extinguish 
my tortures and joys on this plane, or 
was it some strange possession? 


it seemed impossible, thoughts racing 

at the speed of light i had jumped without 
thinking and was in free fall, no panic 
only exhilaration, certain this would be 
the last of my many follies -- the valley 
floor approaching in slow and rapid 
motion 


options reduced to nothing in the hands 
of Newton, tho a flash screamed through 
my entirety, surrender is ur only choice, 

i would remain master by volition 


i let it all go, including my life, and 
surrendered completely only to find 
myself elsewhere flooded in radiant 
white light, drowning now in ineffable 
peace and bliss 


u kept ur impossible Word the very first 
word spoken 


i continue though not as before, i died 
to my former tortured, ignorant self 
and became a mystical poet among 
other inconceivable things 


Sand 


(Inspired by Hermann Hesse's, The Glass Bead Game) 


glass beads of great value and fascination 
are bet in the game yet their intrinsic value 
is of no worth whatsoever 


| once accumulated with skill and cunning 
many strings of the rarest beads created 
by glass blowers in their fiery furnaces, 
the owners often joking that glass is of 
the same value as sand 


yet an entire world is enslaved by this sand, 
the worthless glass beads that men kill and 
die for 


the tragic joke is on them for maintaining 
their false belief that baubles and stringed 
trinkets are valuable 


great palaces and glass towers are built by 
exchanging beads and manipulating minds 


the glass producers have kept hidden 
the secrets of their unscrupulous trade 
for obvious reasons, what real worth 
is a bead made of sand? 


they feed off the toil and blood of duped 
innocents now forced to exchange these 
beads as currency, parasites that easily 
attach to the soft permeable skin/minds 
of the people to derive their easy living 


the lie is perpetuated daily by glass screens 
which the slaves carry constantly unaware 
they carry their own subjection in their 
pockets 


i am forced to live in a landlocked, polluted 
city to maintain close proximity to the game 
and have only heard rumours of the sea in 
which swim powerful predators with sharp 
serrated teeth making short work of their prey 
though it is said that small, fragile, weak, 
parasitic fish attach themselves to the bellies 
of these powerful predators and happily hitch 
a ride while sucking the life-blood of their 
unaware hosts 


Instantly 


the deep scars of experience trace my 
prints to the present, looking behind 
counters the new -- cast vision forward 
and see the teaming deep forests of the 
possible 


mists rise above, some swirling, others 
dissipating, some coming slowly to 

form though translucent promising what? 
mysteries far from actualisation, indications 
only of a possible new course which releases 
the bind of previous dreams, nightmares 

and illusions 


leave what is behind become (new), whispers 
the wind 


a twitch indicates approval, a portend of 
rising, blossoming flowers producing fruit 
overflowing, voluptuous with colour, texture 
and taste, senses intoxicated dazzling mind 
and delineating the past from the future and 
yet only in between in the present an invisible 
diamond cleave hides existence bursting from 
the insinuated, imperceptible, to fill all space 
and time which realms evade the mundane, 
yet its fullness is overwhelming 


succumb, surrender or miss the opportunity 
of freedom from the known past and projected 
future; die completely to everything, the lies 
and fabrications, language is not necessary 
to communicate, leave it to the gibbering 
gibbons that adorn themselves in all manner 


of delusions, false hopes and pretences that 
never deliver, each failed hope replaced with 
another lie to rescue the lost and morbid, that 
unknowingly seek their own destruction in 
order to escape their self-inflicted torment, 
how very sorry and incapable they are seeking 
death in order to achieve salvation 


never make comparisons with past experiences 

for good or ill as they lie in the present and 

bind tighter than a constrictor -- thus powerful 
buffalos become stuck in the mud lured by thirst 
and water and becoming easy prey for cold-blooded 
crocodiles that slide easily over mud and glide 
in/under water 


beware and be aware and live 


Consumed 


symmetry is shattered at midnight 
tiny fragments of crystal strewn 
carelessly across the night sky flicker 
magically and shoot arcs of light 
when agitated, a moonless night 
accentuates the beauty of asymmetry 


what is this allure? perhaps a dim 
memory of the warm, dark, womb 
yet its comfort is undeniable, a relief 
perhaps from the harshness of day 


in contrast are ur dark almond eyes 

set widely apart enhancing ur nose 

and cheekbones, all perfectly triangulated, 
the inverted apex directs the gaze to 

ur soft, moist lips, a face that captures 
rapture and agitates the groin 


i have no need of reconciliation, the 
asymmetry of nature, which fashions 

its beauty, and the symmetry of ur face 
which pleases mortals, aesthetic symmetry 
is born of the chaotic asymmetry of 

nature, brittle day drowned by the softness 
of night 


appearances deceive, distance provides 
perspective and in that new view a perfect 
spiralling symmetry is revealed, without 
beginning or end 


fireflies flicker in the darkness by the lake 
living eternities in seconds 


Progress 


forward against the prevailing wind 
that buffets my progress -- i have 
had these pillow fights before 


yet neither my physical or mental 
progress disturbed, as i can only 
move forward 


so many last kisses some known to 
be final others haunt my memories 
as they pretended otherwise, but why 
should i now consider last kisses, 
revisions, regrets and joys? 


the roaring wind is responsible, as it 
attempts to reverse my direction but 

it should know, to no avail, nothing 

has ever stopped me tho at times 

some tracks appear deeper than others 
-- pauses, times of resistance, reflection 
and new visions 


the new is the impelling force, new 
horizons, experiences to satiate my 
unquenchable thirst for everything 


at times i feel i could imbibe a 
universe and pick my teeth with 
a comet's tail 


those that pass me, moving in the 
opposite direction, struggle, yet 
the wind is in their favour, they 
seem asleep, cocooned in their 


myopic direction, they remain 
unaware the wind assists their 
course 


i am invisible to them as it does not 
occur to any that there is another way 
against the prevailing wind which so 
easily herds and concentrates many 
into narrow passes until the only option 
is desperate plummeting over ravines, 
the force of the crowd annihilates 

them all, tho each in turn 


i watch the grasses and trees yield in the 
wind hissing against the force, they 
remain fixed in their place waiting for 
change 


in the distance ahead i see a solitary 
figure proceeding in my direction, tho 
far in advance, i wonder ... 


Purpose 


reeling from the effects of medication which dulls body reflexes, the 
cognitive processes and transforms average people into automatons 
managed by dressed in white carers, and nurses, frankie was 
nevertheless able to pierce through the chemically induced fog with 
driven purpose, which was buried but not suffocated by the 
medication, which chemicals under normal circumstances reduced 
most creative human beings to turnips. 


frankie analysed this ability to overcome the fog and attributed it to 
practices he learned in the East which evade western attempts to 
render a person into an automaton. frankie was a mixture of diverse 
characteristics, qualities and behaviours, which define something as 
unique therefore unacceptable to civilised society. yes, frankie was 
human all too human but felt an outsider understanding something 
greater, than himself which seemed to sustain him through these 
challenges. 


frankie had overcome chemical assassination with difficulty but 
overcame it nonetheless; frankie had been in the throes of mastering 
his life/existence well before he was arrested for the social crimes of 
dissension and subversion, which self-mastery would also grant him 
freedom from culture and the known -- he had prior to his forced 
incarceration, already realised he was a product of culture and 
pursued freedom from it. 


frankie had coursed through the void as a youth -- that realm 
between what is and what is not on many occasions, which journeys 
had immunised him from many of culture's constraints, chemical or 
otherwise tho his body was subject to the physical yet the effects of 
medication applied on what culture perceived but not necessarily on 
what is -- and so frankie maintained his uniqueness with comparative 
ease though few noticed as they were trained products with 
narrowed perceptions, awareness and expectations, they saw only 
what they were trained to see. consequently the real frankie was 


undetected, free from the expected, usual and mundane and soon 
released as cured and rehabilitated ... 


Suddenly 


i have lost my mind at last, it was 
wiped clean away, as pure Light has 
no need of cultural adornments 


my agitated heart finally rested in its 
unperturbed state, happy to no longer 
engage in senseless passions, injustice 
and other emotional distractions 


my soul found its origination and 
dissolved leaving me without so much 
as a wisp of anything identifiable 


and so today i'm a madman, drunk on 
boundless Light, i had not realised i 
was dying of thirst and starving for 
the ineffable comfort of pristine 
incorruptible Light and perfect rest, 
which envelopes only those that are 
mad to the world 


the Light reveals itself to wnomsoever 

it chooses, sinners, saints, the learned 
and illiterate there is no road, disciplines 
or map to Truth yet somehow perfection 
is attained which satiates not only the 
fortunate soul but everything else that 
exists, always, Light does not discriminate 


the judgement of gods is a lie, ladders 
and pitfalls lie, war and peace lie, the 
entire world of men and all culture's 
creations Lie 


fortunate indeed is the One that has been 
impoverished by that Light alone 


Few 


yesterday i was poor, two meals a day 
was an abundance 


today i have gold, fine silks and all 
manner of desired things which i 
would sacrifice without hesitation 
for one day of the simple poverty 

i once had 


ask me a question, any question and 

i would answer correctly, my life has 
been wasted acquiring the knowledge 
of men, which an illiterate shepherd boy 
puts to shame 


wild finches come to my window to 

feed on the seeds i keep for my bread, 
the birds became so accustomed to 

the seeds i offered that soon they gladly 
took up residence in a cage 


fish cannot be tamed or trained to 
perform tricks because the sea is too 
vast to measure 


pearls are formed from an irritation, 
the oyster covers the irritating grain 
until a precious pearl forms 


i have taunted existence for the Truth 
as long as i can remember, until it finally 
covered me in its most precious essence 


i wandered the country as a boy lost for 


the most part, as a man i sought directions 
and became profoundly lost 


today i ignore road signs and advice, 
now every road i take leads me home 


White Sands 


the white sands of Fraser attract miners 
like bees to honey 


greed temporarily thwarted by the public 
that value pristine islands, spotless beaches 
and unique environments above money 


but miners are patient, the mineral allure 
is too strong to resist 


though while i and others live at least, 
the island would remain as it was/is 


the pure white ocean beach and inland 
sands will not be devastated by greed, 
the great sandy island they once named 
it, is momentarily protected from 
rapacious miners 


value is relative -- following a creek that 
empties ancient pure fresh water into the 
sea, i found a spiral sea shell that was not 
part of the local sea fauna, who knows how 
long it was buried in the preserving sands 
or how it managed its way so far inland? 
time offers an answer 


as the sandy island was formed slowly by 
tides dumping sand until vegetation took 
hold and stabilised the shifting sands which 
attracted more sand from tides until the 
largest sand island was formed off the 
australian coast 


if the shell could speak it would reveal its 
history yet it has another more profound 
message, the spiral of its formation is a 
message from the milky way signing its 
ownership over everything in our galaxy, 
solar system, and the white sands of Fraser 


Waves 


ocean waves mimic, driven by the 
same force that pushes everything 
to the shoreless expanse 


breaking into pluralistic existence 

tho supported by the same singular 
force that drives everything into and 
out of itself to return again as a wave 
that propelled me/you, everything 
into existence only to withdraw again, 
absorb its essence and thrust all 
existence into uncertainty leaving 
only a spark of itself though enough to 
bring forth everything that is and will 
be, only to be re-absorbed back into 
itself to repeat the cycle endlessly 


though with each roll and break 
a New game is played that robs all 
existence of the notion of separation 


Plain Sight 


today there is no better location to hide 
anything -- populations world-wide are 
unable to see what is before their noses 
but believe all manner of lies/fictions, 
propaganda and fabricated fantasies 


i should know i am a scribe, skilled in 
the belief arts of communication, which 
today are called, Marketing, PR and 
‘Perception Management’ 


leading nose-ringed (media) slaves is 
simply a matter of exploiting the 
weaknesses the media and the 
socialisation process create 


look around you now, you see the 

victory of myth and religious/ideological 
fantasies and the assassination of 
Reality/Truth, which process creates 
slaves/automatons, whether they think 
they are affected or not they remain in 
the bind, as disbelief is the binary opposite 
of belief, which binds with psychological 
chains stronger than iron, as these chains 
are formed and reside in the head -- they 
are of the slave's own making tho taught 
the process of manufacture by culture 


and so i would present Truth under the very 
noses of blind believers that imagine they 

see, there is no safer place to hide anything 
of value, Freedom for instance, in plain sight 


recall Lao's poem recorded in 600BC: 


"if not for the notion of beauty there would be 
no ugliness, if not for the notion of good there 
would be no evil. 


Polarities alternate one with the other [qualify 
each other] and are mutually bound in perpetual 
conflict/opposition. 


The wise man (Sage) therefore achieves action 
through non-action and imparts his teaching 
silently as the Way (Tao) imparts all things that 
can be known, naturally and easily." 


therein lies freedom from the [known] bind of 
polarities/binary oppositions in a few sentences, 
and how very sweet that Freedom is 


Transition 


night follows day as twilight, 

no light-switch changes in nature; 
transitions are usually smooth tho 
borders/boundaries between temporal 
states are sometimes squeezed 

when lightning strikes from the 

sky at midnight 


i leave u return, one day our movements 
may synchronise so we both come together, 
leave and return together but as it stands 
it's a futile expectation 


two distinct patterns, one spontaneous 
the other learned, too tidy to be real 
tho one pattern is always distinct the 
other is shared with the majority 

in every society 


how the fuck did such an anal personality 
find me attractive? perhaps it was 
subconscious need, the need to erupt 
into chaos and birth a fertile nebula of 
possibilities 


feel my pulsing quasar throbs of light 
they are synchronised like my Life and 
pursued in semantic artifices, poetry 


yes i understand, philistines are the majority 
in every society, however, u should recognise, 
art when u see it 


but of course, the symmetry of a freshly 


arranged dining table with silver shining 
knives, spoons and forks, tho i would use 
those words metaphorically, also arrange 
your life 


O, that dinner table! the one we once fucked 
on and u pissed all over when u came and i 
went 


Eternity 


i loved u before i was and when | 
became i loved u more; emerging 
from the primordial vapours without 
an identity but a burning love for 
You only 


i remembered when u cast me into 
existence with a kiss that tattooed 
my forming heart, formed to serve 
and love you until time itself died 
of exhaustion, spent, maintaining 
my search for You only 


i remember ur parting words, find 
me that we may both live and 
continue in this eternal Love 


and so without direction i searched 
through lives and experiences, all 

of which brought me closer to You 

tho i had no idea where u were but 
somehow always knew the closing 
distance between us 


ur final words perplex me to this day 
‘find me that we may both live ...' 
implying that if i fail we would both 
perish in the void 


overwhelmed by the urgency i fought 
all manner of obstructions/abuse to 
reach a nearer proximity, i feel You 
now more than ever before 


spurred on by this quickening and much 
wiser from the lessons of experience, i 
now sail home to You carried magnetically 
in the burning fire, like a Phoenix flying 
cosmic seas always deftly manoeuvring 
around threats and obstacles 


i care little for myself, however, under no 
circumstance would i allow You to be 
absorbed by the void, a space reserved for 
meaningless and lost lives 


i must find you to save you and me 


perhaps i was given a great gift to know 
what i must do in existence, return to You 
and become again with You together as 
One 


some say i was cursed, referring to the 
many tortures i have suffered in my 
search, perhaps, but the pains and 
tribulations only brought me closer 
so i would invite the increase in power 
of this curse, as i know it ends in Union 


never fear my Love, emancipation is 
nearer than we both know 


i am so near i understand only now that 
my love is your Love, the Love that set 
all existence in motion 
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Freedom Trails 


from the mystical poems and prose 
of 
Lindsay Traynor 


There are many paths to the top of the mountain 
but the view from the top is always the same 


Duty, pursuit of wealth, enjoyment, desire, bondage, 
liberation, freedom and everything else 
is mirage — Avadhuta Gita 


... Set You Free 


I refer initially to religious texts that clearly were written by men of 
wisdom, not Gods; of course excluding the orchestrations and interference 
in texts by ruling politicians that clearly wished to enslave and subject the 
masses; that is why I refer to the statement, “the Truth will set you Free,” 
notwithstanding the context of a mythical figure referring that "Truth', which 
must apply to everything in this infinite universe, to himself, is an utter 
absurdity as no finite mortal is infinite; however, the statement is accurate if 
put to the test as nothing else but Truth overwhelms the fictions myths, 
dominant narratives and un/intentional lies of culture. 


So what next if that statement is correct? Well, it's obvious, but the obvious 
escapes most today. So we must ask, 'Freedom from what?' The implication 
clearly being we are enslaved by something, but what? Again, the answer is 
obvious, culture, as it is from culture that we derive our false notions, 
identities and group consciousness. So interrogating that question has 
produced immediate results from which we are able to proceed, and if we 
persevere, we might be able to achieve the Freedom referred to by the wise 
men of the past. 


So it is given that we are enslaved, notwithstanding that a slave unaware of 
his/her slave status is a slave indeed. So the wise are offering Liberation 
from the (cultural) forces that enslave us all as every other force in the 
universe must, by virtue of its infinite status, liberate us. But how does 
culture enslave? Most have answers to this question, but are they 
fundamental? So we must interrogate further, as indeed that is the 
imperative question if we are thinkers — and at this stage do not be 
concerned as we will/should arrive at our Freedom. 


So we must thoroughly interrogate culture and how it functions in order to 
enslave and manage very large groups of people, as clearly there is no 
culture without shared beliefs and uniformity of thought and action, 
behaviours in other words. 


So culture is forced to impose values, accompanied by punitive threats, 


actions and uniformity in order to exist, but clearly at the cost of our 
Freedom. 


An illustration is now necessary: In the universe, expressed also on earth, 
there is nothing the same, indeed, no two grains of sand, blades of grass 
leaves on trees, snowflakes etc, are the same, so conformity/uniformity is 
anathema to infinity and nature by implication. So could our Freedom be 
linked to our true inherent/created essential nature before culture 
superimposed its uniform values and false identities? 


Indeed it could, as we know that no two created beings are the same, every 
man and woman is a star in the firmament, so to speak. So by thorough 
analysis and simple interrogation we have arrived at this point but marvel at 
the simplicity of arriving here by merely asking questions of existence and 
taking nothing for granted, which 1s rare these days. Yet interrogating 
culture and everything else reveals its essential nature/truth, as 
demonstrated. 


Now to the question of Freedom. We now know we are enslaved by culture 
regardless of the type/character of that culture, and we know our original 
created identity is the key to our Freedom. 


So what comes next? Clearly another crucially important question, 
expressed as, WHO (or what) AM I? The answer to that question is of 
course the key to our Liberation/Freedom, as once we know who we are 
nothing is able to enslave us again. It sounds easy as I write it, however, 
that last interrogative process is probably the most difficult thing you could 
undertake as it involves the destruction of your superimposed, cultural, 
slave identity, which is who you 'think' you are; it also involves confronting 
infinity, as the Truth is infinite as it must apply to all things existent and 
non-existent in every sphere, dimension or plane — now think or don't think 
just arrive at an answer to that final question and you too will be Free, I 
promise you, as others before me have promised without the explanation 
supplied here; however, I need to elaborate as this process is self-defeating 
if not pursued properly. 


Now think, where does culture reside, within or without; most people would 


immediately state without, but that answer misses its most powerful 
location, mind, as everything we think is derived from /anguage, words, 
texts, pictures signs and symbols etc, so we have answered how culture 
instils uniformity, via a common Language or mode of communication we 
must share, which we learn of necessity before any formal 
schooling/brainwashing, as the key to entry to our minds is already 
available via language. 


So the process of thought is merely the internalised convolutions of culture, 
consequently thought/culture 1s blocking the doorway to our Freedom; 
however, asking the question “who am I?” continuously, eventuates in the 
stilling (elimination) of the culturally created mind via the cessation of 
thought as mind cannot be separated from its content, in other words, when 
thought ceases mind evaporates and reveals pure unfettered awareness or 
consciousness, which brilliant stillness, revealed by the 'elimination of the 
modulations of mind' reveals our true essential nature and the nature of all 
existence by consequence, as the continuous or kinetic infinity is/must be a 
continuous whole without fragmentation/separation/division or a perfect 
continuous expanding Harmony (dance), to be more accurate. 


So there you have it if you will, remain an unconscious cultural slave or 
become a fully conscious Free, Universal, (Immortal) Being -- the choice is 


yours. 


Peace. 


Freedom 


the Gods came and prostrated before 
their maker, man -- 1s the creator inferior 
to that created? 


and so when all the religious and 'sacred' 
texts are read the obvious becomes known, 
all the books were written by men and 

by consequence all the Gods in these texts 
were created by men 


and so would i pay homage to myself? Not 
likely, that which exists above the gods 
and man is That which 1 would honour 


Truth, yes, simple Truth, no commandments 
or punishments, Truth does not punish or 
lie like man and his religions 

Truth is free, unconditional and beyond the 
reach of commodification, always available 
and forever abiding, those qualities do me 
just fine 


man in his delusion chokes on all his books 
which teach slavery, nothing more, only 
Truth sets us free as is known by all — so, 
what is this shit you are trying to sell me 
today? 


Chains and Veils 


caravans of thought 

criss-cross over varied 
imagined landscapes 

ending where they start 

in circles of pure futility, 

a bridge cannot be crossed 

by thought, it must be traversed 


“Why take ye thought for raiment?” 
a sage once stated, 
truer words were never spoken 


today, as always, trains of thought 
continue to betray the continuous -- 
infinity cannot be reached 

via finite means 


each concept, thought, linguistic 
presentation follows another like 
ants constrained by scent 


culture is reinforced/reproduced in mind, 
which cannot be separated from thought 
as thought creates mind 


of what use is analysing every 
crack, contour/texture of the walls 
of a prison cell? 


nature does not toil yet it creates the 
infinite cosmos as by-product, 
nature/creation, unfettered consciousness 
have no need of enslaving, limited 
thought no matter how intriguing 


it may appear 


the notion of identity/ego/self is traced to 
thought, “I think therefore I am [deluded]” 
personal pronouns are the source of all 
conflict and misery; 

thoughtless awareness/clarity is not limited 
or veiled like counterfeit cultural products 
pretending value, identity and reality — 
every arbitrary designation of culture 

is worthless tinsel/dream, yet dreams capture 
and impoverish if believed, lies cannot 
produce Truth, only more lies/illusions 

to distract and fascinate 


tho billions are entrapped and exploited 
as slaves, Freedom is forever on offer -- 
there is no blindness darker than 

the open eyes of those that do not 

see what is before their faces 


and so Blake crossed the chasm with a 

tiny flower in his palm; Rumi with the 

heart of a lover expressed in his verse, 

and in India, Patanjali clearly stated 

that the culmination of Yoga is simply 

the “cessation of the modifications of mind,” 
only slaves have need of teachers/gurus, 

and a millennium before Yoga old Lao 
traversed the nameless, undefinable Tao, 

as Heraclitus apprehended the freedom/flux/ 
continuity of the Logos 


so do not complain, as there is no secret, 
every tormented, culturally incarcerated being 
holds the key to Freedom in hand 


the above sages to which i refer had certain 
qualities/characteristics in common, 

heart, compassion, unwavering courage 
and indefatigable perseverance — 

they were all heroes 


do You have what it takes to earn your 
Freedom? 


and never forget, there are no cowards 
in Paradise -- real Freedom cannot be 
bestowed, it must be Earned 


The Eastern Concept of Dharma 


Dharma is a fundamental Eastern concept that separates it culturally and 
ideologically from the West — it doesn’t translate into any western language, 
however, we are able to render it in a round-about fashion and perhaps 
appreciate its Eastern meaning. 


Roughly, and I use the term appropriately, dharma alludes to specificity, a 
particular direction/character/mode of being — you see the difficulty in 
attempting a translation, it is a very foreign concept to West cultural 
consciousness. 


In complete contrast to the ceaseless, some would say manic, western 
obsession to create a uniform formula by which we can explain everything 
and everyone, dharma ‘glorifies,’ by implication and inference, the 
‘difference’ — no two objects in this infinite universe are exactly the same or 
have the same dharma (character/way), though they may share a specific 
genus — by illustration consider that no two leaves on a tree are the same, no 
two grains of sand on Bondi beach are identical — the nature of this infinite 
plural universe is difference, variety; every thing/object/entity therefore has 
its own specific dharma/character, ‘form or way’ (mode of 
being/direction/expression). 


It is also important to consider dharma as a harmonious aspect/concept 
implying a specific yet harmonising influence with the overall flow of 
things — I am intentionally being liberal with the concept in order to offer as 
wide a range of allusions and descriptions as possible in the hope that it 
could lead to an intuitive understanding of this extremely important Eastern 
philosophical concept that continues to be widely misunderstood in the 
West. 


Dharma suggests a specific course or direction that harmonises with the 
universal symphony of creation; dharma infers concordance not 
discordance; nevertheless, it maintains a singular unique ‘identity’ or 
‘course’ that blends, without losing its necessary, intrinsic specificity with 
the harmonious, universal sea of difference, (phew!) I am attempting via the 


use of as many different signifiers to convey essential meaning and ‘you 
know it ain’t easy!’ 


However, I hope a measure of success has been achieved and we are better 
able to understand and identify those social forces that wish to force us into 
moulds or formulated, uniform thought patterns/ideologies that create 
disharmony, discord and distress. Any centralist government/authority, is 
anathema to the concept of Dharma and life itself — we should not be blind 
to the perverse, marauding forces of destruction and murder that have 
plunged the world into discord today and the ideology of permanent war 
that it promulgates. Know it to be the aberrant and supremely destructive, 
discordant force that it is and endeavour to withdraw your active and/or 
passive support from it. 


Western ideologies unfortunately have no social ‘safety valve’ or 
philosophical equivalent to dharma to balance their manic pursuit of the 
‘one size fits all’ mentality; dharma not only suggests it is good to be 
different, specifically You, but that it is absolutely imperative to be your 
own shining star in this amazing, expansive universe (there is plenty of 
room ‘space’ for everyone/thing). Do not be deceived into thinking 
otherwise. 


Always be aware and beware of totalitarian forces that wish to extinguish 
your ‘difference,’ the things that make you special, like no other! Glorify 
your difference in the huge pattern or matrix of this amazing universe. 


Whether the forces of a stifling education system, constrictive theocracy, or 
authoritarian government seek to confine you in narrow ‘realities/fictions’ 
(hells) never forget who and what you are and that it’s the difference that 
matters. 


Pursue your particular course; it is specific to you alone; you cannot hope to 
find peace or happiness pursuing the formulas of others. 


Freedom is a universal right and no clown (Obama etc)/government or 
‘authority’ alive or dead (scriptures) has the right to deny you that Freedom, 
under any circumstances whatsoever! 


Peace. 


In Dreams 


waking to a dream within a dream, 
roaring in the soft silence of waking 
to Reality 


a dream imposed by culture 1s 
no less a dream than previous dreams 
disregarded as illusion 


yet in this state of waking, reality is 
presented as no more or less than 
another mind construct insisting it 1s 
real, more valid than other coherent 
dreams of one's own making 


and so 1/you are free to dream and create 
any reality we wish to conjure deliberately — 
truly, imposed cultural 'reality' is nothing 
more than a shared nightmare 

in which we imagine we live, die 

and experience specific ‘validities,’ imposed 
or otherwise 


is it not preferable and pleasing to create 
a reality that is sane, harmonious 

and continues in joy with the cosmic 
dream of Creation rather than man's 

sick cultural nightmare? 


indeed it is, as this peculiar waking is 
Freedom from all the superimposed, 
false values of culture’s discords, 

the nightmare reality of society 


this waking state is able to puncture 


and transform any imposed dream ‘reality’ 

as the dreamer is not subject to externals, 

or rather to the imposed rules/laws of another’s 
dream/nightmare world 


1 watched as a surgeon would watch 

with precision before intruding 

with diamond mind and reshaping 

what is presented as reality, 

changing imposed laws and expected 
outcomes which are automatically 
accepted by sleepers in that dream world, 
as choice (Freedom) is only gained 

from waking and extricating oneself 
from the Gordian tangle imposed by 
others in sleep, as sleep is no less a power 
than waking (for most) though sleepers 

it limits to specific dream worlds 


so ‘in dreams 1 walk with you’ as phantom 
or corporeal, depending on your alignment 
to the dream 1 am offering 


beware of what you think/imagine is real 
as true reality is beyond all dream limitations 
including life-death, happiness-sorrow etc 


the mystic key to this dream reality is 
understanding the nature of flux and kenesis, 
not the stasis, therefore death, and limitations 
of culture, as there are no formalities in 

this reality 


your prison is of your own making, via 
sub-scription or imposition, so too 

is your waking and liberation if you 
choose to inscribe rather than subscribe 


there is ineffable joy in this harmonious 
continuity/uncertainty/dance, 

as your waking understands the nature 
of the continuous unborn, and 

what is unborn can never die 


Mystic Smile 


i was born in you and of you, 
i remember that unfolding, 
that push into consciousness 
tho 1 came from Your going 


yet you insisted on projecting 
yourself as me into existence 

tho before 1 could think, speak or 
distinguish myself from you 

i remember your promise tho 
muffled by the push into existence, 
yet 1 remember 


u held fast to ur promise tho 
the contorted world into which 
you thrust me was perverse 


the lost inhabitants seemed to sense 
your unusual strength in me 

so they did everything they could 

to separate me from your firm but gentle 
grasp — impossible, as 1 knew 

letting go of you would result in vacancy, 
torture and a hell indescribable, 

which they tried to sell as normality, 
consensus, agreement, but with what? 
Perversity — which 1 later learned 

had a name, culture -- a blight and 
sickness superimposed over our 
continuity, which cancerous 

disease they called mind, which is 

the sum of all their knowledge 

housing itself within and without, 
though its worth amounts to nothing, 


benefiting no-one except those 
that disseminate the lies to those 
stricken with the disease 


and how they persisted, with intimidation, 
violence and every conceivable coercion, 

but you were too strong, imperturbable, 

tho 1 was buffeted by those horrid experiences 


thus 1 was forced to pay for my Freedom 
tho unlike you, 1 am not perfect, so 1 fought 
back like a lion and butterfly 

to maintain my/yourself 


you promised me after all that it was 
necessary for my final triumph and 
dissolution in you forever 


and so 1 never feared anything the 

perverse entirety threw; fabricated charges, 
accusations and subsequent incarceration with 
chemical management, all of which failed 

to sever our link 


so today i am yours as i was in the beginning 
and will be after the end tho there is only one 
process, never-ending in You 


ur promise has now matured into realisation 
of the nature of things and the perversity of 
men/culture 


the horrendous price paid is only a dry memory 
now discharged of emotion -- being remains 


unblemished, un-scarred 


should 1 now reveal ur identity to those 


captured, tortured slaves, knowing all the while 
it would make no difference to their 
condition as they have surrendered to the Lie -- 


yes, you say, though you/i know 
only heroes overcome and earn their place 
in the cosmic scheme/body of Creation 


however, 1 would go a few steps farther 

of my own accord and say it is all 

in the name of earning/knowing perfection 
impelled of course by Y/our raison d'etre, 
which is an Eternal dance of Bliss -- 
everything develops out and back into 
your/itself 


tho the Truth of this poetic presentation 
speaks only to stardust 


Name it if Able 


the softness of a lover's touch 
and the tight, hard grasp of a mountain- 
climber yet all the hands are human 


do not judge as to each their own experience 
and raison d'etre 


the voices in ur head are merely culture 
reproducing itself incessantly — 
are the thoughts urs? I think not 


language is a shared socially binding 
experience yet hardly anyone understands 
another as each to their own interpretation 


so is everything a subjective experience? 

of course it is, yet an immutable, overarching 
Truth must exist for everyone to which 
everyone has access 


if culture's train of thoughts allows no entry 
to that whisper that guides and comforts u 
then and only then are u culture's shackled slave 


the voice that some hear may not be learned 
it may be other worldly, origin unknown 


tell no-one of that whisper if u do not wish to be 
unnecessarily buffeted, medicated or incarcerated, 
wait and test the voice to see if it opens doors to 
avenues of Love/power thru which another reality 
is possible 


secrecy is essential until ur seedling becomes a tree, 


strong and able to withstand all the storms and 
assaults directed at its foreign-ness — only cowering 
slaves fear the foreign and crowd together in fear 
to attack what is not understood or known, 

as culture must know and map all its available 
social space in order to barricade itself 

in its own worthless dream (nightmare) 


so dream on dreamers sing with the angels or 
with advertising jingles and repeat what the 

media drip-feed has taught u, but of necessity 
imagine it's an original thought (white sheep) 


the colour of my black wool broadcasts, 
without a word, my Freedom and dis-location 
from the known and unknown social spaces, 
yet here 1 am in ur, not my reality, undetected, 
navigating freely -- be that invisible outsider 
where u are able to dislodge the foundation 
stones of a shared perverse dream, 

religion, science or whatever the prevailing 
authority, which authority is nothing more 
than the latest fashion soon to be displaced 
by another 


indeed, the voice ur hear determines ur status 
so listen intently and it soon becomes obvious 
the worth of the mono or dialogue rising 
above the maddening static that surrounds it 


dry leaves float easily on the surface 
but heavier laden green leaves sink easily 


fly across the surface quicker than anything 
is able to follow then dive or fly to the 
bottom/top and talk to the Creator itself 
that spoke to u before u could think or 


before u knew who or what u were 


Truth exists simply by knowing who 

or what u really are, it's not difficult 

but requires supreme courage 

which of course slaves do not possess 

so be that hero until ur strength grows 

and makes u known to all creation, but do not 
rush it, otherwise u will assuredly be 
overwhelmed by the mindless, gibbering 
herd of humanity 


so fly freely with the gods until u have 
matured in That strength, then do what you 
Will as nothing can touch u, no-one is able to 
capture a shadow let alone the mountain 

that casts it 


supreme peace to all my diverse progeny 
wherever u may be, as today or tomorrow 
u will return, as the Love that binds u binds 
me to u Forever 


Release is Instant 


"By whatever thing you are bound, by that the bond is broken." -- Hevajra 
Tantra 


The above adage applies across the entire field of human 
experience/endeavour, including the socio-political. 


If you look to others for guidance and leadership you remain enslaved. Who 
is able to free another? liberate yourself, it's only an attitude away. 


Everything you think you are is a Lie, yes, everything. The complex of 
thought, including emotions and desires, that you regard as yours has been 
superimposed onto your essential nature or inherent Being. 


Put simply you are not what you 'think' -- you existed long before the 
language of thought/culture and will continue long after all cultures have 
been abandoned in favour of direct, unfettered, harmonious communication. 


All thought is based on language, words, images and abstractions. And 
what is language but a conglomeration of culture or the repository of 
cultural experience? 


Freedom cannot be bestowed or achieved by that which enslaves. But 
language can be turned in on itself until it eventually fails due to its obvious 
finite limitations -- it is a finite form of expression/representation and your 
inherent nature is infinite -- why would you identify with a mirage? 


Truth is simplicity itself, nothing is simpler than recollecting who you really 
are. You already posses that which you seek, so why seek? 


The act of seeking veils that which you would find; to quote a Zen adage, 
"those who seek do not find" -- Christians unhappily verify that fact as their 
god lives in a man made book. 


There is nothing gained and nothing lost, you already have everything, yes, 
everything you need. Does all-encompassing infinity lack anything? 


You cannot be harmed, despoiled or polluted in any way unless you allow 
it, so why fear or be manipulated by fear? No man-made religion or god or 
weapon is able to prevail against infinity/You! 


Realise your essential nature Self/Truth and come together as equals; build 
whatever you choose that would replace the current nightmare that others 
have created for you. 


If you tire of your miserable, fearful existence simply sit quietly and let 
thought go, just let it all go until you emerge from your imposed prison, 


never to be enslaved again. 


Peace. 


Invisible 


i had committed a crime. 
grievous to monitoring eyes, 
walking awake and aware 
in crowds of automatons 
that feign life -- from 9 to 5 


they are debt-chained and serve 
their masters grudgingly 

and when released they grapple 
with freedom, as they have precious 
little of it, stupor is home 


stolen souls cram IT jungles, 
anti-social media, accurately named, 
pretends friends, where titillations 

rule digital landscapes inducing trance, 
creating chronic masturbators, 
physical and mental 


but digital titillations fail to satisfy 
flesh, blood and bone, but they persist, 
where else is there to go? 

everything directed to escape 

and to self-pleasure in a world 

now devoid of meaning 


perhaps abuse is more accurate 

but then who 1 am to judge, 

1am invisible, adrift in a meaningless 
land of targeted sales, buried in 

a world of another’s making 


beware, 

do not repair to nature as u would 

stand blazing, incongruous in the natural, 
better to access ur smart device, 

it gives comfort to false, created identities, 
false ‘friends’ that do not know you 

or themselves but belong to the same 
enslaved club 


tho a trillion captured slaves and fools 
bleat, “look, look!” 

they never see what there is to see, 
Freedom lost to a voracious, parasitic 
monster 


it suits me to hide in plain sight, 
tapping keys, creating naked angels 
and signposts 


In Awe 


in awful dread do they face the day, 
the uncertainty of a life determined by others 


corks in an angry ocean bobbing to 
every force that prevails against them 


they file endlessly through narrow gates 

to trains and drive to their masters’ towers/ 
corporate institutions, to cower in fear of 
losing their meagre livelihoods and slave jobs 
though the entirety of their nation’s wealth, 
which they produce, is at their disposal but for 
the paralysing fear that binds them tighter 
than any (debt) chain 


the enslaving chains bind the brain reinforced 
daily by exposure to deceitful media in its 
various forms that praise, intimidate and 
dis-empower, narrowing existing pathways 

to freedom, joy and happiness to thin threads 
which appear as unattainable — but be assured 
it’s a feign, unity is the key that opens the 
door to social justice 


foreseen Orwellian inversions are complete, 

the meek and oppressed are exalted 

by deluded clerics, not heroes and freedom fighters; 
hardships and tortures are a ‘blessing’ they say 

to be endured for a fictional place in Heaven 
promised by lying men, not Gods 


but every now and then as nature sees fit, 


it imbues a few with clarity, vision 

and exceptional courage to rise above the 
cowering herd of bleating sheep and roar 
the same Truth that brought the universe 

into manifestation 


they dance for joy in Creation, which never 
repeats itself though infinite in scope 


and so some ordained by forces unseen 
rebel, others swim free, while others 

do what they will, impervious to the slings, 
arrows and darts of the gibbering/cowering 
herd -- no unjust laws or rules exist 

for those born to Liberty of mind, soul and 
volition 


do not dread and fear the free as they possess 
the key that opens to vistas of awe, ecstasy. 
and Freedom 


"When the Dharma is threatened I incarnate" -- Vishnu 


".. Beware! Beware! 

His flashing eyes, his floating hair 

Weave a circle round him thrice, 

For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise." -- Kubla Khan, STC 


Light 


who would or could lead 
the blind in a blind world? 


light evades the blind, 
what do they know of its 
revealing Truth in a 
world of darkness? 


light cannot be contained in a word, 
narrative or discourse, no amount of 

false representation approaches the Light, 
which remains unconstrained, un-captured, 
formless, infinite -- beyond all conceptions 
and thought -- language is finite, limited, 
while Light is infinite, limitless, 

who 1s able to capture infinity with 

finite thought? 


yet we all seek the Light from which 
we came as it is our Life and Truth, 
though we are subject to it, as it 
created all things known and unknown, 


are you able to walk without legs? 

why seek Light with the physical senses, 
they are limited by the physical world 
while Light is uncomprehending and 
incomprehensible 


so with deliberation seek your source, 
not with thought, which is merely language 
without articulation, all its signs and symbols 


resolve back to their source, culture, which 
is circular and always reproduces itself; 

and culture is a lie, perverse, as is easily 
seen, no book, treatise or anything produced 
by men is able to reveal/discover Truth, 

as All such products enslave those that 
subscribe to culture’s perversity, 

injustice and deceit, therefore a slave 
unaware that s/he is imprisoned is 

a Slave indeed 


Light is without bounds and if you 

seek your source be boundless, free 

and realise that nothing produced (by men) 
grants true freedom, one form of 

slavery replaced with another is not 
Freedom 


therefore be free as the unconstrained 

and all-permeating Light, which is unborn, 
self-begotten — are you the progenitor or are you 
product/subject? 


return to your source if you would truly be free 

as you carry within that spark of creation 

which you have carried since before time, 

you are already free and have found what you seek 
but culture has blinded you and veils reality with 
intentional and unintentional lies 


break your thought habit (culture) it is poison 

to the soul, without thought your aware consciousness 
would then be a beacon not hidden in darkness 

or veiled/smothered by fear and ignorance 


all things emerged and resolve themselves in that 


which created them, no-one is able to free you 
but yourself who or what is superior, the Gods 
created by men/culture, or man, who created 
All the Gods and religions? 


it is really a simple matter to be free, 
mind is a cultural product that depends 

on thought for its existence, without 
thought there is no mind, 

thus your consciousness, which is Light, 
is liberated becoming a radiance 

that transcends physical eyes though 

it is felt by many but seen only by the few 
who see with the single, all-seeing 

eye of Consciousness 


your liberation is delivered in an instant, 
you cannot work/labour for it, as you 
already possess it, you cannot seek for it 

as you have never lost it, it only takes 
thoughtless awareness, which sublime 
quality cannot be captured or described 

by any language -- indeed, you have nothing 
to grasp but your True, luminous, Self 


Our True Nature is Bliss 


Are you Slave or Sovereign? 


Bold, succinct, transformative and evolutionary claims, as expressed by the 
title, are difficult to ignore. 


The ancient Indian Vedas do not mince words or engage in florid metaphor, 
they emphatically state that man’s true nature is Bliss; the Vedas also 
challenge us to verify that enduring Truth for ourselves. 


Never having been a person to allow such a challenge to pass I set to the 
task of proving or disproving the statement by following the recommended 
method of discovering the truth of our essential nature. After a relatively 
short period of single-minded practise I am able to confirm that the Vedas 
speak absolute Truth. Yes indeed, our true nature is Bliss and I would add, 
Peace, Joy and (existential) knowledge. 


In stark contrast to the Vedic world view is the American ideology of 
permanent war, civilian holocausts, criminal destruction, plunder, social 
corruption, degradation, pollution, genetically modified food, hedonism, 
alienation and a myriad other conditions, which could all be summed up in 
a word, Vacuous! 


America does not offer its population a positive reality; it offers instead, 
day to day hell, monumental injustice, disparity, inequity and Slavery, and 
the American people have learned to accept/tolerate it. 


Today the majority of Americans have accepted their inequitable, miserable 
condition as normal, while an elite minority continue to take the lion’s share 
of the best the nation has to offer. However, it seems the rich are even more 
miserable than the poor, as it is they who plague the masses with needless 
wars, torture, suppression and violence, as if doing so would somehow 
alleviate their own miserable, vacuous, worthless existences seeking 
evermore profit which is killing the environment. 


The positive active philosophy of the Indian Vedas stands in stark contrast 
to the passive, blind-faith approach of western religious slavery. The Vedas 
confidently assert that any person is able to verify the Reality of the claims 
made. The Vedas are supremely confident in their descriptions, 
recommendations and ultimate direction; the Vedas have withstood 
centuries of testing without suffering any negative impact, including 
numerous foreign cultural impositions. Yet the principal message, inscribed 
over three millennia ago stands inviolable to this day — “Thou art That;” 
immutable, changeless, pure Being/Bliss! 


The East does not challenge the sovereignty of Being or attempt to displace 
it with slavery as western religion does; we are all encouraged to discover 
our essential sovereign nature via the process of meditation — a method 
proven effective over centuries of investigation and trial. 


Anyone, after a short period of sincere and dedicated practice, is able to 
verify that our essential nature is indeed Bliss. So who or what is 
responsible for playing the misery trick on humanity and who or what 
philosophy is responsible for polluting and destroying our planet? 


In today’s (manufactured) war-torn world of misery and mayhem, making 
any positive claim regarding human nature, immediately elicits scorn, 
condescension, disbelief, ridicule and disdain, as everybody ‘knows’ life is 
hell for the majority. Surely that (constructed) reality is 'obvious' to 
everyone? [Or] Just perhaps it is in the interests of the very few to 
perpetuate the false notion that life is an unjust, unfair, inequitable and that 
the majority must suffer in order for a tiny minority to live in luxury. 


Enlightened Sages throughout history have espoused Unity, Love, Peace, 
Harmony and Freedom -- America preaches permanent war, division, 
murder, plunder, theft, deception, slavery and misery. Yet the USA stands 
without peer as the most hypocritical, criminal nation in the World today. 
Every person should determine for themselves the true nature and quality of 
the forces that have found a home and now rule the USA, few need 
assistance in that regard. 


The hell on earth the USA is attempting to create for the entire world 
depends on your status as duped slave or sovereign free. Make your choice, 
slave or free, joy or misery, the choice couldn't be more clearly defined 
today. Social reality is created by majority belief, nothing more mysterious 
than that. 


The 'reality' the USA attempts to sell and sustain via its continuous media 
misrepresentations/lies is a giant deception; a most heinous Lie designed to 
benefit the few and enslave/oppress the many. 

Humankind's verifiable true nature is Bliss and Peace, not Misery and 
Chaos -- prove it for yourself and shatter the shackles that bind you 
psychologically and spiritually. 

We are ONE. 


Peace. 


Instantly 


the deep imprints of experience 
trace my steps to the present 


looking behind counters the new, 
cast vision forward 

and see the teaming deep forests 
of the possible 


mists rise above some swirling, 

others dissipating, some coming slowly 

to form translucent promises, but of what? 
mysteries far from actualisation, 
indications only of a possible new course, 
which release the bound from previous 
dreams and illusions 


leave what is behind, be new, whispers 
the wind 


the sound of waterfalls indicates approval, 
a portend rising, flowers blossoming 
and producing fruit, overflowing, 
voluptuous with colour and scent — 
textures and taste, senses intoxicated 
dazzling mind and delineating the past 
from the future; and yet only in between 
like an invisible diamond cleave 

hides infinite existence bursting from 
the insinuated, imperceptible to fill 

all space and time, which realm evades 
the mundane, yet its fullness 

is overwhelming 


succumb, surrender or miss the opportunity 

of Freedom from the known past and projected 
future die completely to everything, the lies 

and fabrications; language is not necessary to 
communicate, leave it to the gibbering gibbons 
that adorn themselves in all manner of delusions, 
false hopes and pretences that never deliver 


each failed hope replaced with another illusion/lie 
designed to rescue the lost and morbid that 
unknowingly seek their own destruction 

in order to escape their self-inflicted torment, 

how very sorry and incapable they are unknowingly 
seeking death in order to achieve salvation 


never make comparisons with past experience 
for good or ill as both lie and bind tighter than 

a constrictor, thus powerful buffaloes become 
stuck in the mud lured by insatiable thirst 

and become easy prey for crocodiles that 

slide easily over mud and glide in/under water, -- 
be aware and live Free 


Production Line 


squeezed, contorted to a pre-designed, formulated, 
uniformity/shape, which above all, 

identifies a production line -- 

it necessarily must produce duplicates ad infinitum 


consider sausages, chocolates, and a multitude of moulded 
products then ask yourself how broad ur perceptive abilities are? 
ur ability to think creatively outside the formulated, 

prescribed patterns, which you share 

with millions of other products 


the key 1 offer opens new worlds, seeing what few see 

from one degree perceptive awareness to 360 degree 

awareness, which blooms into a continuous elevating process, 
the spirit of freedom, the prime ingredient/requisite 

of true creativity, which spews volcanically from the unknown, 
un-discoverable spaces and disappears once their manifestations 
are delivered, notwithstanding that many new spaces open 
when aroused by the will to create, which seem undetectable 

or unmapped by myopic society and the common herd 


simply venture into the unseen spaces or pores 
in the living body of Existence 


formulated/limited products ask, 
how did u or could u think of the twist in that work, 
and transmit what is usually incommunicable? 


indeed, all-encompassing views do not allow 
repetition or the routine, which are death to 
creativity 


one does not think about an outcome, the outcome 
guides the medium to itself breaching time and space 
in the process — such 1s the exhilarating beauty of 
the unnoticeable before it becomes known, 

so my honest answer ts, 1 have no idea, it’s simply 

a symptom of true freedom 

which each creative work verifies 


there is no mystery regarding how sausages are made 
but ever mysterious, though totally satisfying are 
the unknown processes of natural Creation 


abandon walking in step, walk to ur own unique rhythm 
and u would have no need to ask ur questions, as ur 
questions attempt to locate, map and categorise, 

and where does that process lead? 

to the production line of living death 


to Be 


to be (something) anything 
opposes the insignificant creatures 
we are; though we all aspire to 
greatness the vast majority count 
as nothing. 


we are taught from the cradle 

to be something though all the while 
the dominant social discourse insists 
we remain insignificant little slaves, 
frightened, cringing, compliant and 
obedient to the dominant voice. 


1 wondered how it would feel to be free, 
really free of those implanted sentries 
that pace the boundaries of the mind 
guarding areas not to be transgressed, 
demarcations etched by foreign design. 


i recall the moment I decided that 
‘living’ in a mapped social space, 

not of my design, was no ‘life’ at all 
and regardless of cost 1 would break free 
of cultural proprieties and other 

habitual formalities. 


i slowly began to embrace raw Existence 
without gods, drugs, excessive stimulation 
and other distractions (negations) 

just me, naked, terrified and vulnerable, 
confronting the magnificence of Existence. 


1 watched myself writhe and contort in 


horror from withdrawals as each crutch 
was kicked, abandoned until all my 
social comforters were gone. 


eventually 1 became myself 

someone 1 had never known previously; 
liberated, standing easy, strong, 
without supports. 


1am now viewed with suspicion, 
considered dangerous and subversive, 
an enemy of the State 


it Seems it was never intended 
that we remove our shackles and taste 
the exhilarating joys of Freedom 


Beware of Gross Simplifications 


“Conservatives have larger ‘fear center’ in brain” 


It could easily be said that biological simplifications are ultra-conservative 
world views; we should all remember the Nazi 'master race’ and the, ‘them 
or us’ binary simplification of dubya Bush, “you ’re either with us or you're 
with the terrorists!’ Banal and simplistic binary statements are indeed the 
hallmark of conservatism. It would seem that the brain function, or rather 
lack thereof, associated with the fear response relates directly to low levels 
of intelligence rather than the biological in humans, and as readers are well 
aware, knowledge dramatically reduces Fear; put simply, we are afraid of 
what we do not know -- ignorance in other words, as stated many times in 
my works on various sites, is the ‘mother of fear.’ 


From the above we easily deduce that ideological determinates relate more 
to the environmental and social rather than the biological — and please, I am 
not a behaviourist, | am simply opening to wider scrutiny what ruling 
minorities and their ideological apparatuses (mass media) would not have 
us view or understand. 


We are aware that men have various sized penises, and women’s breasts 
vary in shape and size, would anyone care to argue a biological behavioural 
disposition — unrelated to social factors -- as a result, I think not? 


The ultra-right (conservatives) have always used biological/genetic 
arguments to sell/impose their perverse, authoritarian, philosophies. It 
usually ends in elite master race (Zionist and Nazi) arguments and 
genocide, remember? Refer to 20th century history and Deuteronomy to 
refresh your minds. 


If we take the trouble to always ask who funds these clearly fascist 
researches, we find the plutocratic, large corporate sector every time. 
Another question before I post the story for your perusal, which sector or 


group is primarily responsible for hijacking our democracies and instigating 
all the wars of plunder, and acquisition (theft) raging in the world today? 
You guessed it again, the profit only driven corporate sector. Should we also 
ask how many million innocent civilians have been killed in Corporate 
instigated wars in the past few decades? Better not, might be a bit too 
confronting for fear-ridden American dreamboats and denialists, as 
America is the largest civilian killing nation in the world today and has 


been since the 20H century — fact. 


Following very sound logic we are easily able to determine that the most 
fear-ridden western nation in the world today is America, but why? [The 
answer does not relate to brain physiology or dick size!] We are also aware 
that the American masses are extremely under educated and uninformed -- 
high profile morons like Sarah Palin, George W Bush and Donald Trump 
are products of their exclusive, user-pays social system. The solution is 
simple, Free or government subsidised education should be a right not a 
privilege in any enlightened social democracy. 


From ‘Raw Story’: 
by Daniel Tencer 


Political opinions are considered choices, and in Western democracies the 
right to choose one's opinions — Freedom of conscience -- is considered 
sacrosanct. 


But recent studies suggest that our brains and genes may be a major 
determining factor in the views we hold. 


A study at University College London in the UK has found that 
conservatives' brains have larger amygdalas than the brains of liberals. 
Amygdalas are responsible for fear and other "primitive" emotions. At the 
same time, conservatives' brains were also found to have a smaller anterior 
cingulate -- the part of the brain responsible for courage and optimism. 


If the study is confirmed, it could give us the first medical explanation for 
why conservatives tend to be more receptive to threats of terrorism, for 
example, than liberals. And it may help to explain why conservatives like to 
plan based on the worst-case scenario, while liberals tend towards rosier 
outlooks. 


"It is very significant because it does suggest there is something about 
political attitudes that are either encoded in our brain structure through our 
experience or that our brain structure in some way determines or results in 
our political attitudes," Geraint Rees, the neurologist who carried out the 
study, told the media. 


Rees, who heads up UCL's Institute of Cognitive Neuroscience, was 
originally asked half-jokingly to study the differences between liberal and 
conservative brains for an episode of BBC 4's Today show that was hosted 
by actor Colin Firth. But, after studying 90 UCL students and two British 
parliamentarians, the neurologist was shocked to discover a clear 
correlation between the size of certain brain parts and political views. 


He cautions that, because the study was carried out only on adults, there is 
no way to tell what came first -- the brain differences or the political 
opinions. 


But evidence is beginning to accumulate that figuring out a person's 
political proclivities may soon be as simple as a brain scan -- or a DNA test. 


In a study published in October, researchers at Harvard and UC-San Diego 
found that a variant of the DRD4 gene predisposes people to being liberal, 
but only if they had active social lives as adolescents. The "liberal gene" has 
also been linked to a desire to try new things, and other "personality traits 
related to political liberalism." 


For his part, actor Colin Firth, who hosted the BBC show that revealed the 
results of the brain scans, has said he wants to see brain scans on politicians 


to find out if they are telling the truth about what they believe. 


Questioning the "liberal" credentials of the head of Britain's Liberal 


Democratic party, Nick Clegg, Firth said: "I think we should have him 
scanned." 


https://cleaves.lingama.net/news/story-2267.html 
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Conversations with the ‘D-evil’ 


There are no mysteries in this universe; the only thing that veils 
Truth/Reality is ignorance. 


A word of support for those ‘hovering’ in testing times: Despondency and 
all manner of psychological ills are unable to take root in knowledge; 
awareness annihilates ignorance, the mother of all Fear. 


Today ignorance and fear reign supreme in nations that would advertise the 
opposite. Yet it is plain to see that nations that pretend to enlightenment, 
‘Freedom, Liberty and Democracy,’ are enslaved by fear, hate, division and 
violence. I refer to the nation that was formed on principles that once made 
it the bastion of Freedom, however, I regret to say that today that nation has 
contracted into the most oppressive psychological slavery known to the 
western world, of course I refer to America. 


In the face of overwhelming evidence of criminal activity in the highest 
offices in the land the world witnesses an entire population paralysed, 
contracting, cowering in Fear, unable to act — a Godless nation, for if 
religious belief was real, the Scriptures (all) clearly and accurately state that 
fear is cast out by Love. 


Indeed, America today is in reality a Godless, mass murdering, invasive, 
thieving, rogue nation Ruled by greed and the most heinous criminals at 
large — which I would add, have been exposed on so many occasions I have 
lost count — but nothing has been done in over a decade to hold the culpable 
accountable and restore the nation to its former glory. Instead, we witness, 
on almost a daily basis, more contractionism and erosion of liberties to the 
extent that now citizens are subjected to genital groping by unsavoury 
government employees at airports — I need not describe how submission to 
such degrading, intrusive forms of physical assault engenders subservience 
and slavery. 


But the title of this piece infers a theological element, so I would refer to 
the Christian narrative that so few people are familiar with these days. The 
entire narrative of the Gospels is introduced and outlined in the early 
chapters of Luke, specifically the temptation of Christ by Satan -- after 
failing to trick the protagonist, the ‘devil’ draws his last card and makes his 
final offer to Christ; from Luke Chapter 4: 


5And the devil, taking him up into an high mountain, shewed unto him all 
the kingdoms of the world in a moment of time. 


6And the devil said unto him, All this power will I give thee, and the glory 
of them: for that is delivered unto me; and to whomsoever I will I give 
it. 


7If thou therefore wilt worship me, all shall be thine. 
8And Jesus answered and said unto him, Get thee behind me, Satan ... 


We are not concerned with how the ‘Devil’ came to be in ownership of all 
temporal power and wealth, we are only concerned with the message, which 
is clear, the ‘Devil’ rules governments, banks and every other institution of 
money and power in the world. The message/example of Christ is simple 
and uncompromising; He turns his back on such things, as did his Eastern 
counterpart, Gautama Buddha. A very cogent lesson for a nation that 
worships money and power — I need not labour the point. 


All of America’s crimes to date can be reduced to crimes of avarice — or the 
corporate bottom line of profit at any cost. 


Does it follow that those who rule the USA would use tactics that define 
them as servants of ‘dark’ forces? A university degree is not required to 
understand the obvious, and only a little character is required to avoid 
denial of reality. 


As we are aware, there is no Light without Darkness to define it, all we will 
ever know of God and the Devil exist within us, every human being. As 


mature adults we should be aware that pigs do not fly and that the laws of 
nature are inviolate. It would serve the people well to interpret the Christian 
and other religious narratives as natural not supernatural stories. 


A major theme of the Christian narrative is the story of a social reformer; a 
simple tradesman, outraged by the corruption and inequities of the society 
in which he lived who sets out to confront the corrupt ruling elite of his day. 
He cures the ‘blind’ and heals all manner of disease during the course of his 
journey. A community of like-minded people is formed and the corrupt 
ruling elite is temporarily overthrown (the priest class no longer exists) and 
Jews are scattered to the four corners of the world. 


Would You care to make that outcome permanent, or would you continue 
to suffer the consequences of allowing criminals to ply their nefarious, mass 


murdering trade? 


The choice, as always, is Y/ours. 


Bye By 


the high and the low 
reflect each other... 


sea grasses move underwater 
like the hair of angels floating 
and swirling in clouds 


mountains, tired of the heights 
diminish and seek the depths 


corals grow like crystals saturated 
in solution piercing the surface 
searching for the sky 


the wind howls high above the 
ground but whistles in the trees, 
reach out, strain to break the barriers 
be more than u are in another space, 
unmapped by culture’s jail 


the look of the un-guessed 
captivates until it is understood 
like your face in heat 

draped in desire, dripping 
Love 


beyond articulated speech/thought 

is the pulse of creation forever beating 
like your heart for my embrace -- 

love is a bankrupt word that cries 

for what it implies, it reaches from 

the bottom to the top and rises 


from the top to reach the bottom 


who or what could categorise you 
outside the known — are u so easily 
enslaved that u prefer the prescribed? 


a vortex forms in the middle of an 
ocean draining it into the sky 

where fluids form inverted solid ranges 
towering below — what goes up does 
not necessarily come down but what is 
down must ascend 


break that which enslaves all 
by entering the unknown, 
unmapped places — make ur 
own unique space/place 
without the confining walls of 
the expected and predictable 


smell the scent and imbibe deeply 
of the sweet nectar of Freedom 


Going, gone 


"The conscious and intelligent manipulation of the organized habits and 
opinions of the [public] is an important element in democratic society. 
Those who manipulate this unseen mechanism of society constitute an 
invisible government which is the true ruling power of our [any] nation." - 
Edward Bernays 


"The ideal tyranny is that which is ignorantly self-administered by its 
victims. The most perfect slaves are therefore those that blissfully unaware, 
enslave themselves." Dresden James. 


do not wait for me, 1 have taken leave of this 
cave of grief u/they call civilisation with 
its limited myopic view 


what comes next is unknown 

but what is known 1s the possibility of 

real Freedom not the constrictive ‘freedom’ of 
authorities with their ultra-conservative rules, 
regulations, anal fixations and insane dictates, 
religious, political and civil, all formulated to 
contain/enslave subjects in various boxes of 
belief/fear/confinement, after all, “what’s the 
point of having nuclear weapons if you don’t 
use them," said neocon leader, Richard Perle 


u are all doomed to die due to ur profound blindness, 
remain uncomfortably enslaved and terrified by 
manufactured phantoms, ‘terrorists’ 

presented by the lying mass media 

but be sure to pretend otherwise 


u tolerate stark raving madmen as ur leaders 


that boast the use of nuclear weapons -- u will 
all die as the towering Norfolk pines 

that once framed Bondi beach, poisoned 
slowly by chemical pollution from the 

once clean sea, u sick, useless, blind fools 


u are too frightened to challenge the obvious 
insanity that rules u, instead of rising and rebelling 
with other aware rebels, u would rather drag them 
into the hole you’re in, jails of ur pathetic 
existence, absurd 


next u will be taught that a turd is gold and smells 
like a rose, or an obvious crime committed in ur 
face is not a crime it’s democracy, idiots 

yea, sure, the sky is purple, the sea pink and the 
earth is polka-dot because the media told u! 


goodbye and best of luck, 1 shall not return to 

ur lunacy in which the masses do not believe 

their own eyes and rational senses, 

but instead swallow the most ludicrous lies 

that issue from the media like a broken sewer pipe 


goodbye, 1 cannot abide by such manipulations 
masquerading as reality, what do limited boxed 
existences know of Truth, reason and true Freedom 
which reigns beyond the reach of everything 
known and recorded in books, media and digital 
space? 


all such mediums were created by men to enslave 
men 


let me blaze, a fire in the night sky, unconstrained, 
free of all ‘civilised’ formalities and deceptions, 


all of which are designed prisons for ignorant, 
mindless morons that cannot discriminate 
black from white or day from night -- 

men do not fly bodily, u mindless bone-heads 


never has humankind suffered such profound 
ignorance/darkness and separation from Reality, 
a hope-less situation cannot be tolerated by any 
sane, freedom loving person 


u can shove all ur vacuous tinsel, titillations 
and counterfeit dreams up ur collective arse, 
Goodbye! 


when u hear the first bird-call at dawn, remember, 
the cricket at night which also reminds u, 

the summer cicada screams Freedom but u hear only 
the diminishing buzzing of media bees 

which ur poison ‘reality’ believes 


when fruit and all pollinated foods no longer 
appear on ur table and the climate u destabilised 
overwhelms u think of me in the last pockets of 
wilderness, high above the clouds 

breathing clean air, drinking and bathing in 
clear mountain streams surviving on the land 

as the indigenous once survived for hundreds 

of thousands of years before the white ‘civilised’ 
poison invaded and spread its infectious plague 


if u wait for me, u would wait in vain, as 

returning is beyond consideration, good riddance 

to every perverse particle of ur beloved nihilistic 
civilisation, which speeds to its own ruination as 
sure as the trajectory of a CIA missile or the ‘plane’ 
that struck the Pentagon 


goodbye to ur paralysing fear, as ur world 1s fear 
and dread, how u shake and tremble when 1 speak 
against political codswallop, fictitious beliefs 

and pose the question, by whose authority? 


every enslaving ideological bond has been 
broken by simply using reason and logic, 
which is nothing more than using ur brain 


how fragile are the gossamer chains of slavery, 
awareness and consciousness are all that any 
human requires to survive 


here in this place i hear the same song carried 
on the breeze that circled the earth 
before any recorded enslaving rule was formulated 


remain in ur cave of monstrous terrifying shadows, 
the light and Life outside is beyond ur 


comprehension and reach 


Goodbye! 


Fools’ Suicide — a Reminder 


keep ur empty words to urself 
iam listening to the ageless 
sounds of the earth weaving its 
symphonies for Eternity, the bliss 
of which Harmony ur words/ 
minds fail to capture or understand 


how do You expect ur finite minds 
to capture and understand self-qualified 
Infinity, or the continuity of Existence? 


how tragic you are given the All which 
you shrink into wasted perversity, 
violence and destruction 


you are beyond salvation, creating 
false human gods to comfort u in ur 
screaming desperation 


you imagine ur dreams and myths 
will save u from Reality, 

but u miss the obvious, that no 
man made god is able to save itself, 
the origin of all ur pathetic feeble, 
gods are in texts written by men 
but u are forced to cling to the 
idiotic lies and myths, as u have 
nothing else to cling to 


look at you, alienated, disconnected 
from the splendours of Life born/e 
of Love, which dances in ineffable 


bliss before u always, a gift that u 
you trash daily with your violence 
and psychotic ways 


today u elevate the sick and flawed 
among you to lead you to ruin and 
oblivion, which reality the psychopaths 
ensure is never presented to ur faces, 
the media drip feed is shaped according 
to the designs of the sick that own it, 
fools! 


how transparent it all is given clear 
eyes and awareness to See, 

which senses are dimmed by ur apathy, 
hedonism and Fear 


i watch u imploding in ur desperate 
alienated loneliness, seeking digital 
friends (non-friends) to comfort you 
designed by corporate entities to enslave, 
tame and exploit timid slaves 

in order to maintain their sick agendas 
that serve only them -- You serve them, 
fools! 


You are pitiless waste products, 
healthy humanity disowns you 

as u think only of ‘me’ tho humanity 

is essentially WE, without which factor 
it cannot survive 


play with ur digital, alienating and 

enslaving toys designed and shaped 
by the sickest among you to exploit 
and dis-empower, tho you are aware 


but u are so disconnected from the real 
u cling to ur slavery and inevitable ruin 


the earth has no need of ur polluting 
perversities and cowardice, neither do 
the few healthy among ur plagued 
populations, the brave and free that 
fight to maintain their integrity and 
connection to the Harmony, while 

you pathetic slobs attempt to compensate 
for ur loss with baubles, trinkets 

and transitory titillations, which burn 
and fry u until a dry autumn leaf seems 
robust and full of life in comparison 


i wish you well knowing it is futile 
until you fight and remove the imposed 
subliminal poisons within and regain 
your lost sovereignty, self-respect and 
real Freedom, which no-one could 
thereafter deprive you of 


We are All a physical and emotional 
social species, the many should work 
together as One, for the good of All; 
why do you remain divided/defeated, 
miserable, enslaved and tortured 

by a few nefarious, sick and treacherous 
individuals among you? 


you are free to choose Life/Freedom/ 
Unity over slavery, ruination and death 


however, it is clear you have already 
made ur choice -- You have forsaken 
Yourselves! 


Discourse 


there are many, 

the mind speaks via the tongue 
but the heart’s eloquence 

can only be appreciated 

when the mind is mute 


a summer shower drenches the hill 
and ceases as abruptly as it started, 
remnant drops of rain drip from 
the needles of a solitary pine 

and thunder as they hit the ground 


1 quiver in the breeze, 

raindrops sparkling like a wet crystal 
stars in the sun waiting to splash 

to earth 


a predatory bird alights from the 
tree-top its piercing cry slits the air 
and fractures the tortuous monologue 
of culture 


it has been said that it is easier for a rope 
to pass thru the eye of a needle than for 
a rich man to enter paradise 


i have seen thru that eye 

it opens into infinity, 

the minuscule and gargantuan 
meet there 


the constraint that prevents the rich 


from liberation is bondage to money 
born/e of ignorance, promoted by 
culture’s perverse discourse 


my abode has no door, walls or roof, 
in which cultural location do you place 
an open space? 


the tiny eye that prohibits entry for most 
opens into fields of dancing flowers, 
towering ranges and sapphire skies 

for the few struck dumb 

by the discourse of the heart 

and the silent thunder of Freedom 


the heart’s discourse is continuous 
tho it speaks in silence to the ears 
of deluded men 


“To Be or not to be,” is not a question, 
it’s a choice 


Another Day 


an intriguing prospect 

the ‘otherness’ of a day, 
difficult to locate no doubt 
yet the otherness is beyond 
reason, it simply is 
another day 


confined ferrets, guinea pigs, 
hamsters and rats run on the 
same wheels going nowhere, 
but please note, not nowhere, 
but nowhere, 


where? nowhere, 

real ‘otherness’ 

is beyond learned repetitive 
behaviours induced 

by confinement/capture 
and engineered by debt, 
which results in slavery 


yet the otherness is never withdrawn, 
‘otherness’ is always on offer 

tho rodent brains know only 

what they are taught 

and their confined behaviours 

allow 


surely it is time to effect y/our 
escape into the new, otherness 
outside captivity and learned, 
forced behaviours 


We are not rodents tho some 
that exploit, view and treat us 
as such .. 


Rise! 


Falling like Snow 


words, letters, signs, 

symbols arrange themselves 
in coherent and incoherent 
patterns guided by something 
other, but drawn from 

the accumulated experience 
of an artist whose task is 

as easy as the breeze 

that swirls up from deep recesses 
and spins down again caught 
it seems in a magnetic ellipse 
until the message/meaning is 
transmitted 


the same force drives all fluids 
in bodies, internally and externally, 
separation is myth 


new zoos populate once green and 
flowering fields, the animals on 
spectacle captured completely in 
steel and glass towers engage 

in the circus tricks taught them 

by their keepers 


click, click, click, frantic keyboards 

arrange designs, markets, mediums 

of exchange also caught in a magnetic ellipse 
but the specimens are unaware they 

are kept though they have no choice 

but to appear and perform in their 

penns daily 


nothing replaces the wilds from which 
these animals were captured 


now breeding in captivity their offspring 
know no other existence but captivity 
but have been taught to believe they 

are free, though confinement determines 
every action, movement and thought, 
but what would a specimen born in 
captivity know of the real Freedom 
their once wild forebears 

experienced? 


a sea hawk hovers over the cemetery 
where wild flowers grow over graves, 

it twitches and dives like a bullet capturing 
its prey, so efficient are its wild instincts -- 
the human dead lay buried with stone 
markers, names and captions comforting 
nothing but memories of things past 


the new zoos have killed every vestige 
of natural life, the cemetery is in fact a 
second death, a necropolis that does not 
mourn the living dead in the cities/zoos 
of annihilation 


the glass and steel towers are on show 

for the keepers that built them 

and those that have wild eyes 

to See or the ability to arrange snowflakes 
on the bitumen city streets of a scorching 
summer day 


Turn Around 


the throngs raise their arms in anguish 
muted, they have no voice, beseeching 
silently for someone to save them from 
their own folly — God save us, but 
there is no God that saves fools, 
anyone from their own folly and 
self-inflicted torment, they must learn 
or perish 


their leaders rant, rave and lie, always 
blaming others for the worsening situation, 
‘it couldn’t be our fault, ' we’re exceptional,’ 
God is on our side, the throngs have been 
told by their lying, nefarious leaders, yet 
there is nothing exceptional about deceit, 
ignorance, cowardice and folly 


1 watch these poor, pathetic fools 

always willing to point a finger but too 
frightened to look in a mirror and accept 
Responsibility for their lives 


what to do with these ignorant fools? 


they cry for God and safety, forever 
trembling in Fear; 


it’s simple to be a saviour to the ignorant, 
‘we’ shall supply a suitable slave idiot to 
lead them to ruin which we keep secret, 
profit has no conscience 


do not think this solution harsh as their 
own God advises that the blind lead 
the blind and the dead bury the dead 


clearly it is death they seek unknowingly 
to free them from their torment, so 
ignorance and ruin is the order of this 
and every other day 


though a few see the clarity behind 

the lies, the Life behind orchestrated 
wars for profit and the mass murder 

of innocents, horrors in which the throng 
participates wish to be saved from the 
awful consequences of their own actions, 
not a chance! 


turn around and see who really leads this 
nation to ruin, listen to your instincts, you 
know it’s all wrong and that your leaders 
Lie and serve the profiteers, not the people, 
so what to do? 


make it right — first take responsibility for 
your life and previous perverse actions 


purge the vile criminal filth that has stolen 
the nation, return government to the people 
and teach the throng to take responsibility 
as no-one anywhere is saved from their 
own folly 


turn around and face the enemy within, 
overcome and restore your nation/society 
then come to us -- the Gods only lend an 
ear to those that break their chains and 


fight for Justice, Truth and Freedom, 
not for filthy lucre 


begin this fight against the enemy within 
and what is outside becomes your friend 


the Gods only listen to men that have earned 
their Freedom, not to star-spangled slaves 
that cry like babies, bound only by paper chains 


Real freedom is earned never bestowed by 
anyone, man or God 


wake up people unless you wish to go down 
with the blind fools and cowards 


perhaps 1 should also add that no cowards 
are able to enter Paradise 


Rise up, overcome and earn your Freedom 
on earth first then in Paradise, or remain 
subservient, ignorant slaves and choose 

to perish like the timid, fearful, herd 


Your choice! 


‘Written in the Wind’ 


is not a defeatist remark; 
it is anything but defeatist. 


a certain sensitivity 1s required 
to understand its import. 


if we wish to comprehend 

the vastness of the message 
we must first draw away from 
everything that dulls the mind 
and senses; 


mindless titillations, American 
materialism and hedonism 
clogs our fine human 
receptors and depletes 

our precious vitality. 


turn off the perverse and hateful 
electronic media for a day 

and then on a regular basis, 
allow your senses to cool -- 
your being will begin its fine 
tuning almost immediately. 


leave off the competitive games 
American/western values and other 
meaningless distractions, 

allow the dead to bury the dead -- 
embrace Life and the harmony 

of the natural world, 

listen to its 'music.' 


healthy and enduring values 

are born of Love, mutual cooperation 
and mutual assistance not 

from sociopathic, fear ridden, 
hate-filled American 

divisionism 


we are One or we are nothing, 

we are our brothers' keeper 

we are our brother, it is time 

to understand that reality 

and become aware of those 
influences that divide us 

and would ultimately lead 

to our ruination and destruction; 
this is not difficult to comprehend 


no one Owns you or any part 
of the natural world, we share 
these gifts with each other 


sit or walk quietly 

and listen to the wind, 

its message is timeless, 

it speaks of Freedom -- 
remove all imposed shackles 
and let go 


acquisitiveness and 

constant appropriation 

are roads to slavery and despair; 
release yourself, move freely 
with the wind 


reject all manner of constraints, 


liberate yourself from bondage 
of every kind. 


the wind speaks to everyone 
according to their level 

of understanding, 

it helps us synchronise 

our being with Creation 

until we finally learn that 

we are and always have been, 
Free; 

no ones' master or servant 
simply One with all Existence, 
an existence born of Love 
and manifest in Harmony. 


I leave you with sublime Peace 

and boundless Love, 

Creation's gifts to everyone -- 

let no one rob you of your inheritance, 


We are ONE 


The Orchestrated Perpetual Debt Strategy 


Banks and other large financial institutions decided in the early 80’s 
that it would be far more expedient and profitable to run their 
businesses utilising a strategy of perpetual debt rather than 
temporary debt, ‘Joe and Josephine’ citizen were about to become 
perpetual debtors or economic slaves. 


Large financial institutions and corporations flocked to the new 
strategy/model; numerous outrageous service fees were created and 
an abundance of accessible new loans and credit options became 
available. An historical shift occurred in banking; the banks were 
once competitive, however, it became apparent that it would be to 
the advantage of banking institutions to co-operate and rely on 
predictable incomes extracted/extorted from the public — who are 
now forced to obtain loans to cover nearly every aspect of modern 
life. The social strategy employed to increase borrowing was simple, 
increase costs/prices while stagnating real incomes. 


The above formula was designed for the masses not the elites 
whose real incomes have sky-rocketed to obscene levels. Thirty to 
fifty million-dollar salaries with various additional bonuses and 
termination payments (regardless of performance) are not 
uncommon today. 


Recent major corporate failures clearly indicate that huge incomes at 
executive level do not reflect levels of competence or skill. The 
prevailing system favours cliques, insiders and nepotism; the ‘best 
person’ does not usually obtain the position in which they would 
excel. The downward pressure of exploitation on the people 
suffocates the upward mobility of highly suitable and talented people 
to fill positions most suitable for their particular talents. Corporate 
elites reserve the best positions for their business colleagues or 
family members regardless of their suitability for the position. 


Regardless of the contempt the common people now have for the 


banks, few financial institutions have not succumbed to the new 
economic social slavery methods of the twenty-first century. Today 
the proof is in the proverbial pudding. How does it feel? 


Increased debt equals decreased quality of life, mobility and the 
social disintegration that results from the impact on the family unit. 
Most families today exist in name only as there is little time available 
for the children or spouse, available time is spent working in order to 
service debts and meet all the financial obligations required for the 
basic necessities and other costs related to maintaining a family 
today. 


The disintegration of the nuclear family unit was not anticipated as a 
by-product of economic social control but is consequential to 
financial hardship and debt pressures. The desired increase in social 
manageability resulting from perpetual debt comes at the cost of the 
basic social unit of society, the family. Financial institutions are now 
fully aware of the social cost of their debt strategy, however, profit is 
the prime consideration of all financial institutions, negative social 
consequences are now conveniently ignored or left to welfare 
organisations. 


If our puppet governments and the richest 1% are taken as role 
models then honesty is no longer the preferable or desired option — 
criminal tactics are the ‘order of the day.’ | refer to an overheard 
conversation between two smartly dressed males who were quietly 
bragging of the successes of their latest recruits in operations 
designed to deceive. A third male who had the demeanour and 
appearance of a history teacher joined the pair for lunch. | would not 
have given this person a second glance in any social situation, 
‘ordinary’ seemed invented to describe this person, except for the 
deplorable content of his conversation he could have easily passed 
for a pastor or clerk. 


| have recently utilised modern technology to extend the range of 
human hearing. The information ‘incidentally’ and ‘accidentally’ 
obtained as a service employee falls into numerous categories; a 


distinct small percentage is clearly a marketable commodity. | had no 
idea that meaningless information to most people could command 
such staggering amounts; it seems there is always someone who 
requires certain information and is willing to pay for it. 


Information brokers have become a fact of life in today’s world; the 
vast majority have no allegiances preferring instead to offer a service 
to the highest bidder. Allegiances are a liability in the trade. Partiality 
or partisanship is for the masses not for the merchants of 
information. 


It soon became apparent that there is no such thing as useless 
information. A skilled ‘comber’ is able to recognise a myriad of 
semiotic gems that would be ignored by the average person. High 
quality information is rarely obtained instantly. Patience is a virtue in 
the comber’s profession. Incomplete sequences usually form 
complete pictures in time; the source/s must be given space but 
visited frequently. Frequent appearances create familiarity and the 
visual habit of congruity. But it is a mistake to become close or too 
familiar, even if invited. Maintain ‘furniture’ familiarity status rather 
than friend or companion, most people are fools but it only takes one 
alert individual and you've lost your meal ticket and opulent lifestyle. 


For the activist/subversive every situation presents an opportunity, 
never dismiss anything; become a collector and in time you too could 
effect an outcome. [It is always the small that overcomes the large. ] 
The best plan can be decimated by a skerrick of information. Trust 
no one who makes approaches to you, remain alert and vigilant at all 
times. 


Coherent patterns are irresistible to the human mind; organisations 
are particularly susceptible to coherence and ‘symmetrical’ patterns, 
especially those that deal in information and finance. Life is full of 
ironies. 


The formation of meaningful patterns is an art without rules; the 
maintenance of plausibility and familiarity are the only requirements. 


If a particularly stubborn chain of information is incomplete it is 
advisable to juxtapose material from other sources, for example; | 
recently attended a talk on the polarising forces in the religions of 
Islam and Christianity. During the talk it became evident that the 
essential core of both religions is identical, the ‘authority’ of the text 
is at the heart of both belief systems. 


Islam is a lingua-centric religious doctrine, implying that God is 
Arabic or has adopted the Arabic cultural tradition; whereas in 
Christianity it is the message contained in the text that dominates. 
However, both adhere irrationally and fanatically to the authority of 
the text. This irrational view, common to all religions ie., that ‘sacred’ 
texts (written language) are a form of Divine expression borders on 
pathological un-reason as it is obvious that all texts are the 
productions of human culture. 


The text is the principal mode of expression of large civilisations. 
Writing was developed of necessity; large organised societies 
required records, record keepers and scribes for a multitude of 
reasons. Writing is both a product and medium of culture and as it is 
language — text becomes the perfect vehicle for those who wish to 
engage and frolic in a particular cultural mindset. 


The act of reading is a dynamic that unconsciously invites the author 
into the deepest recesses of the readers mind; the text is a powerful 
art form that may contain various subliminal codes specifically 
designed to harness the most emotionally responsive triggers in a 
particular culture. The reader easily adopts the passive attitude 
regardless of a ‘negative’ re-action to a text. The inanimate text 
requires decoding and that process requires an animate mind; 
please note that ‘animated’ engagement is necessary to decode a 
text, the reader must necessarily open the door to his/her entire 
consciousness and never forget that reading is an extremely passive 
process — it is the mind that contains all the cultural cues and 
information required to decode/understand the text. 


Engaging the mind at the very level of personal identity and values 


etc, is an extremely privileged position for the scribe or author and 
possibly a hazardous position for the reader. 


The mind does not exist outside of (or removed from) its content. 
The mind is culture, or the constant stream of cultural 
images/text/signs/symbols called thought. It is both a repository and 
medium of culture. A well-crafted text is not only able to engage the 
mind it has the ability to alter it. Everything you are today has been 
learnt; the mind is already trained as a passive recipient of data — 
you have just been violated and inoculated against future 
fabrications (9/11 etc). Common polarisations of light-dark, night-day, 
good-evil, love-hate, life-death etc, fall into the category of binary 
oppositions, that is, qualities that are mutually inter-dependent and 
cannot exist outside an oppositional relationship in order to create 
meaning. 


The following quote written 600 BC by Lao Tzu, highlights the point: 


“If not for the notion of beauty there would be no ugliness. 
If not for the notion of good there would be no evil. 


Polarities alternate one with the other and are mutually bound in 
opposition.” 


Meaning is eternally bound by mutual opposition (conflict). 


Thus, we define beauty against ugliness, life against death, good 
against evil etc, we cannot define anything culturally without relative 
comparisons or oppositions. Thus Gods (good) are defined against 
their opponents, Devils (evil) — antagonists and protagonists share 
equal power in relationship. 


It was put succinctly almost 3000 years ago by Lao TZu, an 
exceptional poet/sage: “If not for the notion of good there would be 
no evil.” [Where would America be today without “you're either with 
us or you’re with the terrorists.”A simplistic but clearly manufactured 
‘evil-good’ binary/dichotomy of enemies and allies?] 


Today America is without peer as the world’s leading civilian killing, 
therefore terrorist (by definition) nation — understanding and meaning 
however, has interchanged simply by shifting point of view; hence 
the USA has never been held accountable for committing the most 
heinous crimes known to humankind -- the mass murder of 3-4 
million innocent civilians in Indo-China and 1 million in Iraq and 
Central Asia -- yet its ‘opponents,’ accused of far lesser crimes, have 
been hauled before the disgracefully partial and clearly corrupt 
Hague Courts and prosecuted. 


Never before has the general intelligence and moral values of the 
masses been so offended by a single criminal nation, America. 


America’s thieving avarice and contempt for the world is beyond 
measure, yet that nation ‘would unsuccessfully attempt to rule the 
world,’ unaware that its transparent arguments, propaganda and 
violent methods have failed to convince allies and especially 
opponents. 


America, as is evidenced by recent history and its mass media, has 
become its own worst enemy by polarising its own population with its 
destructive (binary) power dynamic -- external dynamics internalise 
when they fail to gain traction or effect the chosen target. Binaries 
rotate and interchange radically unless another new dynamic is 
introduced like revolution/rebellion -- final destruction is therefore 
assured. Social implosion combined with almost universal external 
opposition spell inevitable doom for the USA. America is clearly 
headed for mob rule due to its own divisive policies. 


Truth exists only in contrast and is therefore dependent on '‘Lie' for its 
existence. In Milton's "Paradise Lost" for example, it is Satan who 
has the dominant role in a relational interplay with God, for very good 
reason. Truth (and God) require their opposites to define them and 
deliver meaning by contrast, both Truth and God are therefore 
defined and brought into existence by their opposites -- it is clear that 
the 'Lie' and ‘D/evil’ are the determining (dominant) factors. 


The next paper in the series will cover ‘Assembly and Presentation’. 


[Create your own ‘9/11’ and manipulate the masses with 
orchestrated events and bogus information — become a merchant of 
‘reality,’ creating dreams that others live by and nightmares that 
others die for. Or if that doesn’t appeal create your own world religion 
— that formula is simplicity itself.] 


Legalese: The above content is purely for entertainment purposes, 
the tradition of the social novelists notwithstanding. Truth can never 
be found on a page but an abundance of useful information is always 
available. The Art is knowing the difference. 
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Infinite Consciousness -- A no 
nonsense approach to Self- 
Realisation 


Brief Introduction 


The first expressions of this ebook took form on a website now 
decommissioned, so in order to maintain content availability to the 
public the author, poet and mystic, Lindsay Traynor, decided to allow 
me to edit and publish it as an ebook, which | was very pleased to 
do. 


Ebooks are a self-publishing medium and are designed to be read 
on portable digital devices which are prolific in the current era. Feel 
feel to share this work with friends and others, as it has been 
uploaded without restrictions though content copyright is automatic 
in most nations today. 


Thank you for your participation -- site moderator/editor 


Infinite Consciousness 


It should clearly be stated at the outset that we are all Enlightened 
beings, as we are born spontaneously Aware. However, 
superimposed cultural learning or socialisation veils our 
understanding and creates a type of amnesia of the fact. We are 
then faced with a paradox if we decide to pursue Enlightenment, how 
do we achieve or gain something we already have? 


The problem amounts to the absurdity of attempting to locate 
something more immediate than the nose on your face. 
Nonetheless, countless people attempt to solve that impossible 


paradox by utilising the means — culturally learned and 
superimposed behaviours -- which created the amnesia in the first 
instance, needless to say they fail miserably in the attempt as infinite 
consciousness is beyond language, sign and symbol? 


Consider various esoteric or mystical schools and their practices, 
what are they all designed to accomplish? Remembrance, nothing 
more, yet too often, certain practices designed to enlighten become 
circular and self-defeating, ‘raising’ the ‘Kundalini’ for example, 
remember, we are already enlightened but have forgotten our real 
identity or who we really are, notwithstanding that the word Kundalini 
refers to a kinetic, not dormant, “sleeping” force. 


Social animals are instinctively forced to embrace the group- 
mind/culture of the tribe, society or the ‘herd’ to which they/we 
belong in order to function and survive, which would not be a 
problem if that mind were attuned to the greater cosmic harmony; 
understand that infinity allows no imperfections as the slightest 
‘error’ or fault would have extinguished infinite existence, yet we 
exist as proof of the perfection of the continuous cosmic harmony -- 
you are not an accidental creation, though perversity of direction 
ensures extinction. 


A quick appraisal of the current human mental and social condition 
informs us that things are not socially or mentally right, discord and 
dis-harmony prevail, in fact things are downright destructive and 
perverse to the extreme, so achieving perfection becomes an 
imperative if we choose to survive in a high qualitative state. 


We are therefore faced with superimposed destructive perversity, 
which most people begrudgingly and painfully accept, or vainly 
attempt to evade/escape, or to constructively return to remembering 
and expressing our essential, harmonious nature, while continuing to 
function in a perverse, destructive society. 


It should be noted at this stage that every social space is ‘mapped’ 
by culture and if a new sub-cultural social space emerges and is not 
supported by widespread social reform, the dominant culture 


regardless of the degree of perversity, appropriates that space 
otherwise it may collapse in its present form, something not 
altogether undesirable these days. 


Some enlightened beings choose to opt out of the social, hermits, 
etc, others choose to physically remain in a mapped socially 
controlled space, including some mystics, artists and exceptional 
people in any vocation, nevertheless these outsiders continue to 
threaten the dominant culture if allowed to function freely; simply 
appreciate the amazing extent to which ‘medicine’ and the ‘Law’ go 
to incarcerate, or chemically constrain the ‘insane,’ ‘disturbed,’ ‘anti- 
social’ and ‘radical,’ though mystics fall into another category and are 
far too aware to be detected as other worldly, therefore as a threat. 


Nevertheless, every social space, particularly the culturally created 
group and individual ‘mind,’ has its inherent problems due to the 
imperfections of its creators, humans. 


The astute among you may have detected that ‘mind’ -- as distinct 
from aware consciousness -- and ‘culture’ have been used here 
synonymously. The reason is simple, everything you think, including 
who you imagine yourself to be, has been culturally created/learned, 
inclusive of the process of thought, which is nothing more than a 
train of finite cultural symbols and images, thoughts (language) 
which congest, more usually completely block, our view of infinity 
and veil REALITY as it is! 


A little -- the more the better -- self-confrontation, as opposed to 
denial or self-deception, is necessary to proceed, which awakening 
process the dominant, perverse culture abhors, as it starkly reveals 
the tortuous state of our minds and of course, the destructive culture 
it reflects. 


| therefore recommend for those not yet anchored in enlightened 
bliss to avoid today’s mass media like the plague, as it clearly is the 
reinforcing agent of cultural perversity and social slavery. 


However, if we decide to strive for clarity and the source of our being 
then every perversity will be overcome — relax, be assured that all 
perversities are dissolved in the instant of Real-isation. 


Self-confrontation, not projection, avoidance or denial, reveals what? 
Our real personal and social condition, which is what, need | ask? 
Misery, in a word, interrupted only briefly with moments of joy, again, 
simply appreciate the condition of your mind and the culture that 
produced it for verification of the obvious. 


To outwit and eliminate the deleterious effects of mental/cultural 
perversity or inculcated misery, we harness misery and all its 
relations and transform them into assistants by utilising them as 
drivers in our (now) quest for Truth/reality. 


We have already defeated a great enemy, though you may not have 
noticed, the social forces that view things as binary categories, 
‘positive-negative, good-evil’ etc, which opposites do not exist in 
clear unified space. In effect we effectively transmute problems into 
constructive assistants and once we have begun we need not focus 
on the once ‘sorrowful’ source of achieving the desired result. | 
should mention that immediate relief from our numerous self- 
maintained, culturally imposed burdens is experienced as soon as 
we take our very first step in the direction of harmony, as infinite 
existence responds and delights in our new direction to return to its 
inherent harmony, peace and indescribable joy. 


Wings of Desire 


People are distracted by objects of desire 

and afterward repent of the lust they’ve indulged 
because they have indulged a phantom 

and are left even farther from Reality than before. 


Your desire for the illusory could be a wing 
by means of which a seeker might ascend to Reality. 


When you have indulged a lust your wing drops off; 
you become lame, abandoned by a fantasy. 


Preserve the wing and don't indulge lust 
so that the wing of desire may bear you to Paradise. 


People fancy they are enjoying themselves 
but they are really tearing off their wings 
for the sake of an illusion. 


Jalaludin Rumi 
“What you seek is seeking you.” -- Rumi 


Humans are created beings, a very small part of the cosmic whole, 
as such we are all permanently connected to the principle that 
created us/everything and are able to trace our origins, via 
consciousness, back to its source. Consciousness is our most 
precious inheritance from cosmic creation and what an astounding 
gift it is. 


We are all born with it in pristine form but demands on our survival 
soon disturb its natural, free-flowing process, this is unavoidable as 
we are all programmed like other animals to learn from our parents 
and social environment in order to survive. The need to learn is 
instinctive as it is in the animal kingdom, however, what we learn as 
humans is not necessarily advantageous to our personal well being 
and survival as a species; for instance, consider the dominant 
culture’s attempts to naturalise ‘perpetual war’; war as we all know, is 
the most anti-survival activity that any person or social group could 
engage in, in fact, it is the height of perversity and destruction both to 
ourselves as a species and to the natural environment, which 
destructive process now threatens to make tenable life on our planet 
extremely difficult. 


Responsibility for our condition at any given time falls squarely on 
our shoulders regardless of all other considerations and 
circumstances, it is our responsibility to change our lives not that of 


some politician, priest, psychologist or self-styled guru, most of 
whom have a vested interest in us as a resource (obedient slaves) if 
we sub-scribe to their world view. Faced with the gross and obvious 
perversity of our time, we have two choices, to go with cultural 
perversity/socialisation process or to become completely aware of 
our independence/freedom and realise our full potential. If you are 
reading this | would hope that you are of the latter group. 


However, prior to any external change an inner change must first 
occur otherwise we fall into a repetitive, circular cycle of perversity, 
as repeated human history clearly informs us. The reason for that is 
simple to understand. Without clear perception and awareness no 
really new vision is possible as everything we think and do is a 
product of the perverse culture that socialised us all into its 
nightmare. 


Self-Realisation today has become an imperative if we wish to 
survive and free ourselves from the bondage of imposed perverse 
patterns of behaviour. So you see, | am not describing some fad or 
new age drivel designed to enslave feeble minds, | am addressing 
the most fundamental core issue of our existence, ‘freedom from the 
known,’ to borrow a phrase. The first r/evolution must occur within 
before anything really new is able to be envisaged and formulated 
without, | hope that is now self-evident. 


We therefore arrive at the threshold of real change or transformation 
but are not fully equipped to make progress, however, as previously 
stated nature has provided us with all the necessities for real change 
or transformation to occur. What we may lack, though technically we 
lack nothing if our passion is strong enough, is the means by which 
to facilitate that transformation; the means to which | refer have been 
utilised successfully since at least the dawn of civilisation. They 
consist of a number of simple disciplines to assist in our de- 
conditioning/de-socialisation, which processes lead to what was 
there prior to unavoidable corruption, remember, you were 
completely innocent as a new born babe. 


A brief description is now warranted. 


To realise our true selves we must first eliminate anything that hides 
or obstructs our view/perception or our ability to see things as they 
really are; our perceptive ability must be cleansed of all 
formulated/pre-scribed’ ways of seeing, which in fact are not seeing 
at all, they are learned, limited ‘seeing'/blinding habits in fact. To 
illustrate | need only refer to the Inuit people that have more than a 
dozen words for ‘snow’ while we in the west have one — the reason 
is simple, survival in any harsh, unforgiving environment requires 
acute sensitivity and knowledge of that environment, ‘snow’ is not 
snow when you step on it and plunge into a crevasse and perish, so 
the Inuit are able to identify dangerous snow from other snow while 
we ‘see’ only one snow. And so it is with limited perception or 
‘seeing’ ability which is governed by our social and physical 
environment for good or ill. Nevertheless, we are able to become 
fully perceptive and aware by mastering a few simple disciplines 
tested and proven over the ages by many human groups. 


Mind 


Throughout this discourse | have referred to the mind as socially 
created, as it is driven by thought, which is comprised of cultural 
symbols or language, which is not an entirely accurate statement as 
the mind is actually its content, thought. Without thought there is no 
mind, which does not mean we become gibbering idiots, to the 
contrary, we become aware or super-conscious, as our innate infinite 
consciousness is then freed from the imposed finite limitations of 
thought/mind. | cannot prove the assertion that thought is mind on 
paper; however, anyone could put it to the test by simply ceasing to 
think, try it and you will soon discover that the mind/thought is out of 
control, try as you might thought constantly intrudes, as it’s habitual 
and habits are hard to break we are told -- which is untrue but more 
on that later. 


With a little persistent practice of quieting the mind, which Buddhist 
monks do as a matter of course, thought finally ceases and we are 
left with the indescribable wonder of our innate, expansive, all- 
embracing, creative consciousness, which is free to do what it was 
designed to do, to see and appreciate things as they really are and 
to create/arrive at decisions based on REALITY, not on 
superimposed cultural illusions and deceptions. 


It becomes clear that the majority of people are not only slaves to 
thought/culture and all the associated emotional fears and 
pathologies inherent in that unfortunate situation, they are also 
clearly too frightened and/or ignorant to pursue freedom or liberation 
— the slave that is mentally shackled is unaware that he has the key 
to his chains in his hand. Slavery or compliance to the status quo 
seems the only alternative to the ‘blind’ so the slave vainly attempts 
to make the best of it while living in misery, fear and cultural 
confinement. The result of this unnecessary tragedy is the current 
appalling condition of the world; entire populations are being led by 
the nose to their destruction and evermore social 
containment/oppression without resistance, due to fear. 


| hope it is now clear why | initially stated that the only sure path to 
freedom r/evolution is personal liberation/transformation, as no really 
new social vision, effective strategy or lasting change could occur 
without it. Notwithstanding all the while that the key to the jail cell 
door, as the mystic poet Rumi put it, is in the hand of the prisoner. 


"One of the marvels of this world is the sight of a soul sitting in prison 
with the key in its hand." -- Jalaludin Rumi 


The vast majority are therefore party to their own enslavement and 
are entirely responsible for their own misery, as everyone feels, due 
to our cosmic inheritance, the tug of truth constantly alerting them to 
the fact that something is terribly wrong. And be assured that 
nagging feeling will never cease until the situation is remedied 
regardless of how many cultural/media distractions, drugs, 
avoidance/denial and titillations you pursue or are swamped with by 
culture. 


So for those truly heroic people ready to take responsibility for their 
lives and face the most terrifying challenges, as your worst fears are 
contained in your own mind, | continue. 


Prior to clear unfettered perception, thought must cease, as thought 
is inherently biased and comprised of all our learned conceptions 
and myriad other perversities. The mind is also laden with 
emotionally charged images which induce learned reflexive 
responses, particularly fear; if | say “Muslim” today you could actually 
measure the response on people with a galvanometer, such is the 
power of the cultural mass media in corrupting our perceptions, 
awareness and responses. 


The Kiss We Crave 

There is a certain kiss we crave 

with our entire being, 

the touch of spirit on body. 

The sea begs the pear! to open its shell 


And the lily, how passionately it yearns for some wild darling. 


At night, | open the window and ask the moon 
to come and press its face against mine -- 


Breathe into me. 
Close the language door and open the love window. 


The moon does not enter by the door, 
only by the window. 


Jalaludin Rumi 


Rather than elaborate further on the cause of slavery, ignorance and 
delusion | would now focus on the solution, as the previous point has 
been made. However, a few cogent warnings are necessary. 


Ochre-robed ‘Gurus’ 


A trip to India, the home of hypocritical, debauched, ‘K-Mart’ gurus, 
provides incontrovertible proof of the multi-million dollar, cult of 
personality worship that the ‘guru industry’ is today. 


Given that most popular gurus prey on the feeble minded and 
gullible and exploit them sexually and financially, they are such a 
scourge today that exposure becomes a necessity. | would refer to 
the largely un-corrupted Sanskrit Indian literary tradition itself to 
expose them. 


Traditionally, ochre coloured robes or dress denotes celibacy and the 
renunciation of the world, particularly wealth or the accruing of 
money, which as everyone should know is the root of evil. However, 
in the most blatant manifestation of hypocrisy, most, if not all, 
popular gurus are shameless money grubbers, narcissists and 
sexual predators; | cite Swami Muktananda, Swami Satyananda and 
Sai Baba, as already exposed sordid examples; ample information 
on these characters is available in the public domain and | need only 
refer to a few typical examples here. Sai Baba, who in reality was a 
cheap (video-exposed) trickster and homosexual predatory 
paedophile, was indirectly responsible for having a number of boys 
he sexually abused murdered by his organisation to save his 
reputation and millions in assets. 


Lesser gurus, though equally as fraudulent and sordid, such as 
Swami Gitananda of Pondicherry and numerous other ochre-robed, 
non-celibate hypocrites, though not as materially ‘successful’ and 
notorious as the above examples, nevertheless, exhibit the exact 
same gross personality flaws and pathologies, which the Indian 
tradition clearly states are not to be found in genuine teachers. 


| recall one of many instances of Gitananda’s pathological lying, 
remember, another name for ‘God/Infinity/Consciousness’ is Truth. 
On one occasion, though there were many too numerous to cite, an 
elderly, wandering Indian ascetic visited his ashram in Pondicherry, 


Gitananda claimed the visiting ascetic, attended by his devoted 
assistant, was 120 years of age and reached this level of longevity 
through yoga practice, though he was clearly infirm and required 
constant attendance and assistance. Some of Gitananda’s pupils 
were dubious of the claim and simply inquired directly from the man 
himself and his assistant and asked what age he was, without 
hesitation or pretense the answer was 74! So much for truth and 
integrity for this ochre-robed sensualist and fraud; furthermore, only 
a few left his ashram as a result, leaving the weaker, dependent 
types to pursue ‘realisation’ with this obvious barrel of shit. 


Gitananda never stopped lying as he was clearly victim to numerous 
severe pathological problems. He was disgraced by the local Indian 
community when one of his American female students, now head of 
the ashram, gave birth to his child, though he never ceased wearing 
his ochre robes of celibacy and renunciation! 


Today, however, the situation in India is far worse with numerous 
fraudulent mass media Baba’s gaining huge popularity and wealth 
via television. So it is hoped that seeking outside oneself is 
abandoned as no-one is able to give you what you already possess, 
notwithstanding the very real chances that your life would be ruined 
by these exploitative and debauched frauds. It should also be 
mentioned that anyone that claims ‘authority’ or ‘lineage’ from any of 
the above self-serving clowns and frauds, is either deluded or worse, 
party to the same frauds, hypocrisies and exploitative self-serving 
practices. 


It should be remembered that the two great historical saviours of the 
world, Gautama Buddha and Jesus Christ both detested money, 
temporal power, hypocrisy and corruption. 


“Be still and know that | am God,” is the simple lesson of the past 
and present that ensures success. 


Removing the Veil 


| referred earlier to Buddhist monks that practice stilling the mind 
thereby eliminating the incessant flow of thought activity as a matter 
of course; indeed, Buddhist monks have been doing this for 
millennia, | state this for those that are apprehensive about ‘losing 
their minds,’ as indeed that is the object of the exercise but be 
assured there is nothing to fear. 


As mentioned previously the mind is only thought comprised of finite, 
learned cultural signs, symbols and images (language) whereas 
consciousness unfettered is our inheritance from infinite cosmic 
creation. Now, quite obviously, infinity and the finite are mutually 
exclusive that is why we are not aware of our real identity, the train of 
thought veils and interferes with the flow of consciousness and 
prevents us from realising our full potential and Reality as it is, 
though in moments of quiet reflection and repose the light of 
consciousness leaks through the larger gaps between thoughts and 
inspires us. 


We need only follow the tried and tested methods of calming the 
mind to become aware, as the Buddha discovered for himself. It 
should also be noted that after achieving quiescence or Nirvana the 
Buddha did not become pretentious, strutting about declaring himself 
a learned God-man, he remained humble and accessible as a 
normal human being though his passion for life, freedom and Truth 
placed him at odds with the corrupt, ruling Brahmin priest class, 
which he never ceased attacking, most readers would note the 
similarity between Buddha and Jesus in that regard. 


Now, many saints and sinners have become self-realised throughout 
history but few have profoundly changed the societies in which they 
lived and indeed spread their message throughout the world. The 
reason for the ‘reach’ of great sages like Buddha and Jesus is that 
they allowed universal consciousness/love to flow through them 
unimpeded by selfish personality flaws or other common 
psychological ills and vices. The effect they had on other human 
beings was profound as universal consciousness is common to all 
humanity and speaks directly to the heart. Their followers who 


attained a similar state spread the message of their masters via the 
same means, compassion, love, awareness and ‘heart 
communication,’ which bypasses book learning/mind. This is also 
true of the spread of early Islam, however, all three religions 
organised after the death of their founders have been thoroughly 
corrupted since, particularly Islam, which today disdains mystics of 
their own tradition, particularly Rumi, one of the world’s favourite 
poets that was able to transmit his awareness and love via his 
poetry, an incredibly difficult task. 


| hope the above assures, inspires and makes you eager to embrace 
the one universal consciousness common to all humanity, which 
characteristics are infinite compassion, love, joy, peace and 
harmony. 


We begin with real meditation, not something you do for a period of 
time, like going to church on Sunday and then immersing yourself in 
the perversity of cultural life for the rest of the week; real meditation 
is a 24 hour a day process which should be maintained for the rest of 
your life, how so? 


Attitude is the very first principle, our mental and physical behaviour 
changes with our attitude and | hope this discourse has sufficiently 
inspired you to change your attitude and focus on becoming the 
loving, sharing, joyful human being you were born to be. 


The Jar with the Dry Rim 


Consciousness is a mysterious ocean... 
that | and many worlds inhabit, though dimly seen! 


Our body is a small boat floating on the ocean; 
soon it will be swamped and sink... 
Not one bubble will remain to indicate where it sank. 


The Spirit is so immediate you cannot see it! 
But reach for it ...don't be a jar full of water, 
whose rim is always dry. 


Don't be the rider who gallops all night 
and never sees the horse that is beneath him. 


Jalaludin Rumi 


We have learned that enlightenment is perfectly natural not some 
secret mysterious process and that we are born spiritually complete, 
a gift/consequence of cosmic creation. We have also learned not to 
seek foolishly outside ourselves for something we already possess, | 
would caution against surrendering self-determination to another as 
the other is involved in their own affairs. We have also learned that 
unavoidable cultural socialisation, due to its perverse nature, veils 
reality, and | would emphasise there is no point bitching about 
circumstances, we deal with matters as they are and apply remedies 
where applicable. | have also mentioned how the universe delights 
when created beings decide to return ‘home’ — and it will encourage 
you in your new endeavour with ample immediate rewards in the 
form of peace, love then ultimate bliss and perfect knowledge, know 
this now, though it would soon become apparent if you persist. Every 
step you take toward truth/reality is rewarded by reality/truth taking 
five steps toward you, so be comforted by the fact that if you ‘walk 
toward God,’ God runs to greet and embrace you, from the Quran in 
fact. 


The only effort required on our part is removing the veil, which allows 
the light, joy and wonder of reality to saturate your being. We do this 
by simply letting go, not fighting thought, or the veiling process. 


By far the most efficient meditation method is simply “letting go” of 
thought, however, initially this may prove somewhat difficult as 
thought is a habit, nevertheless, all bad habits are easily broken by 
simply adhering to a decision without unnecessary drama or 
vexation. 


Consciousness must be allowed to flow unimpeded so distractions 
should be eliminated or minimised until what distracts us today is 
neutralised tomorrow. 


The most immediate physical distractions usually arise from our 
bodies, so they must be strengthened by persistent, simple training 
to be physically firm but relaxed, by this | do not mean rigid or 
strained, the spine is naturally curved and bolt-upright sitting 
positions are to be avoided in favour of erect ease, which places our 
centre of gravity just below the navel -- when our physical centre of 
gravity is established sitting erect for extended periods becomes 
easy, you will soon discover this for yourself without undue attention. 


During the course of my early travels in the Australian outback and 
desert regions | noticed that traditional Australian Aboriginals never 
lose connection with their physical centre of gravity, while sitting, 
walking, running, dancing and hunting, this was particularly evident 
during ritual dance and stalking prey with traditional spears and 
spear throwers. Tribal Aboriginals moved with such grace and 
astonishing fluidity it was a pleasure to behold their movements as 
they were instinctively attuned to their centre of gravity just below the 
navel without any mental interference. All human beings are able to 
locate this centre as you would soon discover. 


By adopting a ‘firm’ and easy erect sitting posture -- initially a folded 
towel or a firm cushion may assist by elevating the buttocks -- 
physical distractions are eliminated/minimised and we are left free to 
focus our attention on stillness and mental calm. If thoughts race in 
during the initial stages simply let them go and return to calm, the 
interfering static of incessant thought will soon subside and a sense 
of well being will begin to establish itself, an unmistakable sensation. 
You are never left abandoned or forlorn by infinite creation/‘God.’ 


When beginning the practice allot certain times of the day and night 
to meditation and establish a routine, comfortably extend the 
duration as you develop, do not vary it or jump from one 
‘concentration’ method to another, never force anything and never 
break this new, constructive habit and you will soon reap wonderful 
rewards; we are creating a new positive approach/habit to remove 
old destructive habits, lifestyles and fears. 


"Sitting quietly, doing nothing, 
Spring comes, and the grass grows by itself." 


"The blue mountains are of themselves blue mountains; 
The white clouds are of themselves white clouds." -- Zen Proverbs 


Fraser Island 
It’s the moments in life that are most enduring 


alone on the hundred mile sandy beach of Fraser Island 
the north and south ends disappear in mist 
intimating infinity 


the sea laps at my feet devoid of surfers and fishermen, 
pristine and perfect in its natural solitude 


wild brumbies graze shore grasses 
while a dingo lingers and peers at the foals, 
safe under the watchful eye of the stallion 


dolphins break the surface regularly 

in un-threatening seas, 

everything at that moment is perfect 
including my seeming out of place intrusion 


but the warm breeze that moves through the trees and grasses 
assures me I'm welcome, 
the earth and all its creatures fit perfectly in paradise 


LT 
Let It Go 


do rivers require help flowing to the sea 
or does the grass need assistance to grow? 


in its place everything glides effortlessly 
but out of place life becomes toil and chaos 


misguided and perverse souls write ‘holy’ texts 
and make pronouncements, with ‘authority’ 

to enslave and displace humanity 

from its natural harmony and power 

they then declare that life is a veil of tears 

and that blood, sweat and tears 

are the natural state of humankind 


the few know better 

and are easily able to discern truth 
and identify the lies that poison minds 
and enslave humanity 


take time to walk at night during a full moon 
and allow it to teach u how easy it all is 
when you have not been displaced 

from your rightful place 


allow the sun and all life to guide and teach u 

during day 

and allow the moon to soothe u 

at night; 

before long u will understand all that is worth knowing 


this universe is an open book if u have eyes to see 
and its creator does not hide behind the lies of men 


read the natural world which perverse humanity fears 
and attempts to destroy, 

overcome perversity and ignorance, 

u were born free 

and no man has natural authority over another. 


the tide ebbs and flows effortlessly 
the salty wind invigorates my face 

i lift my head and catch the last stars 
that defer their light 

to the golden orb and breaking day 


LT 


Progress 


If you pursue your new practice as outlined above and | sincerely 
hope you do, the benefits of ‘letting go’ meditation will grow in you 
like a tree whose branches will eventually extend to infinity bearing 
the fruit of sublime peace and indescribable joy. You will be guided 
by the unmistakable feeling of well being growing within you until it 
overflows into every aspect of your being. flooding you with intuitive 
understanding, clearer perceptions and heightened awareness. 
However, if you fail to pursue your practice you would soon return to 
your previous state of limited awareness and troubled mental 
function, supported of course by the clearly perverse culture in which 
you live. 


Forewarned is forearmed, so | should mention some of the most 
common pitfalls that defeat practitioners in the early stages, as 
nothing is able to defeat you when you mature in your practice and 
your metaphorical ‘tree’ grows sturdy and is able to weather any 
storm, indeed, you will become completely imperturbable to outside 
negative ‘disturbances’ — and note that a disturbance only becomes 
a disturbance once it enters your being. 


The most common pitfall is viewing meditation as a ‘pill’ or a yoga 
concentration ‘party trick’ administered to make you feel better or 
give you some temporary high. In contrast the benefits of real 
meditation are unmistakable and enduring, however, they only 
endure and grow if meditation is constant, which means that real 
meditation does not cease when you rise from your seat. 


You take your growing awareness and peace with you, so to speak, 
throughout the day and apply it when performing necessary tasks. 
That means that at no time do you lose your focus, as only a still, 
imperturbable mind is able to maintain focus. | cannot emphasise 
this point enough, as it is the most common error or pitfall to which 
practitioners fall victim. ‘Letting go’ means that your mental faculty 


loses its culturally learned habit of ‘stickiness,’ Buddhist monks 
correctly refer to the meditative mind as a polished mirror upon 
which no dust could settle, a very apt metaphor. Of course the most 
profound periods of meditation, in the early stages, are experienced 
when you sit in dedicated pursuit, however, as you progress the 
heightened levels of harmony, peace and joy achieved while ‘sitting’ 
are maintained regardless of whatever activity you perform or 
whatever environmental situation you face — and therein lies the 
open secret of real meditation, meditation is a way of life, as only a 
new way of life is able to entirely displace the old. Your new “attitude” 
should guide you in this regard. 


As you progress you will lose your culturally learned tendency to 
engage distractions and wallow in destructive mental and physical 
habits, as your heightened awareness easily sees things as they are 
not as they are presented; you need not tussle with issues of 
gluttony/wrong eating, prescription and other drugs or whatever the 
case may be. Nothing ‘negative,’ destructive or enslaving adheres to 
the meditative mind or is able to gain a foothold, as you will soon 
discover for yourself if you pursue your meditation. 


Real meditation is a universal panacea that cures all manner of 
psychological ills for the person not lost to chronic disturbances, 
which require specialised attention, usually not from medicos 
captured by big pharmaceutical companies; however, | am able to 
say that a host of such disturbances have already been overcome by 
meditation alone. What better form of ‘cure’ exists for the troubled 
mind than that provided by nature or the cosmic push to 
harmonisation, integration and peace? Have no doubts in this 
regard, furthermore, you will soon prove the matter for yourself if you 
persist in your practice. 


Mystic Mountain 


legend and tales speak of a mountain 
so high the low clouds have never touched its peak 


those who have attempted to climb it vanish 
never to be seen again 


yet its appeal grows stronger, 
more alluring, urging many to conquer its peak 
or disappear trying - 


| was also seized 
and grew determined to reach its summit 


i had no difficulty locating it far beyond the visible horizon 
in a range strangely familiar - 
its jagged spurs and deadly ravines did not intimidate me 


i climbed its summit with ease 

and wondered how it gained its fearsome reputation - 
the clouds from its lofty heights 

appeared like gathered sheep grazing below 

yet i could breathe easy without rasping - 


conquering this mountain required less effort 
than a Stroll by the sea 
which made me wonder all the more 


when | finally descended to the plains below 
previously welcoming and friendly villagers 
failed to acknowledge my presence 


after days making futile attempts to be seen 
and brag of my conquest 
i realised i no longer physically existed to the people below 


| had no choice but to ascend the mountain again 
and attempt to fathom its secret 


upon reaching its peak a second time 
it finally dawned on me that somewhere on its craggy slopes 


i had lost my life, which explained the ease of the climb 
to the summit 


after reflecting on all the events i could remember 
i decided to continue my climb from its peak! 


i took one step and entered paradise 
where i was greeted warmly like a long lost friend 


LT 
The Price of Kissing 


| would love to kiss you.' 
[But]The price of kissing is your life.' 


Now my loving is running toward my life shouting, 
‘What a bargain ..' 


Jalaludin Rumi 


As you progress destructive habits will fall away, replaced by your 
growing sense of integration and harmony with the cosmic push to 
enlightenment. Your diet should change of its own accord in favour 
of nutritious natural foods that promote health and physical well 
being, however, | caution against using your cultural mind to 
‘regiment’ eating habits, simply listen to your innate instincts in this 
regard and guard against ‘policing’ yourself, as many health fanatics 
do, you will soon discover that the most important aspect of health is 
an integrated, healthy, meditative mind that your practice gifts you. 


Western culture is geared intentionally toward titillations and 
enslaving distractions especially sexual overindulgence, | would 
mention here that the sexual centre is the engine which supplies the 
body with vital energy, called prana and chi in the east and aether in 
the west, there is no more efficient means to deplete your vital neural 
energy than over indulging in sex. However, be relaxed about this 
issue, not answering a false call, as in the early stages of meditation 


sensations in the sacral and pelvic regions are not uncommon. It 
simply means your vital energies are rousing and seeking the 
pathway to heaven. Neither accept, reject nor judge these neural 
movements as they will find their own natural course if not interfered 
with. 


| am not advocating celibacy, allow loving sexual expression to 
achieve its balance in your life; nevertheless that balance should be 
far removed from western standards of sexual obsession and 
overindulgence. Also, be aware of debauched ‘yoga teachers’ that 
hide behind ‘Tantra,’ which is couched in symbolic not literal 
language, too many of these ‘teachers’ exploit their students for self- 
serving reasons, be aware. A simple glance at the person will inform 
you of their state of being, as no-one is able to hide what they really 
are, exploiters and degenerates are easily identified. 


If not interfered with this natural energy will accumulate in the solar 
plexus and spread throughout the body to heal, strengthen and 
fortify, a certain glow becomes noticeable in meditators but allow its 
expression of its own accord -- as stated numerous times, 
enlightenment is a perfectly natural process, no interference or force 
is necessary, simply persistent in meditation. 


Many other psychic sensations including extra-sensory powers may 
be experienced as you progress, however, the same attitude should 
apply, neither, accept, reject nor judge them and you will soon reap 
the ultimate reward. Be guided by your sense of inner calm at all 
times and the profound peace, joy and well being that grows as you 
practice and you will not fall victim to lesser stages/distractions along 
the way — telepathy or clairvoyance are simply other forms of 
sensory/psychic awareness and our goal lies beyond the five 
physical and other psychic senses, though these powers may prove 
beneficial after achieving Realisation. 


Culture or the World 


It is tempting to rhapsodise over the ecstatic bliss, knowledge, 
profound peace and complete freedom that Realisation grants, 
something | refrain from doing as the task is a highly personal 
process and more than ample guidance is available as we progress. 
The other reason is | am loath to venture into this trap as it distracts 
and feeds the perverse cultural mind, though external seeking is 
worth a mention. 


Readers familiar with popular authors of the so-called ‘new age’ 
movement, are enthralled with the discourses and texts produced, 
especially their semantic play, which is best described as ‘flower 
arranging.’ Some authors, particularly Deepak Chopra, nothing 
personal, are extremely proficient in this art; the imagination of 
readers investing ‘meaning’ where it doesn't exist runs rampant 
when fed with these essentially meaningless, allusions, inferences 
and colourful textual word plays, and in the end absolutely nothing is 
gained by the reader except perhaps a temporary lift provided by 
overly rich, essentially meaningless descriptions, which in essence 
are counter-productive, a waste of time and should be avoided. 


As stated earlier, finite (language) and the infinite are mutually 
exclusive and so while we need written communication for practical 
purposes it should be concise instructive and directly to the point, an 
approach the ‘new age’ movement is loath to embrace as it lives on 
flowery illusions — millions of dollars are made word-juggling, with no 
appreciable sustained benefit for readers; furthermore, this language 
creates what are culturally known as ‘space cadets,’ feeble minded, 
highly impressionable, unstable types, so for obvious and other valid 
reasons | refrain, though as a poet | am easily able to produce these 
colourful, meaningless descriptions. However, | am fully aware | 
have a responsibility to my fellow human beings to assist in their 
integration not dissipate their already dissipated cultural minds/lives. 


In contrast to the flowery Californian new age movement | refer to 
one of the last true Indian saints who lived and died prior to the 
explosion on that subcontinent of the ‘K-Mart guru’ industry and the 
hundreds of ochre-robed frauds that inhabit it today. Ramana 


Maharishi was a spiritual giant of a man, following are some 
memorable quotes: 


- All worldly knowledge is petty and trivial knowledge; the experience 
of silence alone is the real and perfect knowledge. 


- You are awareness. Awareness is another name for you. 
- He who imagines he is the doer is also the sufferer. 


- The self-realised soul established in “turiya,” the fourth state or 
supreme reality, detachedly witnesses the three other states, waking, 
dreaming and dreamless sleep, as pictures superimposed on it. 


- Creation is neither good nor bad; it is as it is. It is the human mind 
which places all sorts of constructions on it, seeing things from its 
own angle and interpreting them to suit its own interests. 


Reading the discourses of this awakened soul does not harm or 
distract, the opposite is true; | heartily recommend reading Ramana’s 
discourses. 


Another more recent aware soul was Jiddu Krishnamurti, who | had 
the good fortune to encounter in Madras in ’71. ‘K,’ as he was 
affectionately referred to, clarified the relationship of the (finite) mind 
with culture and essentially stated that culture finds its life in the 
minds of those that have been socialised by it, in other words culture 
exists and is sustained in your mind, it derives all its perverse power 
by mutual reinforcement via the mass media and subscription via 
‘education’/socialisation. After Realisation culture is no longer able to 
enslave and you are able to function in the world but not be of it. 
Prior to self-Realisation culture finds all its sustaining power in you. 


Viewed from the vantage of self-Realisation (outside the finite mind) 
culture becomes what it is, a perverse and destructive fabrication 
hanging on a thread, which requires constant reinforcement in order 
to survive. Furthermore, realised beings are exceptionally qualified to 
reform culture as they view it from a clear, detached perspective and 


are easily able to envision new harmonious, non-destructive 
directions and of course aware beings are easily able to detect 
extremely vulnerable areas which only require a minimum of 
energy/force in order to subvert the entire process/system. However, 
if we ignorantly apply prescribed formulas based on existing cultural 
material, such as Marxism or any other ‘ism,’ then nothing really new 
is created and history is doomed to forever repeat itself. Krishnamurti 
stated that ‘we are the world’ and if we wish to reform it we must first 
reform ourselves, there is no escaping this obvious prerequisite. 


As previously stated, socialisation by culture is unavoidable, 
however, continued subscription to culture is completely avoidable. 
Anyone at any time is able to free themselves from the enslaving 
mental shackles of any culture. 


Observations 


It should now be clear that socialised beings are slaves and are 
easily managed by culture as they are subject to it. For the heroes 
and heroines that seek total freedom, Self-Realisation becomes an 
imperative as indeed there is no other option available to escape the 
perverse socialised, cultural mind, which in fact is the home of 
culture. 


It is comforting to know that we are assisted in achieving Realisation 
by the most powerful and benevolent force in existence, the living, 
infinite cosmos, which loves nothing more than its created conscious 
beings returning to its sublime harmony, peace and joy. 


You would soon discover all the above yourselves if you persist in 
your meditation 24 hours per day as previously outlined. Understand 
and experience the character of infinity and its qualities; be also 
comforted by the fact that many have achieved Realisation within a 
year of dedicated practice, and never forget that Realisation is your 
natural state and that you are born to it! 


Culture offers no solutions at this stage of its devolution, as is 
abundantly clear today. The infinite universe not only contains all 
knowledge, which it necessarily shares with its entire creation, it is 
also the greatest creative and healing power available. 


Consider all the branches of science, including medicine, and its 
obsessive need to ‘control’ the world rather than merge with its 
natural harmony. Science insistently relies on limited empirical 
‘measurable’ knowledge; now, the Sanskrit word ‘maya’ which many 
translate as illusion also means ‘to measure’ that is why maya is 
considered to be the veiling power. 


Reality/truth is indeed infinite continuity not a static, limited, 
measurable object, which is why it will always evade science. Infinity 
is a kinetic process in a constant state of creative, harmonious 
expansion, transformation and flux. The perfection of the cosmos is 
self-evident if one considers that the tiniest error in its design over 
infinite ‘time’ would have extinguished creation yet here we are, 
though our tenure has become precarious due to cultural perversity. 


Make the comparison yourself — we see the destructive effects of 
limited, misdirected science and all its productions today; science 
has brought humanity to the brink of extinction via all its disruptive 
effects on the natural world, pollution induced climate change and 
numerous other toxic and lethal productions/weapons. Narrowing our 
view to the empirical five senses has led us here. ‘Conscious’ 
humans have many more than ‘five’ senses, the higher of which 
reveal the play of cosmic harmony and other dimensions, an area of 
awareness that scientists intentionally block via their obsession with 
measurement. It follows that not to be aware of the greater cosmic, 
immeasurable, harmony of universal life is to easily fall victim to 
death and destruction — again, simply look around today for 
verification. 


It becomes the height of absurdity to attempt to place any limits on 
infinity, which by nature is creatively expanding, as infinity by 
definition cannot be a static measurable force/object, it is by nature 
beginning-less and endless. 


All creation shares/connects to this infinite impulse which is why our 
innate, inherited consciousness, as opposed to the culturally created 
perverse mind, is infinite -- you would soon discover this for yourself 
if you persist in meditation — let it go to let ‘it’ flow. 


Persistence and Adversity 


| cannot emphasise enough to persist in your practice and to return 
to your meditation constantly regardless of how many interruptions 
you may experience; interruptions may occur due to environmental 
circumstances and/or internal turmoil at various times. | am also 
aware that this reminder may appear to be unnecessary for those 
practitioners that have made rapid gains and enjoy the innumerable 
benefits that continuous meditation has already bestowed, however, 
anyone, including myself in the past, could fail at any time including 
at the threshold of the sublime prize, such is the power of ingrained 
negative habits over a lifetime. Regaining what was lost then 
becomes more difficult than our initial endeavour, which is the cost of 
failure or prolonged breaks in focus. Nevertheless, we are never left 
bereft or forlorn if we return to our practice; the world is only able to 
ensnare us if we allow it. Your success is guaranteed if you persist to 
the end (new beginning). 


Never attempt to emulate others in any way as you are a uniquely 
created being and how you express your growing awareness will 
reflect that uniqueness. Regimentation or behavioural conformity 
imposed by another or by the environment, including even prison, 
should be dealt with in the knowledge that only the creator is able to 
extinguish your ‘light/flame’; fear no man nor any circumstance, 
simply cling all the harder to your practice and the growing light 
within you and deal with any challenge as there is always a way 
through, the creative force is not our tormentor, we are! 


Society/culture has trained us to be weak, easily led and constantly 
afraid, as it suits nefarious elite interests. Be acutely aware of the 
appalling influence of the elite-owned mass media in maintaining a 
perverse status quo and NEVER SUCCUMB, you will be rewarded if 


you quietly prevail against any thing or force that may attempt to 
undermine your practice and growth. 


Also be aware that culture fears enlightened and aware beings for 
obvious reasons, they are FREE and their courage and 
independence pose a threat to the maintenance of the perverse 
status quo; allow your growing intuition to guide you safely through 
any situation, and remember that no external created entity is able to 
extinguish your flame, which is eternal. 


It may appear that | am being overly dramatic but | speak from broad 
personal experience and the testimony of others that have gained 
their freedom. 


Follow your enlightened course alone which will become more 
apparent as you grow in the Light and progress in Your life. There is 
nothing more tragic than a person that has failed themselves! 


Allow universal Love to guide and nourish you in times of calm and 
turbulence, as there is nothing that can taint Love/Light/Truth. 


The positive attributes to which | have referred throughout this 
section are gifted by cosmic creation, the most intelligent and loving 
force that exists, all this and more are freely granted if we follow its 
divine harmony/guidance and persist until we become saturated in 
its ineffable joy, bliss, knowledge and Being. 


| hope the above serves to inspire you to continue and strengthen 
you in times of apparent adversity, as in fact the enlightened, 
imperturbable soul knows no adversity, only pure unconditional love, 
peace and understanding, come what may! 


Perspectives 


| have endeavoured to be as accurate, clear and concise as possible 
throughout this discourse, however, language poses its own 
problems as finite language is unable to transmit the infinite. And so 


it sometimes proves helpful to appreciate ‘it’ from another source. | 
am therefore extremely pleased to include an excerpt from a 
recorded talk delivered by Krishnamurti in London on the subject of 
continuous meditation: 


‘K’ on meditation 


“Meditation, if you understand what it is, is one of the most 
extraordinary things; but you cannot possibly understand it unless 
you have come to the end of seeking, groping, wanting, greedily 
clutching at something which you consider truth - which is your own 
projection. You cannot come to it unless you are no longer 
demanding ‘experience’ at all, but are understanding the confusion 
in which one lives, the disorder of one's own life. In the observation 
of that disorder, order comes - which is not a blueprint. When you 
have done this - which in itself is meditation - then we can ask, not 
only what meditation is, but also what meditation is not, because in 
the denial of that which is false, the truth is. 


Any system, any method, that teaches you how to meditate is 
obviously false. One can see why, intellectually, logically, for if you 
practice something according to a method - however noble, however 
ancient, however modern, however popular - you are making 
yourself mechanical, you are doing something over and over again in 
order to achieve something. In meditation the end is not different 
from the means. But the method promises you something; it is a 
means to an end. If the means are mechanical, then the end is also 
something brought about by the machine; the mechanical mind says, 
‘I'll get something.’ One has to be completely free from all methods, 
all systems; that is already the beginning of meditation; you are 
already denying something which is utterly false and meaningless. 
And again, there are those who practice 'awareness.' Can you 
practice awareness? If you are ‘practising’ awareness, then you are 
all the time being inattentive. So, be aware of inattention, not 
practice how to be attentive; if you are aware of your inattention, out 
of that awareness there is attention, you do not have to practice it. 
Do please understand this, it is so clear and so simple. You do not 


have to go to Burma, China, India, places which are romantic but not 
factual. | remember once travelling in a car, in India, with a group of 
people. | was sitting in front with the driver, there were three behind 
who were talking about awareness, wanting to discuss with me what 
awareness is. The car was going very fast. A goat was in the road 
and the driver did not pay much attention and ran over the poor 
animal. The gentlemen behind were discussing what is awareness; 
they never knew what had happened! You laugh; but that is what we 
are all doing, we are intellectually concerned with the idea of 
awareness, the verbal, dialectical investigation of opinion, yet not 
actually aware of what is taking place. 


There is no practice, only the living thing. And there comes the 
question: how is thought to be controlled? Thought wanders all over 
the place; you want to think about something, it is off on something 
else. They say practice, control; think about a picture, a sentence, or 
whatever it is, concentrate; thought buzzes off in another direction, 
so you pull it back and this battle goes on, backward and forward. So 
one asks: what is the need for control of thought at all and who is the 
entity that is going to control thought? 


Please follow this closely. Unless one understands this real question, 
one will not be able to see what meditation means. When one says, 
‘| must control thought,’ who is the controller, the censor? Is the 
censor different from the thing he wants to control, shape or change 
into a different quality - are they not both the same? What happens 
when the ‘thinker’ sees that he is the thought - which he is - that the 
“experiencer' is the experience? Then what is one to do? Are you 
following the question? The thinker is the thought and thought 
wanders off; then the thinker, thinking he is separate, says, *| must 
control it.’ ls the thinker different from the thing called thought? If 
there is no thought, is there a thinker? 


What takes place when the thinker sees he is the thought What 
actually takes place when the ‘thinker’ is the thought as the 
‘observer’ is the observed? What takes place? In that there is no 
separation, no division and therefore no conflict therefore thought is 


no longer to be controlled, shaped; then what takes place? Is there 
then any wandering of thought at all? Before, there was control of 
thought, there was concentration of thought, there was the conflict 
between the ‘thinker’ who wanted to control thought, and thought 
wandering off. That goes on all the time with all of us. Then there is 
the sudden Realisation that the ‘thinker’ is the thought - a 
Realisation, not a verbal statement, but an actuality. Then what takes 
place? Is there such a thing as thought wandering? It is only when 
the ‘observer’ is different from thought that he censors it; then he can 
say, This is right or this is wrong thought,’ or ‘thought is wandering 
away | must control it,, But when the thinker realises that he is the 
thought, is there a wandering at all? Go into it, don't accept it, you 
will see it for yourself. It is only when there is a resistance that there 
is conflict; the resistance is created by the thinker who thinks he is 
separate from the thought; but when the thinker realises that he is 
the thought, there is no resistance - which does not mean that 
thought goes all over the place and does what it likes, on the 
contrary. The whole concept of control and concentration undergoes 
a tremendous change; it becomes attention, something entirely 
different. If one understands the nature of attention, that attention 
can be focused, one understands that it is quite different from 
concentration, which is exclusion. Then you will ask, “Can | do 
anything without concentration?’ ‘Do | not need concentration in 
order to do anything?’ But can you not do something with attention? - 
which is not concentration. ‘Attention’ implies to attend, that is to 
listen, hear, see, with all the totality of your being, with your body, 
with your nerves, with your eyes, with your ears, with your mind, with 
your heart, completely. In that total attention - in which there is no 
division - you can do anything; and in such attention is no resistance. 


So then, the next thing is, can the mind in which is included the brain 
- the brain being conditioned, the brain being the result of thousands 
of thousands of years of evolution, the brain which is the storehouse 
of memory - can that become quiet? Because it is only when the 
total mind is silent, quiet, that there is perception, seeing clearly, with 
a mind that is not confused. 


How can the mind be quiet, be still? | do not know if you have seen 
for yourself that to look at a beautiful tree, or a cloud full of light and 
glory, you must look completely, silently, otherwise you are not 
looking directly at it, you are looking at it with some image of 
pleasure, or the memory of yesterday, you are not actually looking at 
it, you are looking at the image rather than at the fact. So, one asks, 
can the totality of the mind, the brain included, be completely still? 
People have asked this question - really very serious people - they 
have not been able to solve it, they have tried tricks, they have said 
that the mind can be made still through the repetition of words. Have 
you ever tried it - repeating “Ave Maria,’ or those Sanskrit words that 
some people bring over from India, mantras - repeating certain 
words to make the mind still? It does not matter what word it is, 
make it rhythmic-coca cola, any word - repeat it often and you will 
see that your mind becomes quiet; but it is a dull mind, it is not a 
sensitive mind, alert, active, vital, passionate, intense. A dull mind 
though it may say, ‘| have had tremendous transcendental 
experience,’ is deceiving itself. 


So it is not in the repetition of words, nor in trying to force it; too 
many tricks have been played upon the mind for it to be quiet; yet 
one knows deeply within oneself that when the mind is quiet then the 
whole thing is over, that then there is true perception. 


How is the mind, the brain included, to be completely quiet? Some 
say breathe properly, take deep breaths, that is, get more oxygen 
into your blood; a shoddy little mind breathing very deeply, day after 
day, can be fairly quiet; but it is still what it is, a shoddy little mind. Or 
practice yoga - again, so many things are involved in this. Yoga 
means skill in action, not merely the practice of certain postures 
which are necessary to keep the body healthy, strong, sensitive - 
which includes eating the right food, not stuffing it with a lot of meat 
and so on (we won't go into all that, you are all probably meat 
eaters). Skill in action demands great sensitivity of the body, a 
lightness of the body, eating the right food, not what your tongue 
dictates, or what you are used to. 


Then what is one to do? Who puts this question? One sees very 
clearly that our lives are in disorder, inwardly and outwardly; and yet 
order is necessary, as orderly as mathematical order and that can 
come about only by observing the disorder, not by trying to conform 
to the blueprint of what others may consider, or you yourself may 
consider, order. By seeing, by being aware of the disorder, out of that 
comes order. 


One also sees that the mind must be extraordinarily quiet, sensitive, 
alert, not caught in any habit, physical or psychological; how is that 
to come about? Who puts this question? Is the question put by the 
mind that chatters, the mind that has so much knowledge? Has it 
learned a new thing, which is, | can see very clearly only when | am 
quiet, therefore, | must be quiet?’ Then it says, ‘How am | to be 
quiet?’ Surely such a question is wrong in itself; the moment it asks 
“how' it is looking for a system, therefore destroying the very thing 
that is being inquired into, which is: how can the mind be completely 
still - not mechanical, not forced, not compelled to be still? A mind 
that is not compelled to be still is extraordinarily active, sensitive, 
alert. 


But when you ask ‘how,’ then there is the division between the 
observer and the thing observed. When you realise that there is no 
method, no system, that no mantra, no teacher, nothing in the world 
that is going to help you to be quiet, when you realise the truth that it 
is only the quiet mind that sees, then the mind becomes 
extraordinarily quiet. It is like seeing danger and avoiding it; in the 
same way, ‘seeing’ that the mind must be completely quiet, it is 
quiet? 


Now the quality of silence matters. A very small mind can be very 
quiet, it has its little space in which to be quiet; that little space, with 
its little quietness, is the deadest thing - you know what it is. Buta 
mind that has limitless space and that quietness, that stillness, has 
no centre as the ‘me’, the ‘observer,' is quite different. 


In that silence there is no ‘observer' at all; that quality of silence has 
vast space, it is without border and intensely active; the activity of 


that silence is entirely different from the activity which is self-centred. 
If the mind has gone that far (and really it is not that far, it is always 
there if you Know how to look), then perhaps that which man has 
sought throughout the centuries, God, truth, the immeasurable, the 
nameless, the timeless, is there - without your invitation, it is there. 
Such a man is blessed, there is truth for him and ecstasy. 


Shall we talk this over, ask questions? You might say to me, ‘What 
value has all this in daily life? I've got to live, go to the office; there is 
the family, there is the boss, competition - what has all this got to do 
with it?’ Do you not ask that question? If you ask it, then you have 
not followed all that has been said this morning. 


Meditation is not something different from daily life; do not go off into 
the corner of a room and meditate for ten minutes, then come out of 
it and be a butcher - both metaphorically and actually. Meditation is 
one of the most serious things; you do it all day, in the office, with the 
family, when you say to somebody, “I love you" when you are 
considering your children, when you educate them to become 
soldiers, to kill, to be nationalised, worshipping the flag, educating 
them to enter into this trap of the modern world; watching all that, 
realising your part in it, all that is part of meditation. And when you 
meditate you will find in it an extraordinary beauty; you will act rightly 
at every moment; and if you do not act rightly at a given moment it 
does not matter, you will pick it up again - you will not waste time in 
regret. Meditation is part of life, not something different from life.” 


London, March 23, 1969 
Silence 


in perfect silence 
there is a thunder 

so loud that it muffles 
the loudest worldly din 


it signals a storm 
that rains love unceasingly 


seek the eye of that storm 

LT 

This concludes the present discourse on Realisation and | hope that 
it proves helpful to those that aspire to real freedom and liberation 
from the crippling mental effects of today’s enslaving, perverse 
cultures. However, unlike other texts it doesn’t end here, it begins! 
To be continued by You ... 


Peace 
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A Selection of Love and Erotic Poetry 


Book | in the Poetry Series 


"The universe came into Being for Love's sake and for Love’s sake it 
continues forever. 
The Law Is Love; there is no other Law" -- Lindsay Traynor 


Bondi Orient 


the coast walk meets horizon 
where open expanse greets sea 


together sky and sea form an 
enduring partnership that has 
never been perturbed by the 
unsures of men or the assaults 
of mighty empires, such things 
are as nothing here 


the insignificant city, behind, 
reduced to a play of pettiness 
and woe, is unable to intrude; 
the Bondi track affords a fresh 
perspective, re-orientation 


i am drawn to the coast when 

the agitation of mind and anguish 
of heart require the soothing 
expanse onto which no pain or 
tribulation could adhere -- ebb/ 
flow/Being synchronise, spirit 

is restored, all becomes One 


the beat of a tortured heart and 
the crimson passion it pumps 
through veins are off-beat to 
waves crashing over soft rocks 
worn smooth with relentless ease 


afforded freedom and release 
once again, how is it i continue 
to see your face in wisps of sky 
and your body in contours of 


the sea? 


the salt air is overcome by your 
fragrant scent, the easy wind 
caresses my face and moves 
about my body like your flowing 
hair 


who would have thought that 
Love would ambush me again 
then linger like an impromptu 
guest or playful child? 


As it is 


a word, a sound, a scent, 
any one or combination 
of which could trigger the 
the response 


a reminder and you appear; 
emerging from deep within 
my spine 


intoxicated and dishevelled 
moving, ascending, rising 
in spurts, flooding my 
hemispheres with soma 


right-left oscillations of the 
brain; rhythms recollections 
of You growing within me 
like a mountain pushing into 
the sky 


i offer my entirety; flood my 
mind, quicken my heart, 
overwhelm my world, release 
your harmony and synthesise 
the incongruous 


tears flow freely, my heart 
bursting unrestrained Love, 
my mouth uttering nothing 
but praise, adorations until 
my entire being convulses 
and shudders in bliss 


my first and last Lover 


my creator/destroyer God, 
my unborn, undying Self 


Om namah Sivaya 


Juggler 


he dances on toe and heel 

in quick reflexive movements, 
eyes glint and sparkle as he 
jerks his head from side to 
side 


he pipes a maddening melody 
on his tubular flute which 
resonates across existence 


he dances before me delivering 
a message from the core of 
Creation 


so close 


his presence is both reassuring 
and disconcerting 


he sweats as he dances, liquid 
beads of sweat crystallise into 
tiny gems that he sprays from 
his lashing hair 


he dances, i am mesmerised 
by his spasms and turns 


his vortex eyes catch mine, 
in that instant my former 
life ceases 


he moves quicker, frenetically 
faster than the speed of light 


iam stolen 


scintillating before me, his 
magnificence and power are 
beyond comprehension and 
measure, i am lured into his 
pulsating, spinning plexus 
and realise that creation has 
gifted me with itself 
personified 


infinity unfurls before me, 
light blistering the darkness 
into oblivion 


in an incomprehensible 
instant between breaths 

he stops, stares, time stands 
still we exchange places 


he returns instantly and 
resumes his dance; he cocks 
his head, tilts his elbow and 
thrusts his flute into the centre 
of creation -- galaxies burst 
forth spinning like giant 
flowers of light, which spread 
across infinite space 


all the Gods appear bending 
their knees in obeisance 


time rolls into a ball, i see 
everything that was, is and 
will be at once 


the piper twists, catches my 


gaze and explodes into blinding 
light permeating All things 


the blue flute reigns supreme 


Frame 


the necropolis by the sea, 
a city built by the living 
but only populated by the 
dead, which explains its 
peace 


white marble tombstones 
press behind me lamenting 
the mediocre skills of 
cemetery sculptors, yet 
the view is limitless, 
unframed, escaping all 
definitions 


it is good that someone 
living is able to see the sea 
moving ceaselessly toward 
the necropolis -- its time is 
limited as time limits all 


i steal images of various 
subjects, none living, though 
if life were present it would 

be murdered by the picture 
taken, re-presented and 
framed for viewers as a lie, 

a misrepresentation of 
actuality, as frames destroy 
by exclusion and confinement 


i withdraw my eye from the 
viewfinder and look beyond 
into borderless unlimited 
space, what paltry apparatus 


is able to capture unframed 
infinity? 


a frame is measured by its 
dimensions which vary 
according to its capacity, but 
only consciousness is able 

to view the frameless, the 
moving sculptures teaming 
toward the sea and inevitable 
doom 


the cemetery is indeed alive 
though at peace as it is 
unframed, free 


boundaries and borders disguise 
themselves as useful yet they 
imprison and lie, unable to 
capture the moving splendour 

of an unframed moment of 
continuity 


i return my camera to its case 
where it belongs and live the 
living view as only a living 
being is able 


word-chains and symbols race 
thru mind like a movie tho 
only composed of measurable 
finite images/thoughts feigning 
life, frame by frame 


it becomes apparent that culture 
is also framed and captured/ 
framed by language which traps 


every expression described, 
culture is only able to re-produce 
itself, as the limited is unable 

to produce the limitless 


the sea, air and sculptured 
marble move at varying rates, 
which rates define the illusion 
of stasis and kinesis; movement 
thus seen and unseen is always 
a lie as culture is only able to 
present what is framed by 
language and its gadgets/ 
productions 


culture fails the living test, as 
every possible production is 
stillborn and death cannot 
produce life 


so i return to my japanese 
companion sitting on a rock 
overlooking the sea with 
exposed navel and lily-white 
belly moving in unfettered 
sight/delight and feel that 
movement create movement 
in the most likely place 


she turns her asian eyes toward 
me, my body quickens much to 
her delight -- her vermilion 
lipstick smile betraying her 
intention 


how fortunate we are that her 
english is basic and my japanese 


is non-existent, tho our living 
bodies share an unspoken 
common language, which leaves 
red circles on her medium of 
choice 


Revive 


forests change during a breeze, 
the swoon of branches the 
dance of leaves, myriad cellulose 
cymbals symphonise your being 
as nature rejoices your ways 


the fall of your hair, wave-like 
furls gently caressing your 
neck, the touch of your skin 
silken weaves, the fullness of 
your body, fragrant, inviting 


a desert after long drawn rain 
in multi-varied bloom, fragile 
flowers — vibrant — colours — 
Life, your many facets 


from your breasts flow forth 
the firmament blanketing the 
world, between your young 
curved thighs resides the violet 
flame of splendour -- twin to 
Isis you are from whose womb 
flows Creation 


warmth draws from you like a 
rare ray sliding through the 
canopy, reflecting smoky mists, 
lighting velvet moss and 
nurturing the cool 


Glad 


what would u write today? 


the warmth of the sun 
against my naked body, 
the contours of my hips 
outlined in the sky, or 

the gentle breeze playing 
around my thighs stealing 
my scent, carrying it to 
your senses? 


perhaps a fine metaphor 
of the horizon disappearing 
into haze, veiling limitless 
space, dissolving form 

and propriety 


would you gauge the depth 
of my limitless Love, or 
take it for granted? 


just be content with me a 
while, release ur frantic 
mind, have u forgotten that 
everything is transitory? 


be sure, make haste 

no one knows what 
tomorrow brings, i 

may not be here again; 
what i offer freely Now 
may not be offered again 


my body is a vehicle 


to my heart and soul 
which you have already 
stolen with stealthy 
harmonies and nimble 
artifice 


take my body allow it 
to release you from your 
self-imposed prison 


satisfy your life, satiate 
ur raging desire, u deny 
urself for nothing 


explore my entire being 
and rest in my arms, i 
implore you, emerge from 
ur exile i am ur escape, 
ur passport to Freedom 
and Love 


Liberation 


paint me across ur canvas, 
spread me across the sky 
beyond the reaches of 
time and space, a willing 
candidate 


drape my hair across the 
deepest groves, lay the 
plains across my belly, 
position my thighs to 
support the temple but 
save my secret place for 
yourself 


launch me into paradise, 
fill my cup with your 
ambrosia, ride the galactic 
wind, all creation is your 
range 


do not abandon me to 
mediocrity or leave me 
with the living dead, 
revive me 


wake me from my stupor, 
haul me from the grip 

of trance and delusion, 
save me from normality 


take me wholly until every 
aspect of my being quivers 
in release, from one endless 
horizon to another, from 


limitless seas of light to 
oceans of sound which 
resonate to the core of my 
being 


immerse me in ur universe, 
never allow me to doubt or 
falter again 


For my Love 


i conquered worlds for you, 
presented unimaginable riches 
to you -- you were not moved 


again i departed with my armies 


i laid bare ancient civilisations 
for you in myriad worlds for 
you -- you were not moved 


i gathered exotic perfumes, 

living treasures, countless slaves 
from every corner of the universe 
for you, yet you remained 
unmoved 


i surrendered my strength and 
armies to you and laid bare my 
soul -- you were not moved 


i tore out my heart for you 
and sacrificed my mind to you, 
still, you remained unmoved 


so, i went alone, one last time 
to find a gift for you 


bereft of heart, mind and soul 
without armies, fine clothes or 
thought, i turned inward and 
discovered one last treasure, 
a gift from You 


a swirling shaft of light adorned 


with seven spinning jewels, i 
gladly returned to you 


you smiled, embraced me and 
took me into yourSelf 


now i give my best to you 
i dance, sing, play and write 
verse for You alone 


you are now very well pleased, 
my one true Love 


Mad for You 


flashing eyes, dancing thighs 
every onlooker spellbound 


ur sensual dance, mystic song 
and syncopated beat, the 
worlds unfold 


every fiery glance sets the sky 
ablaze 


ur Asian eyes hold me captive 
body, soul and mind 


in the quiet of night i hear ur 
stringed gourd and ankle bells 
tinkling, jingling closer then 
farther but always audible 


at times i feel the vibrations of 
ur bare feet beating a rhythm 
on the ground 


ur mystifying dance and 
haunting melody draws portals 
in the sky 


i am crazed, intoxicated, forever 
pursuing you, a most welcome 
madness this divine intoxication 


but tonight the constellations 
rise, it's time for us to dance, 
sing and drink wine pressed from 
the vineyards of Paradise 


Overnight 


u approach with open palms, 
but is ita gesture of want or 
offering? 


the chimes and brass bells on 
ur veranda, a fairy wonderland 
that tinkle in the wind and 
stimulate desire but of which 
variety? 


the physical is easily dealt with 

by immediate satiation or more 
rarefied perhaps and sublimated, 
expressed as creative endeavours 


i have never been fussed either 
way, perhaps it’s the secret of my 
prodigious output 


u position urself against the 
warm light of the setting sun 
allowing its soft rays to define 
the contours of ur breasts, hips 
and thighs thru ur flimsy summer 
garment, how many forests have 
i explored in my life? i remain 
unmoved as the only way to my 
heart and phallus is via my brain, 
what a shame for 99.99% of 
women that have never learned 
to carry an in-depth conversation 


bored with feeble approaches i 
return to town and join the boys 


at the bar fervently engaged in 
philosophical debates like, is 
Buddhism a derivative philosophy, 
or is ‘Being’ an existential 

or mystical concept? 


then i notice u entering the bar 
scanning the patrons looking for 
..., aS ur eyes lock onto mine 


u approach and straddle a bar 
stool, U manoeuvre in such an 
adept fashion that no-one except 
me notices u left ur knickers 

at home 


so i ask what is ur pleasure, 
inferring a drink, but u clasp my 
groin and do not withdraw ur 
cupped grip until u are sure 

of a reaction 


the philosophical debate ceases 
as attention is focused on ur 
bold manoeuvres 


so tonight boldness and persistence 
have lured me to ur bed but 
tomorrow is another day 


it is not impossible that u could 
master meaningful conversation 
overnight, but i doubt it 


Tassels and Conch 


which of ur forms would seize 
me today? i feel it rolling in like 
the sea, steady, smooth, powerful 


the arms of my watch seem stationary, 
does time continue its march when 
interrupted by creation? such 
interference is welcome 


steal me away from the pedestrian 
triflings of an ignorant, disconnected 
world that weaves its own destruction 
-- | am urs, U know it, true, sure, real, 
beyond all Known cultural constructs, 
fictions and charades 


how pleasant ur interruptions tho i 
have no regrets, only gratitude 


riding with u on the wind and cutting 
through oceans of light, i am happy 
that u steal me away from this place 
to ur realms of bliss 


though it costs me a permanent identity, 
a position in society, what a laugh -- 
a sacrifice gladly made 


what would u that i express today, 
the gossamer wisps of rarification or the 
thumping nuclear throb of Creation? 


u know words fail to accurately capture 
the process but they allude and guide 


those waking from their media-opium 
dreams and see more than is offered in 
tinsel town, or hear more than the 
political echoes in hollow chambers 

of meaninglessness 


today i would rather u appear in three 
dimensional form so this body is not 
further troubled by its needs, which 
distract and obsess 


u approach like an exquisite ghost tho 
not entirely immaterial, i feel u, my 
body feels you 


u begin to take form, ur lashing hair, 
sweating brow and glittering eyes 
betray ur throes of ecstasy that bewitch 
my coil and tantalise my spine 


stark naked u approach, burning red 
armed with tasselled spear, imbibing 
blood from a human skull 


all the rivers flow, wetness shines from 
ur thighs, ur passion overwhelms and 
explodes in what is left of my 
disintegrating being 


Meru 


black shining fire drapes ur 
face and flows down ur neck 
like a Suspended rolling sea, 
it Consumes every particle of 
my being, willingly offered 


riding on ur back, gallop and 
prance like the wildness u are 
-- flashing black eyes that burn 
thru me paralysing my volition 


i could never be moved from 

my stronghold until u entered 

my sphere, temptress, seductress, 
coiling around my spine, rising, 
whipping my brain into ecstasy 


flying, 

one leg kicking high exposing 

ur naked jewelled vulva, wetness 
running down ur thighs and up 
my spine like mighty rivers 


embraced, 

twirling like intoxicated dervishes 
until the fluid fire fuses two souls 
into one quivering in unbearable 
delight more intoxicating than the 
soma consumed by gods that 
kneel before us 


spinning, 
dragging universes into our orb 
until light is unable to escape 


devoured, 
ur blackness devours everything 


drowning in ur dark fire until 

a shimmer begins to move in 
me and spurt white light so 
bright it consumes ur blackness 
one alternating with the other 
until all is gained and lost 
simultaneously, my (nuclear) 
Himalayan yogini 


Letter 


spiralling into oblivion 
together, we had much 
in common you and i, 
none of it conducive 

to survival 


down we went together 
determined to die young 
fully cognisant, aware, 
sharing each other’s 
tragedies in hopeless 
embraces, in intravenous 
discourses 


on one such excursion, 
(another insane coursing) 
i decided to survive, Live 


there was something 

i needed to accomplish/ 
fulfill tho i wasn’t quite 
sure then what it was 
but as u see, i am very 
sure now 


you wouldn't stay, i begged 
u not to go but u were 
determined, i couldn't 
persuade you 


one of my enduring failures 
is ur loss; no amount of 
tears or pleas could sway 
you, you chased death 


with a manic passion, 
u were determined 
to die 


you said in death you 
would be with me 
forever unconstrained 

by materiality -- you 

kept that promise but 
you robbed me of solace, 
and left me comfortless 


iim not sure now whether 
you haunt or inspire me, i 
am a man possessed 
regardless 


as true as ur destructive 
desire is mine to create 
and live 


they continue to come seeking 
an urban shaman 


casualties continue to gravitate, 
and enter my sphere searching 
for healing dreams, surgeries 
of Light and love 


from every corner of space 
they come; they seek Life 
in death, transformation not 
annihilation, i never allow 
final destruction 


they All survive now, i have 
ur experience to guide them 


tho they are changed forever, 
for the better 


they die to their previous 
existence, their manufactured 
identities which are burned 
on the altar of increased 
awareness and growing joy 


our spirits remain inextricably 
entwined, i mourn u still, how 
is this possible so many years, 
so many women later? 


a death pact is not easily 
broken it seems, though 

i attempted to retract it 
but it made no difference, 
ur presence endures while 
i endure 


they are not aware i embrace 
two, inhale two scents, caress 
two bodies 


years spent in a haze, fulfilling 

a death pact has tattooed my 
soul producing something 
invulnerable, fearless and true, 
harder than diamond and clearer 
than cloudless summer skies 


the past shapes the present 
so i thought i would comfort 
you/me with a poem, a letter 
a reminder of things past, 
present and future 


time curves when conquered, 
it spirals open ended and loses 
itself in infinity 


yes, | Love u still 


be pleased with this thing 
we do together, this 
externalised conquest, this 
remarkable feat that vexes 
the sinister, disturbs their 
sleep and plagues their 
evil waking hours 


we are victorious tho the 
cost was far too high, 

forged and tempered by 
unbearable pain, torture, 
tragedy and so much death; 
i am now impervious to their 
poisonous darts, their arrows 
cannot pierce the armor u 
provided 


a deep appreciation 
for Life, Harmony 

and Peace is the result 
of so much tragedy 
and pain 


one poem, a letter to you, 
neutralises all their evil 
lies and defeats all their 
impotent armies 


you were right, we have 


defeated death with Life, 
we have overcome together 


i love you still, u know it, 
this [Living] Love endures 
forever ... 


Mel 


do not say she’s dead, 
lying on the floor 


do not say she’s sleeping, 
a syringe hanging from 
her arm 


just say 
its a 
culmination 


her departure assassinating 
tragedy 


(adieu my love) 


Flowing Soma 


write me torrents, flowing 
rivers of love 


snow-white words on virgin 
parchment elude profane 
minds but make music for 
my soul 


string your letters, amethyst 
and pearl 


compose your verse with 
glistening beads of body 
sweat 


play me 

until my frame quivers, 
track your verse along 
my spine, form rivulets 
of joy 


spin me a rhythm my lord, 
weave me a rhyme, wrap 
my mind around your 
Being 


twirl my senses in wild 
abandon, release me; 
iam a drunken dervish, 
an insatiable bride on 
her wedding night 


shape my longing around 
your desire, leave me 


trembling before you 


who would have thought 
your lyric whispers, tender 
caresses and ecstatic kisses 
would thrill me to abandon? 


i am frenzied, lost in exquisite 
delirium 


pierce my heart, penetrate 
my soul, i am happy to die 
in your arms, my towering 
lord of Bliss 


write me to death and life 
again, catapult me into 
paradise, together we inhale 
and exhale Existence 


free my blocked emotions 
with your lyric stanzas, 
insert your stylus and 
release another measure 
of your draught; fill my 
busy mouth, satiate my 
thirst with your ambrosia 


prick my flesh and draw 
vermilion, a token rose 
of [my] surrender 


i am yours, lured, trapped, 
captured forever by your 
rhymes, my poet lord 


play me slay me until i lay 


panting, completely subdued, 
swooning like a dying swan 
drowning in your verse 


release me from formalities, 
customs/constraints and save 
me from the drear 


drape my heart with your 
signs and symbols -- your 
words make amulets of the 
sun and moon and charms 
of the stars 


turn time on its head again 
and again, my lord 


let this pulsating moment 
endure forever 


from nothing you inscribed 
Existence for me to Be, it 
seems 


Victory to all, my captivating 
Lord 


Born 


i was born to love You 


these words carry the 
depth of my soul, the 
enduring commitment 
of my heart, i know no 
other way but to love 
You 


few know how to love 
and release themselves 
in its infinite sea — they 
are too busy pursuing 
mirages and gratifying 
transient desires, fools, 
they miss life’s most 
valuable treasure 


there is no greater tragedy 
than to be human and 
deprive urself of love 


whether fear, greed, 
selfishness or narcissism 
prevent self-sacrifice is 
irrelevant if love is 
forsaken, one may as well 
not have been born 


miserable beggars of the 
soul, beyond pity are those 
that reject life’s most 
previous gift 


easily identified as perverse, 
sick, they are devoid of heart, 
devoid of soul 


do not deceive urself, u 
cannot love and harm 
another or lie and manipulate, 
or seek personal gratification 
at another’s expense if u are 
true to love 


love embraces everything 
and everyone unconditionally, 
it carries and sustains all in 
its bosom 


endless is its wonder and 
continuous is its bounty, no 
other way offers complete 
fulfillment, of that be assured 


i loved you before creation 
churned the ocean of existence, 
before the cosmos came into 
being 


love has overwhelmed me, 
no vestige of identity remains, 
nothing exists but love, the 
entire universe is transformed 
-- born to love, created for 
Love 


it was not chance that brought 
us together, | was born to love 
You alone 


One Day 


u've pressured me 
long enuff - one day 
i'll make love to u 
but it will be like, 
how should i say? 
superficial, contrived, 
but well performed 
and complete in its 
dissatisfaction 


u can’t help what u 
are, a (vacuous) vase, 
and i can’t help being 
so accommodating 


Interrupted Rapture 


i watch u appearing and 
disappearing in my mind, 
creating and destroying 
everything, nothing escapes 
as u/we move together 


u look and see something 
that is not me and i return 
the misinterpretation yet 
we find solace/comfort in 
each other’s arms 


u have no problem with my 
mode of expression treating 
all words equally, like a 
painter his palette 


a refreshing change from 
dropping the cunt word 
at parties and watching 
reactions, people taking 
offence, knowing it's me 
they really dislike -- my 
unconventionality always 
subverting what is polite, 
expected 


it is why we seek outside 
ourselves for inspiration 
-- familiarity breeds more 
than contempt, it breeds 
neglect, which is far more 
devastating 


but now it's different watching 
the process of mind creating 
and destroying everything, 
transforming perceptions, 
becoming something else 
entirely -- perhaps that is why 
we view each other as strangers 
and lovers, whoever we really 
are 


we pass thru each other like 
ghosts, an odd agreeable 
sensation 


i have spent an entire life 
unlearning everything i 
have learned in order to 
remain free, but i have not 
been able to unlearn poetry 
it sticks to me like sap 


a lost spirit desperately 
seeking refuge in a safe 
haven of my being, or so 
it thinks, but it doesn't 
really know me 


perhaps now | have earned 
sweet peace, a respite from 
existence clicking like the 
tracks of a train against the 
steel and velvet wheels 

of life 


whatever else is said and 
done or not done, remember 


this one enduring reality, 
| love You 


Weather 


a storm rages outside 
but it’s quiet inside; 
rain pelts the glass 

of my windows -- 
sheets of blurred liquid 
dancing in every 
direction, the view 
completely distorted 
by wind and rain 


it’s cold outside 

but it’s warm inside; 

u have calmed down 
and approach me like 
a cat seeking to be 
petted 


it is quieter inside 

than u think -- u seek 
comfort and security 

in my arms, u seem at 
rest and peace contoured 
snugly against my body 


why then do u jeopardise 
this union with ur incessant 
agitations? i have never 
placed any restrictions or 
conditions on u, it is not 

my way, u are free to go 

or stay ur decision entirely, 
but appreciate what u have, 
value ur peace and security 
above whatever it is that 


drives u to drive me to 
distraction 


if u must fight then fight 
the wall on ur way out 

the door because unknown 
to you now is the finality 

of ur last episode, i am not 
like ur previous lovers, i do 
not capitulate on a principle 
i would deny myself love 
before i deny myself 
something inconceivable 
to the female mind 


it’s the expressions i remember 
the incredulity, accepting the 
reality that i have severed my 
attachment in one surgical 
stroke -- none remember how 
they pursued separation with 
manic fervour 


this is the very last time, 
choose to stay content 

or leave, u have depleted 
my large store of tolerance 


Sunday Morning 


i watch you 
in the kitchen 
at the sink 


your bed-blown hair 
framed by the window, 
your outline against 
the sky 


the flower you gave me 
on the sill is withered, 


dying 


Narrative 


should i paint u in cool 
blue like Picasso or the 
warmer tones of a desert 
sunset? 


not this day, u are reading 
a text yet fail to read the 
most revealing medium of 
all, a human face 


an entire history is revealed 

in the face, honesty, deception, 
happiness, sadness, whatever 
emotion or state the face 
reveals all, yet the majority 
have become facially dyslexic, 
they have lost the ability to 
decode a face without support 
from language, sound, gesture 
and other cues 


our ancestors survived due to 
their ability to read signs in 
the sky, in the animals, in the 
environment, in faces all 
around 


should i pluck these guitar 
strings and evoke pings of a 
waterfall resonating in the 
air/ear? 


do not turn ur head i am 
enthralled by ur face, 


sweet joy, contentment 
with a hint of sadness 
etched from the past but 
not in the present, a scar, 
a residue 


in good time u may divulge 
the story behind the sad 
glint, a remnant in ur eyes 


the tiny muscles in ur 
forehead, the contour of 

ur brow and cheeks down 
to ur chin are typing novels, 
a record of every moment 


some make a permanent 
record others a mild 
contortion 


today a plague infects the 
world, the populace has 
been overcome with spoken 
words which rarely coincide 
with facial discourse 


in circumstances where 
discrepancies occur the face 
is given priority though the 
speaker would prefer that 
his/her words are believed 


words deceive and lie by 
nature, but a face cannot 
hide the truth no matter how 
proficient the speaker of 
falsities and inconsistencies 


look at me, i am enthralled, 
i love ur face 


Poison Arrows 


i must be related to a minor 
Deity or alien, as iam 
impervious to poison and 
the venomous bites of 
serpents 


tho this oddity comes with 
disadvantages 


on each occasion cupid 
draws his bow with a 
dipped love-arrow, hoping 
that it will strike my heart, 

i feel a dull sting and a little 
infatuation but nothing 
penetrates past my oddity 
and i am no Rhino 


sleek slippery red bellied 
blacks and king browns do 
their worst making me a 
little dizzy and nauseous 
for a spell 


scorpions that love to sting 
and inflict agonising pain 
turn their tails on themselves 
suiciding in frustration over 
their failure to raise a sweat 


then u came along like a 
garden of rare flowers, 

with a smile -- | was smitten 
and died in ur arms and 


comforting thighs 


it is wonderful to learn i am 
a vulnerable human after all 


Untrue Confessions 


u promised u’d stay but u 
changed ur mind, should i 
be surprised? 


i invented lying, Satan is 
a novice in the art of 
misrepresentation by 
comparison 


i said i'd never two-time, 
let’s call it ten-time, 

my only consistency is 
inconsistency, call me 
man 


but iam not daunted 
when all hope abandons 
me; a high school girl 
spontaneously engages 
me in conversation, i 
love teenage hormones 
firing point blank at me 
it thrills the blood in my 
veins, call me man 


teenage girls lack 
experience, their raw 
appeal issues from honesty, 
a long gone quality of 
mature women that whore 
themselves for everything 
and then complain they 
cannot find love 


it is well u changed ur mind 

i could have got stuck with 

a dissatisfied deceiver and a 
commodified crotch 


the world is full of vixen, 
opportunists and fading 
beauty, tho occasionally a 
young girl with honesty 
restores my faith, but not 
for long iam sad to say 


Spark 


u appear before me naked 
as a million before u and 
imagine it an offering, a 
surrendering, yet bodies 
are no secret to me or 
anyone else 


u remain hidden behind the 
cloak of ur nakedness, an 
effective cloak indeed 


as u anticipated my nature 
reacts to ur nature but do not 
be deceived it is you i seek, 
the animating principle of ur 
body, i seek ur life spark, ur 
innermost self, ur very soul 


the core of ur being which 
remains buried, hidden from 
u since birth, some people 
live their entire lives without 
having a clue who they really 
are 


my eyes and mind have 
captured unimaginable beauty 
in the midst of horror, 

abuse, violence, loss 

and brutality 


i have never relinquished 
the nobility of soul, the 
continuity of spirit; i have 


never traded the real for 
the apparent or perversity 
for the genuine, or beauty 
and truth for a lie 


it is the preciousness i seek, 
the uniqueness of ur Being, 
but u offer ur body, emotions, 
fears, loves, hates, irrationality 
and a million distractions 
instead 


so i offer my essential nature 
to u in the hope that it is 

seen for what it is and that 

the door to the chamber which 
hides ur soul opens and we 
merge as one becoming 


Tides 


the waning moon almost 

invisible offers a slim medium 
where lovers send entreaties 
hoping their love will increase 


the wind carries lost songs, 
screams, sobs and joyous 
laughter long lost to the 
human ear 


the horizon forever runs like 
unfulfilled wishes and 
impossible dreams constantly 
out of reach 


i sit in my favourite night 
place between the crags 
seeing, hearing and tasting 
the sea carried on the wind 


the sea's brooding vastness and 
power is waiting to be moved 

by the invisible attraction of 

the moon 


Autumn Breeze 


the thin translucent curtains 
dance on the strong breeze 
blowing into my loft 


i watch how they ride and 
swirl, moving like the sea 
-- the air is cool and clean, 
a pleasant change from the 
turbidity of the city 


trees move in harmony with 
the wind, it occurs to me that 
this sense is taken for granted 
by locals, but for a city dweller 
it's heaven 


i watch u approach up the track 
ur hair flowing on the wind, 

u sense my gaze and lift ur 
head, fixing ur eyes on mine, 
and smile 


distance becomes meaningless, 
nothing exists that is able to 
separate us or break the bond 
of our love 


it seems i have known u before 
time began, u are more familiar 
to me than i am to myself 


i hear ur bare feet running up 
the wooden stairs and turn in 
time to catch u in a reassuring 


embrace -- words fail as our 
lips press together 


it's just another perfect day 
with you, the autumn breeze 
and everything 


Roll 


roll back on my pillow allow 

me to swoon over the sight of 
ur contoured cheeks, graceful 
neck and exposed breasts, so 
natural and captivating in sleep 


i dare not wake u and spoil 
this wonder sleeping next to 
me, how completely exquisite 
a picture u make in repose 


i recall when first we crossed 
paths it was the presence 
created by our encounter, a 
third force that overwhelmed 
us both, neither of us attributed 
this phenomenal attraction to 
that force at the time, it was the 
result of our meeting, ecstatically 
explosive, all petty cultural 
restraints were left and remain 
by the wayside 


how many lives past were we 
together so familiar was/is your 
presence and mine to you that 
the awkward verbal attempts to 
arrange a meet were ignored in 
favour of re-engagement, 
something surely was left undone 
or interrupted in order for us to 
meet again? 


i can scarcely believe this perverse 


world would allow such perfect 
love to endure 


gone are the fighting relatives 
and hired professionals all feebly 
attempting to tear us apart for 
their own sick reasons, as if they 
could fathom our profound bond 
today 


jealousy perhaps, perfect love 
creates spite in others and drives 
them to destroy what they cannot 
have or have never experienced 
yet they know when they see it 
and burn with envy, rage and spite 


let them fry in their own poison 
venom, discord, hate and envy, 
we are stronger now, like a giant 
tree which branches extend to 
infinity, our bond easily holds 
universes together 


i am in total awe of you, roll 
back on my pillow and deliver 
me to the gates of paradise 
where only gods dwell 


somehow u sense my conscious 
presence and slowly turn, ur 
waking eyes greet mine in perfect 
affinity, an ineffable peace/joy 
overtakes what is left of personal 
identity; u smile in recognition 
shaming all the gods ever created 
and i die a million deaths to be 


reborn every second in ur 
other-worldly presence 


how much sheer joy and ecstatic 
love is a human able to bear 
before exploding in blissful 
convulsions into another realm? 


we come to the simultaneous 
realisation of why we never met 
earlier, neither of us would 

have been able to cope with the 
overwhelming power of selfless 
love and complete surrender 


so i write this poem for you only, 
my everlasting Love 


Footprints 


i walk ten miles every day searching 
for u 


at times i feel ur presence near but 
yet so far, so i followed my intuition 
which led me to the sea via a path to 
small beach with footprints in the 
wet sand, i could never mistake the 
delicate curves ur footprints make 


i delight in any sign of u, how 

near u were, how far u are, as 
foaming waves erase the impressions 
u made but not my desire/need 

to locate u again 


above, circling gulls cry, below, 
the murmur of waves, within the 
anguish of loss, outside, the hope 
of reaching u 


yet i know i follow a course 
which never leads me to the 
realisation of my longing 


how sad, how forlorn the desperate 
attempts of a lover seeking his 
lost love 


the sky moves, clouds remain 
motionless, my eyes releasing 
tears in the sapphire blue, 
where are u? 


i glance at the shoreline and see 

ur footprints again only to be 
erased by the movement of the sea; 
are u in body now or have u taken 
flight to the spirit realm from 

where u make ur impressions in 

the soft sand and on my mind? 


perhaps i am deluding myself, u 
are gone yet ur presence has 
never left me 


a sea hawk cuts across the sky 
leaving its impressions that trail 
behind it like the blur of wings 


the shore no longer carries ur 
signature, a clean impressionless 
shoreline remains 


dejected i look up and see ur face 
in the sky and ur silhouette outlined 
against the clouds 


Remember 


i remember the sacred rose 
and the tolling of the bell 

that withers through limitless 
space and induces the rose to 
unfurl its blood red petals 


i remember 
the first time 
i saw You, 
unforgettable 


these impressions stay with 

me as a record records its 
undulations of sound on another 
medium, as waves roll and 
recede from the shore of 
existence 


eagles shriek, lions roar and 
babies cry amidst the hoots of 
primates copulating in the jungle 
and the ranting of politicians 
addressing press galleries 


i remember the humming in the 
womb in which body i found myself, 
i remembered you but not yet born 
i am unable to recall that event, tho 
i recall experiences prior and post 
the birth canal 


i remember the lights in perfect 
darkness originating in my essence 
dancing in splendour before me 


i remember my innate joy and 
being assailed by the torments of 
culture trying ever so hard to 
formulate me as one of its own 


i remember recoiling instinctively 
to that perversion and frantically 
reaching for my lights and sounds 
of unmitigated joy 


i remember the torture of society 
expressed by converted parents 
that never ceased their attempts 
to formulate me, yet i continued 
swimming in the unfathomable 
ocean of bliss/existence 


i remember the effect on my parents 
of my pristine unblemished nature 
which they sought to pollute with 
cultural norms 


i remember never relenting or 
forsaking my love for the filth 
and perversity on offer 


it drove my father to suicide 
and my mother to insanity 
she continues her attempts 
to pollute, obsessed with 
the ways of the world 


i remember the needs of my 
body and its attraction for the 
opposite sex and the absurd 
and thoroughly inane behaviour 


of girls plying a learned trade 
of binary contradictions 


i remember i didn’t belong 

tho i had no difficulty navigating 
the primitive cesspool called 
civilisation 


i remember the natural turns and 
curves that i made to avoid linear 
attacks, so easy, as only society 
draws straight lines in a curving 
spiralling universe 


i remember my victory at huge cost 
in inflicted pain, suffering and torture 


i remember my decision which 
sustains me to this day 


i would never release my grip 
on the promise i received 
before i could talk or breathe, 
i Know who i am and where 

i originated 


today existence has veiled my 
location/identity as it now returns 
the promise it gave me before 

| was 


what | am now is incomprehensible 
to the inhabitants of this world 


and so it is that i remember it all, 
perhaps one day i may be more 


specific as i know u wish to know 
the secret of Being 


Willow 


willows weep draping their 
sorrows along the bank like 
curtains that do not shield or 
cover, as the curtain itself 
weeps 


the breeze is gentle and lifts 

the willowed curtains in perfectly 
coordinated harmonious 
movements 


people promenade along the bank 
like fixed dancers on cuckoo clocks 
going nowhere, deluded by their 
apparent free movement though 
completely out of sync with the 
harmony surrounding them 


impelled by the breeze and leaves, 
hanging branches sweep across 
the water of the lake creating 

tiny ripples; water-birds navigate 
thru the temporary obstructions 
easily, free and easy like broken 
clocks crucifying time 


branches move backward and 
forward aligning to the breeze 

-- all the moving forces create 

a silent visual symphony 
orchestrated by existence though 
the orchestra seems uncoordinated 
but its harmony is unmistakable 

to a patient, observing eye 


a young woman, fascinated it 
seems by my contemplative quiet, 
positions herself next to a willow 
on the opposite bank and sits on 
the green grass lifting her summer 
frock over her knees, exposing 
her naked vulva and smiles, no 
doubt hoping to distract my 
attention away from the symphony 
to her crotch 


i return the smile nonetheless, to 
which she responds immediately 
though unaware that my experience 
with female crotches has left me 

on the opposite bank delighting 

in my silent symphonic, weeping 
reverie 


Sojourn 


from the void a spark of light 
emerges darting, moving, floating 


the dark, still waters of the lake 
reflect the moon perfectly, but 
the spark is self-illumined 


it meanders on its indeterminable 
course feeling/tasting every space 
it enters until it finds a home to 
shine forever in your heart 


it must return to the void from 
which it sprang, but this time 
taking you with it 


light shines perpetually, darkness 
is a temporary veil to protect eyes 
unused to Light 


all things return to their source as 
they must 


it's raining in my garden refreshing 
perfumed flowers and fruit-bearing 
trees 


so many souls returning home, 
captured unawares 


my Love is spinning threads of light 
from a loom of rainbows waiting 
patiently for my return 


Acorn 


an acorn reaches for itself 

to become a branching tree, 

it returns to what its potential 
promised, realising itself as a 
tree hidden within its growth/ 
development; the tree brings 
forth thousands of acorns, 
could it really be said that 

it actually dies at some stage? 


no! the acorn fulfills itself a 
thousand fold -- only when it 
reaches for its real self and 
dies to its former existence 
as seed 


the seed must die to germinate 
and at every stage of growth it 
dies to its former existence; 

a tree bears no resemblance to 
the seed yet the tree was always 
locked secretly in the seed 


the red centre rolls like the 

sea, rocks and giant boulders 
move like marbles on velvet 
sands, the burning desert sky 
and clouds emulate the fluid 
ground as it turns up and meets 
the sky that embraces the land 


each dances to meet the other 
forming one process 


inside this process is another 
related design, the cosmos is 
reflected in a grain of sand; 
dimension is of no consequence 
in continuity, a galaxy is 
reflected in a sunflower, sea 
shell and pine cone -- and so 

it goes and goes, forever 


the only aberration or flaw is 
clinging to an existence that 
must give way to greater 
existence; the only real death, 
finality, is not allowing yourself 
to die and grow daily, becoming 
and becoming until the Gods 
diminish in y/our presence 


and wherefore/what is this 
force/energy impelling power, 
which drives all existence? 


Love 


without it you/we are nothing 


Diana 


from course material mind creates 
the fine, a pleasing dream to clothe 
the disappointing real 


u sit at my desk loosely clad ina 
sarong watching me watching u 
tho u cannot make productive use 
of ur location, only the use of ur 
body upon which i have focused 
my desire 


tho ur dreams are not my dreams, 
they could never be, we do not 
share the same aspirational space 
-- usense my detachment 


u predictably move ur thighs 
revealing ur naked crotch, it works, 
but it isn’t enough upon which to 
build a lasting relationship 


tho body hunger must be appeased, 
i have learned to expect less than 
nothing from life so disappointment 
becomes impossible, everything 
therefore becomes a pleasant 
surprise, something special tho 
sometimes so routine i could cry 
over the lack of imagination and 
skill in contrived displays 


real beauty emerges from within 
like a light with a soft glow that 
makes skin appear as silk and 


hair like waves of light 
i refrain from comment 


i watch u dispassionately tho my 
body reacts as it does, thoi am 

not my body which often drags me 
into futile pursuits tho it makes 

its demands -- u offer only temporary 
appeasement 


so i watch this movie i have seen 
more times than i care to state tho 
each actress plays the role according 
to her ability, some special, exquisite, 
some awkward dull and pedestrian -- 
u hover between both poles so i wait 
for something special 


u are conscious of only ur body and 
so ur hair is free to move like waves 
across ur shoulders and back; ur 
perfect breasts are defeated by your 
foolish focus, drawing ur shoulders 
back so they protrude 


u have not learned that i have never 
been a tit man tho countless reactions 
should have alerted u how dull this 
learned cultural seduction routine is, 
how very dull 


So i project to lift my imagination, 
i cannot dwell in the mediocre 


u begin to recite wonderful words 
of love tho u are mute, i have 


transformed ur body, now in its 
nakedness, a nymph perhaps? no, 
a huntress today with bow and 
arrows that find their target 
without effort, tho u miss 
continually 


the tragedy of an unsatisfied life 
begins to override my unreal, 
romantic, superimpositions, 
there is no hope for this charade 


i turn to the window in time to 
see a bee, laden with pollen and 
nectar sluggishly alight from a 
flower and head back to the hive 
in drunken, unsteady flight 


Pulse 


heartthrobs seem to speak 
beckoning to other hearts 
to feel the pulse of creation 


in hidden synchronisation 
they whisper Love 


not of the particular kind, 
more enthralling, complete 
in its embrace of all things 


how is that possible? 

i have only known mundane 
physical love that empties 
itself into despair and 
disappointment 


breathing is linked to the pulse 
of existence, but why do you 
now call so passionately in my 
twilight years? 


the pulse speaks only of rhythmic 
love that not only sustains a body 
but galaxies that roll and spin 

in outward and inward movements 
throbbing now so distinctly i am 
forced to press my jugular and feel 
its rhythm not yet synchronised but 
drawing me close enough to take 
a leap into your heart, which like a 
memory of the distant past, 
awakened what | thought was dead 


yet now i finally live a moment 
before i expire, perhaps the call 
of your heart was timed perfectly 
-- for the first time in my life 

i shall not resist 


Enduring 


carried again by ur voice 
beyond this world i could 
hardly be grounded in ur 
presence 


it is impossible to accept that 

u are of this world, everything 
about you is other, and ur effect 
on mere mortals is beyond 
description 


i dare not describe ur eyes 
face, lips and body as i fear 

i would dissolve in what i 

see as the most perfect 
example of something that 
should not have taken human 
form, perfection is reserved 
for the gods 


i am drunk looking at u, 
kissing ur lips is as making 
love to lesser women -- 
how unfortunate for them 

i found you 


is it perfect compatibility or 

just complete perfection? 

i care less whether this 

reaction is projection, objection 
or a mixture of both, as why 
question and perhaps ruin what 
we share? 


emotion is stronger than intellect 
of that be sure my exquisite, 
ineffable, other 


haul me back into ur embrace, 
i am lost without you 


the sight of u launches me into 
ecstasy, ur embrace reverberates 
to my core of being 


waterfalls plunge for u alone, 
the sea moves and laps at ur 
feet while storms rage elsewhere 


no mortal moves like dancing 
light or speaks with a voice that 
softly resonates to the edge of 
infinity 


i would say i love you if it were 
adequate, but it fails to deliver 
how i feel, u have impoverished 
the word love with ur perfect 
presence 


and to think | sat looking ata 
blank screen before u walked 
into the room 


stay with me ... and continue 


Undulations 


it's never the same, how could 

it be? all existence is in process, 
always becoming more than it 
once was while we try in vain 

to hang on to something, anything 
fixed, yet the real anchor is flux 


we are cut cables in space thrashing 
in a vacuum though that vacuum is 
as empty as the minds that imagine 
vacuums exist, forget it, existence 

is saturation, not emptiness except 
of course in the minds of hollow 
people not able to reflect existence 
and their own peculiar contribution 
to the symphony, which is your 
unique resonance/signature 


let it go, you cannot locate me, u 
only experience something related 


let your floating raven hair fall on 

my face like jet black waves that 
eventually fall on the shore, return 
to the sea and roll in again renewed, 
feel that movement in your body as 
my body responds in kind without 
interference from the tangle of 
thought 


let it flow and you will flow with 
it, as your fluids flow naturally 


in this movement, peaking and 


descending to peak again on another 
wave knowing there is no returning 
to any wave once ridden 


move all over me and forget urself 
to experience, everything sorts 
itself if left alone to follow its 

own course 


are we harmonised? as only then 
could we remain together in the 
uncertainty and discord that culture 
creates -- it’s a lie, only our bond 

is able to free us both 


throw yourself into the perfect bliss 
of the moment, there is nowhere 
else to go, do not rob yourself of 

the experience, your body purrs then 
arches like a tiger as our souls 
collide and explode into the 
undefinable All 


never attempt to capture me, you 
could have me always if you cease 
your futile efforts to own what 
cannot be owned, simply accept 
and you would be secure in the 
throes of existence/experience 


i love you, though my body, mind 
and soul speak louder than any 
combination of words 


i write this piece for your lingering 
uncertainty and hope that it finally 
lays it to rest while we dance 


forever in the undefinable, secret 
spaces of existence 


this joining is y/our freedom from 
doubt if you allow it; a launch-pad 
into the perfect bliss and peace of 
everlasting Love 


Sapphic Moon 


struck profoundly dumb in ur 
presence, my tongue involuntarily 
contracts and knots making 
speech impossible, how is this 
so? 


for years i thought it a personal 
flaw until u forced me via my 
futile attempts to articulate the 
unutterable in ur presence 


indeed the secret was/is in plain 
view -- bio-mechanical speech is 
primitive and deficient, ur 
splendour is beyond vocal 
expression, the lexicons of all 
cultures fail to make the slightest 
approach, only allusive poetry 
has any chance -- my brain and 
fingers are perfectly coordinated 
for writing unlike my brain and 
tongue, which struggles to explain 
the simplest things to philistines 


in the latitudes of the queen, the 
moon appears graspable, huge, it 
fills half the sky, at least, quadruple 
the size of a sydney full moon 

which is merely a button in 
comparison, and with such proximity 
its silver whiteness agitates the 
tubes that also speak silently tho 
twitching and heaving in 

momentary spasms 


ur immediacy manifests as flowing 
pleasure and unspoken verse, striking 
a cymbal which powerful, silent, 
vibration permeates all things -- it is 
the secret explosive, silent sound 
(nada) that brought all things into 
existence 


only now do i understand why u refuse 
primitive articulations 


Be the moving adoration, imbibe fully 
of this (Soma) continuity, saturate urself 
and then let it flow to all, as there is an 
inexhaustible supply of Love in this 
harmonious universe 


The Dying 


i have brought sweet wine from 
Egypt, honey, wheat and nuts so 
u may never thirst or hunger in 
the afterlife, tho we know we 
continue 


but what is fitting for a poet’s 
death? certainly not ritual 
offerings 


i loved you dearly, and so i bring 
my tears of joy, laughter, pain 
and sorrow, my heart has refined 
my tears which u now need to 
quench ur fires 


i have brought the morning sun 
and midnight moon, which you 
captured in verse; i shall set them 
on ur right and left and in between 
a pillar of white light that reaches 
to the centre of the galaxy where 
existence slices what it requires 


they cry for u now when no tears 
of regret are necessary, u have 
triumphed, my sweet prince, 
warrior poet and lord -- with ever 
so much to give, u gave it all 

freely so what u had in abundance 
would never be exhausted, u knew 
that in the giving, abundance is 
assured 


u died while writing another poem, 
it waits now for another to complete 
or have u left it unfinished as a 
magic spell to pull u back to earth, 
tho u longed to return to ur muse 


ur generals drink a final toast to u 
and break their glasses on ur coffin, 
| pour my red wine and sweet wheat 
in ur open grave and watch as the 
wine flows over ur coffin, its redness 
highlighted by shards of glass 


little did they know u, how was it 
that one could kill without thought 
and yet be so sensitive as to reduce 
ur wives to tears with ur love songs? 
but i know and would keep my 
pledge not to reveal ur secrets 


ur hand could wield a sword and 
inscribe poetry with equal dexterity, 
how rare a warrior poet that could 
reduce hardened hearts to tears 
and elevate souls to paradise while 
still in body 


but it has come to an end as all 
things born must die and so now 
i offer my blood as a libation to 
the Gods and dutifully join u in 
Paradise 


Once ... 


i saw ur face in the clouds 

and ur body in the rolling 

sea, ur hair and eyes plunged 
me into ecstasy and love 
permeated the entirety of 
space and time, but it was 
always there, u were the 
medium that allowed me to 
reach into the heart of creation 


it was love, indeed it was, the 
universe knew it before i was 
born and planted it in my being, 
the seeds of perfection, which 
grew with my maturity, nothing 
less would do 


today the sea is as it is without 
my projections of perfection; 

the wind caresses and cools my 
cheeks and the rain moistens 
my lips without ur sweet kisses 


do not fret my lasting love, it 
was all me destined to reach 
perfection which spilled 
throughout my experience as 
aman 


i did not reject u, it became clear 
that i was a lover intoxicated on 
love which i used as a palette to 
paint experience, it wasn’t a lie 
or self deception, be comforted 


by the reality that for Love’s 
sake the entire universe came 
into existence; love is the only 
driving force, it saturates 
everything tho few see or feel 
it today 


remember me as that lover of 
love who focused it on u for a 
period until u couldn't bear the 
overwhelming irrationality of 
how or why i chose you 


u thought urself unworthy of my 
ecstatic embraces and intoxicated 
soul, u Knew i was pushing past 
the sensory (empirical) and lost 
connection with the particular to 
embrace the universal, tho had u 
followed me u would have reached 
the pinnacle of exaltation, but u 
hesitated and i was impelled to 
continue until i was no more, lost 
in universal love, spinning in 
Eternity 


my body continues to buckle under 
its pressure, but such are the 
limitations of bodies, only light is 
able to comfortably bear the force 
of pure, unfettered Love 


do not fret my love tho we are 
apart, i continue to hear the music 
of dancing existence when i think 
of you 


if u read this then know that i now 
invest the sweet peace gained from 
Love to you forever 


The Excluded 


u have complained bitterly 
that i have never put u in 
verse, a poet that has written 
from a mere glance of 
bewitching eyes, and has 
expressed the beauty of a 
wave retreating slowly from 
the shore 


do not lament ur exclusion as 
poetry stirs things unknown 
and sometimes dangerous 


i recall two unnatural stares 

which resulted in the death 

of the two persons receiving, 

tho at the time i was unaware 

that the glances were accompanied 
by thoughts of death which force 
engaged my vision and found 
actuality in the demise of two 

who were unaware of my focus 


the wind does not whisper for u 
nor does it sing 


do not lament ur absence as the 
poetry of love i have written has 
been written to no effect other 
than rejection and that i do not 
seek for you 


the moon doesn't shine for u tho 
it caresses the chill waters of the 


bay while u remain warm beside 
me; do not lament that my word- 
spells are for others known and 
unknown 


understand that while writing i 

am unaware of my inner thoughts 
as the poem is foremost in mind 
and it's the deep thoughts that find 
hidden, undetectable expression 
in events -- i dare not frame u in 
verse 


the dunes move with the wind on 
southern beaches hiding murder 
and death, u are too precious to 

risk capturing in verse, all manner 
of untamed forces pounce on poetry 
and seek expression 


be content that u are unassailable, 
remain as u are, free from captivity 
free of the allusions and word-spells 


fly by day and sleep peacefully at 
night, ignore the alluring spells cast 
by some poets 


Fly 


u captured me with ur deep, easy 
eyes, free me 


u embraced me with ur firm body, 
free me 


u enslaved me with ur poetic heart, 
free me 


the words u weave mesmerise my 
mind, free me 


caught in bliss we fly over the drear 
of humanity, over trees, seas, plains 
and mountains, eagles defer to our 

ecstatic soaring 


i cannot nor would i fight this captivity, 
free me 


i was blind, lost and miserable until 
ur love set me free -- iam a slave in 
ur arms 


who would have thought 
a chance encounter would 
grow endlessly and break 
the shackles of a perverse 
and contorted world? 


play me forever, never leave 
me, i Surrender completely 


Wing 


a wing that arcs across existence 
meets and forms an eternal circle/ 
cycle of becoming, a wonder to see 


that wing protects -- its feathers are 
invulnerable yet soft and comforting, 
which mysterious bird extends 

such a span? 


which crested bird whose body is 
beyond comprehension, so large, 
all embracing, that no mind is able 
to measure one feather? 


which bird when confined to 

its nest feeds its young on its 
own blood then flames across 
the heavens like a million comets 
and plunges into the centres of 
galaxies to emerge renewed as 
pure plasma? 


flying with it under its wing 
traversing all the knowledge 
that ever was, is, or ever will 
be is bliss ineffable 


which bird is able to roll time 

and space into a timeless, infinitely 
expansive ball, flip it in its golden 
beak and swallow it? 


its call is so rarefied it can only 
be heard by those transformed 


by Love and understanding that 
gather under its wing to fly with 
it forever 


Compass 


do not forsake me, am i not 

yours in knowledge and love 
though lacking somewhat in 

deed 


you created me, ami not an 
imperfect human? though that 
imperfection is my doing, and 
so You answer as | write, regain 
that perfection 


easily said though i know i 

must i take full responsibility 

so implore You to give me 
strength; too many follies plague 
humanity yet the way is clear, 

i cannot run from it any longer 


and if i should die trying, 
wherever i may be, do not 
rob me of the memory 

of You without which i would 
lose all hope and direction, 
promise? i know, 

You already have 


Moonlight 


the passive reflected light of 
the moon is enough in its 
fullness to illumine my 
favourite clearing in the bush, 
its soft young grass is an 
anomaly in the rough scrub 


so i relax and wait knowing 
that the silver will not be 
wasted tonight 


soon enuff i hear the rustling 
as she approaches hungry for 
my love or for the love 
independent of me, tho the 
love is enough for all; i have 
never considered myself 
something other, tho most 
consider me otherwise 


she breaks into the small 
clearing smiling, eager and 
ever so young and vital, i've 
been too long without it, 
bloody boilers only drain 

u and return zero 


she snuggles next to me 
purring like a tiger, what else 
is hidden in this special delight? 


it is for me alone to discover 
on this platinum moonlit night 


Mountain Valley 


in the valley of the waters 
a tiny waterfall releases its 
flow playing tricks on the 
mind and eye 


water appears as diamonds 
tumbling over precipices, 
catching the sun refracting 
sparkles to the back of 
mind arousing joy in a 
bubbling heart, giving 
always 


tiny hummingbirds hover 
before my eyes tweaking 
their heads from side to 
side talking bird talk 
saying, ‘hello’, welcome 
to our valley of wonders, 
enjoy your stay. 


tears flow, diamond waters 
shoot tiny rainbows through 
the valley, through my heart 


crystal clean -- harsh worldly 
‘realities,’ find no home here 


the sound of tiny tambourines, 
water pelting rocks below; 
tinkling, chiming for you 


little water-bells applauding, 
ringing, urging you to take 


the journey with an open 
heart, an open mind. 


moist mists float along 
the valley floor, slowly 
rising up valley walls 
engulfing me then 
disappearing above 


another tiny bird hovers 
before me, eyes inquisitive 
searching my soul, 
‘everything is perfect’ 

it gestures before darting 
off into the trees 


Porch 


faded tiles adorn the unsettled 
ground outside the studio which 
have become too familiar like 
stale lovers devoid of that life 
that pushes a tile from its cement 
mooring until it becomes free 


weeks pass, it takes a spiral shape 
that is strangely familiar, it's a 

fern tree unfurling itself like a 

tiny green-brown galaxy tho its 
spin is too slow for the eyes to 

see 


as such it appears dead like the 
bronze lions that guard the gate 
to the high court 


they do not roar, cast in their liquid 
death throes to solidify mute and 
oxidise in the air, a profoundly mute 
dead green, not the sparkling green 
of a living fern, as man is unable to 
breathe life into his creations yet 
the tiny fern has broken thru the 
paved tiles into the air, sun, sky and 
rain 


a neighbour remarks, watch that fern 
before it destroys your tiled porch, i 
am watching it, i reply, the neighbour 
satisfied that i will remove it and 
replace the tiles 


months pass and my fern is a small 
tree enjoying its life lifting more tiles 
effortlessly, its strength derived from 
its deliberate, imperceptible rate of 
growth 


my neighbour catches me exiting the 
studio and glances at the fern with a 
contemptuous scowl 


u needn't worry, i remark, 
i am watching it smiling 


Medium 


my calligraphy brush of fine human 
hair dipped in black ink flows and 
caresses silk and fine fibre paper -- 
this poem is not in the words but 

in the means producing words that 
glide and imbue meaning onto 
something that was blank 


is it necessary to play with words 
when the artifice is in the medium, 
brush and silk paper now decorated 
with characters like the moving 
leaves of trees or the fixed, 
fossilised prints of prehistoric bird 
tracks? 


the wise and sensitive see past the 
written appreciating only the flow 

of characters decorating empty 
spaces in mind and emotion, forming 
a perfect subjective form to be 
locked in memory defying the 
ravages of time 


the artifice here allows readers to 
imbue ideals and create perfections 
in the museums of memory accessed 
only by recollection, forever safe 

as the sky 


words insist regardless of all attempts 
by soft silk and fine hair brush to 
soften their power 


focus instead on the flowing rhythms 
and barely audible sound that fluid 
characters make during their creation 


a lover's lock tied into the hollow of 
young bamboo, silk paper and wrist 
transmit more than the characters 
they create 


Death and Life 


my culture embraces death and 
is friends with the living; no life 
exists without the death of a 
previous existence 


slavs know well we were all dead 
before we were born but eastern 
europe is the crossroad of East and 
Western cultures, consequently Asian 
blood courses thru my slavic veins 


i walk as in a dream thru life and 
dream hard realities; this street i 
have never seen yet something is 
always familiar tho framed in the 
strange 


from nowhere u appear shuffling a 
deck of cards; select one, fanning 
and offering the deck, but choose 

wisely it will determine the tenure 

and character of your entire life 


i draw a card, the asian wheel of 

Life decorated with images of the 
dead, appropriate to the circumstance 
and location of my birth yet those 

that surround me are familiar like 

a re-run of an old movie with the 
same actors but different theme 

and plot 


the wise know the Egyptian Book 
of the Dead is a guide to life eternal 


and the Tibetan book of the Dead 
is a guide to another birth/life 


the wheel turns, i die daily leaving 
the past with funerary attendants 

and my failed hopes with undertakers 
and hooded falcons perched on 

their shoulders 


i look at u intensely and see rivers 
of time intricately woven into a 
pattern representing the sum of 
my experience thru numerous 
spheres and dimensions -- the 
course forming a moving spiral 

of being from the outermost edge 
curving back to the stillness of 
the centre where i/u first came 
into being 


u realise i see the implications 

of the life i have selected, a faint 
smile appears on your face, u 
know we will be together tho 
we'll be strangers when we meet, 
live, love and die together fulfilled 
and ready for another turn of 

the wheel until we merge in the 
centre as one unbroken, cosmic 
stream of Love 


as u begin to fade from view u 
turn -- ur haunting tho comforting 
glance evokes a memory, i was 
the dealer who offered you the 
deck before, the card you chose 
was Victory 


Apprentice to Magic 


in times before the mist lifted 
from memory, the feats and 
skills of a great magus spread 
throughout this and many 
other lands 


our village shaman defers only 

to this great magus, who is said 

to have raised the dead and made 
the blind see; he is reputed to 
have power over the elements 
and has sent many a raging 
tempest to subdue an enemy 


he is able to quiet the howling 
wind and tumultuous seas at a 
command, awesome indeed is 
his power 


i was a boy at the time and under 
the tutelage of the village shaman 
but i sought the knowledge and 
skill of the greatest shaman and 
magus of all so i thanked my 
revered teacher for all he had 
taught me and set off to find 

the greatest of them all 


“now boy, what brings u here 
to pester and entreat me?” 


“i seek power over the elements and 


the ability to raise the dead and cause 
the blind to see.” 


“i have no power to teach u or tricks 
to impart which deceive only fools.” 


TOU ae 


“be silent child, i see there is no 
dissuading or dampening ur spirit 

and persistence, so if u are able to 
learn, i shall teach u the most valued 
secrets, which if mastered enable 
every influence over man and the 
world; however, there is one condition, 
if u accept this offer, u will leave 

after receiving this most high 
knowledge and follow ur way.” 


“| accept sir, as indeed if this secret 
enables every power i gladly accept 
ur condition.” 


and so the magus produced a small 
silk bag and emptied its contents on 
the shiny compressed-earth floor 

of his hut 


“now boy, what do u see laid before 
you?” 


“small ivory keys sir, with strange 
engraved sigils.” 


“how many do u see?” 


“what is, ‘how many,’ sir?” 


“i see that i must teach u the power 
of number and form and the meaning 
of signs and symbols” 


in time the boy learned the power 
inherent in numbers and signs but 
was shown no specific application 
or how to apply this knowledge 

to great effect 


“how many keys do u see now, boy, 
and what are the symbols on those 
keys?” 


“26, sir, and the symbols are: 
ABCDEFGHIJKLMNOPQR 
STUVWXYZ.” 


“now begone and marvel, i have 
imparted the greatest magic of all.” 


“but, ...!” 


Peach Tree 


planted by who knows, many 
years past as its gnarled and 
rough branches betray 


but when in season its fruiting 
flowers are youthful and fertile, 
how it transforms itself 
magically 


a solitary dove alights in its 
branches almost hidden in the 
flowers and leaves, if not for 
its coo'ing it would almost 

be invisible 


the throated dove coo's for its 
mate but its mate is no more; 
how profoundly sad it makes 
me feel tho i have lost myself 
watching the flowers and bees 
drenched in the seasonal sun 
until another throated call 
revives a memory 


very soon ripe sweet peaches 
will decorate the tree and 
encourage the return of coo'ing 
doves 


Black Rose 


a black rose grows on a bleached 
human skull, its venous roots spread 
over and around the skull penetrating 
every aspect of the surface and interior, 
eye sockets, gaping mouth and every 
other entry like river patterns on earth 
as seen from space 


the skull now completely captured, 
belongs to the rose 


there is no apparent source of 
nourishment as the bone never 
diminishes, yet the rose survives 
on something, perhaps unseen 
tho real 


perhaps the lingering imprint of 
previous deeds, good and bad, 
sustain the rose in its blackness, 
tho it appears to have a preference 


the similarity of river patterns scouring 
across land and the root patterns on the 
skull are not coincidence; the spiralling 
galaxy repeats itself in flowers and sea 
shells -- repeated patterns offer no surprise 
in the micro/macrocosm; they tell a story 
to those that are able to read the signs 
appearing everywhere in nature, tho black 
roses grow only on human skulls, their 
sprouting, growth and fruiting remain a 
mystery or perhaps not to those able to 
read what escapes many 


an erect silver serpent adorns the 
mantelpiece its gaping mouth holds 
one black candle tho its wick has 
never been lit 


the congruity of skull, rose, serpent 

and candle disturbs, so i light the 

candle which motionless, burning flame 
releases a scent impregnated in the wax, 
sometimes pleasant to the senses, other 
times nauseating -- this reality is not 
static, it moves like everything else 
according to its particular nature 


so i leave u to read the images planted 
in ur mind, beware they do not take 

root, the seemingly innocuous words are 
only a medium transporting all manner 
of things, seen and unseen, to the mind 
and emotions, as words by nature have 
immediate access to the mind tho nature 
writes its endless story with moving 
living images and patterns 


perhaps u may care to explain this 
sequence to me, tho i doubt it, as 
few are able to read the meaning 

of a simple, repeated, galactic spiral 
appearing in space and here on earth 


Burning 


the bush is burning, snapping 
synapses, crackling like neon 

wasps, revealing an open monologue 
to god but it's me doing all the 
talking, which serves to increase 

the heat turning red fire into white 


ethereal smoke rises from thought 
as the bush sets the trees of Eden 
ablaze burning with a heat that 
neither consumes nor singes flesh, 
an awakening perhaps? 


this is no candle in the wind, it's 
furnace heat moving up through 
layers of antiquation, residual 
concepts and failed ideals no 
longer necessary or useful; this 
fire dims the sun and immortalises 
being -- every book read and the 
opinions/theories contained therein 
reduced to ash in an instant 


uncoordinated synapses now fire in 
harmony without thought to interrupt 
the flow which flow answers all 
questions like the swirls of Van Gogh 
and the poesy of Rumi, they also 
spontaneously combusted 


the cool drear of the herd baying in 
the background betrays them as 
servile, mindless beasts, only this 
fire cleanses mind and reveals what 


has been secret for millennia; that 
there is no hidden secret/mystery, 
only ignorance and folly upon which 
meaningless cultures are built leading 
nowhere, or rather to sorrow, pain 
and despair 


the time is always now, enter the white 
cleansing flame and burn with me until 
the difference disappears leaving only 
the distilled, pristine, ineffable perfection 
of One 
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Nature Poems 


Collated and edited by the author/poet, Lindsay Traynor 
Book Ill in the Poetry Series 
The Way that can be trodden is not the enduring and unchanging 
Way. The Way that can be named is not the enduring and 


unchanging Name. 


Nameless, is the Originator of heaven and earth; named, it is the 
Mother of all things — Lao Tzu 


Autumn 


the forest prepares for the white chill 
of winter with bursts of warm colours, 
burning leaves discarded like so many 
notions, ideas and promising dreams 


my desires crunch under the weight of 
false hopes and future-thwarted dreams, 
a better season next year is not promised 


the chill begins to slowly cool my bones, 
so i grip the edges of the horizon and 
wrap myself in the warm, slow-burning 
forest, snug, ready to slumber for an 
eternity 


but the sky, afraid i will steal the earth 
forever, begins to shake ice and snow 
onto the ground, a trick to prevent me 
from falling into a permanent sleep 


The Life 


u have groaned ur way to this material 
plane yet u know u are light faced with 
the dilemmas of life on this plane; 
u/we groan some more and some 
groan until they depart from the 

body and return worse off 


yet there is a purpose, you/we have made 
our choices, no-one else, we must take 
responsibility for Our lives and the lives 

of others dear to us, tho those near may 
test our patience to the extreme 


to give up or retreat is to crucify ourselves 
and stifle Our liberation only to groan later 
with greater exasperation 


you have choice to fulfil ur evolution or 
delay it, no-one else is able to interfere 
with ur evolution tho u may imagine 
otherwise 


enemies and friends instruct and offer 
opportunities for ur evolution, some 
would enhance, others would deter but 
u are always free to act in such a way 
as to turn everything to ur advantage/ 
growth 


u have invited all experience seemingly 

good and bad tho neither exists without 

its binary opposite; they are only opposites 
until understood as traps, self-made illusions, 
progressions/regressions, note the binary 


qualities on this plane, yet ur light is the 
same as that in others tho each expresses it 
thru their own experience, but that Light 

is the same divine, inviolate, indestructible, 
ineffable blissful, yes blissful, spark of 
Creation 


there is only one infinite creation expressing 
itself in infinite ways/patterns in order to 
experience or know itself, to what other end 
the blissful, dance of infinite Creation? 


deal with ur perversions and ignorance and 
become aware of the Joy of existence as it is 
it is One entirety only appearing as many 


and so kinetic Creation announces victory for 
every self-liberated soul and itself 


until then u are a product of culture, the world 
deal with its/ur perversity and take responsibility 


would you live in a hell or a heaven, it is your 
choice to create either? avoiding this obligation 
to urself/creation would see you regress in 
misery and hobble urself 


when confronting a mountainous obstacle think 
of the undaunted ant that moved a mountain 
one grain of sand at a time until it was no more 


understand that u are immortal, unaffected 
by illusory cultural qualities such as time and 
space, no challenge you have given urself is 
beyond ur ability to overcome, be consoled 
by this reality 


we, on this material plane are One, we Are 

our brothers and sisters tho some may 
erroneously think otherwise — what u do 

to another u do to urself, understand that 
souls have no enemies they only have helpers, 
teachers 


if we are united in creation surely we learn 
that lesson and unite here on earth 


be constantly vigilant otherwise those that 
divide would destroy your joy, security and 
peace, division is the only real enemy on this 
plane — by restoring unity and harmony we 
are all restored in peace and beauty 


this universe came into being for Love’s sake 
and love is the surest and safest road home 


tho u may lose ur disposable body in the 
process, do not, never fear, do trees mourn 
fallen autumn leaves, do trees mourn the 
death of the seed from which they sprang? 


you are the tree that supports the entire universe 
there is nothing to fear as nothing is able to 
destroy you in essence 


all bodies (vehicles) are like garments, but You 
are the Life, Love and Truth of Reality, never 
forget it 


Until 


i write until i tear open the page and 
plummet thru into a world without 
restrictions — no longer confined by 

a screen or A4 paper, the medium and 
message entwine around my brain 
which never sleeps or ceases to create 


i remember the brush strokes that swept 
across hand made paper with the ease 
of an autumn breeze, no semantic strain 
was required only a deft hand and the 
ceaseless flow of creation 


today i tap a keyboard, clickety clack 
whack, a suitable encoder for the digital 
age but it pales against the turns of my 
rhythmic wrist and sweeps of my hand 

on broad paper; the past easily overcomes 
the present 


there is nothing spontaneous about typing, 
the means formulates the message so | 
must force entry into the portal of dreams 
which once opened like a lover's thighs 
caressed by slow deft hands 


with bamboo pipe and human hair brush 
each fine filament depositing ink ending 
in a fine fading fray, the art of which was 
to perfect the sweep, line, character and 
the amount of ink each brush-stroke 
would deposit onto the paper 


that was the art of writing, now writing 


is the art so i am writing you! 


you imagine i jest but no, with every 
word | force you to decode i steal ur 
mind, come closer i must whisper a 
secret — i have learned to write with 
my cock and what marvels it produces 
in salacious minds but i refrain from 
description here as this is a technical 
piece 


perhaps another time when ur medium 
is more receptive — a gentle stroke of 
paradise 


Precious 


we rhapsodise and excruciate, we run 
the (gauntlet) gamut of emotion and 
yet if every one of us died instantly 
existence would be no worse off, 
perhaps better off 


our craft is pure self-indulgence, poetry 


for whom do we write? to the world, to 
a person, to nature? don’t make me 
laugh, we write for ourselves regardless 
of the lies, textual narcissism and 

the pretence of semantic masturbation 
(how very precious we are) 


we are poets, not a rare or endangered 
species, there’s never been a shortage 
of poetic wankers in any human society 
or culture 


we all have something to say but we trip 
the text fantastic expressing it 


rather than use the integrity of plain 
speech; we contrive, convolute, involute 
and complicate, how very precious 

we are 


why state something plainly when u 
are able to embellish, elaborate, 
exaggerate and just plain lie for 

the sake of the esoteric ‘Art,’ 

but we should never ever use 

that word in that context regardless of 


how many drooling dunces follow us 
from reading to reading, or how many 
dedicated novitiates open their thighs 
for the artist 


the authenticity of a hemorrhaging 
crimson wound or the stench of a 
battlefield, the starkness of a sea-cliff 
and the wind hissing through the wild 
desolate grasses puts us all to shame 


the crispness of truth, virgin white as a 
winter morning frozen with meaning 
defying our pretences, mocking our 
attempts to capture the wonder of a 
single snowflake or dry autumn leaf 


we are precious poets, loved, hated and 
ignored by many 


Autumn Leaf 


i once quipped to a disgruntled lover, 


ill write you a love poem on an 
autumn leaf.” 


(autumn, was intentionally selected) 


i took a leaf from the ground, freshly 
fallen, resting on top of a carpet of 
fallen leaves 


i studied its shape, form and its 
stunning syntax half dried, half moist, 
its pronounced veins tracking across 
its surface mapping its beauty, once 
feeding every cell and breathing pore, 
its serrated edge gave it character, an 
identity, uniqueness, one of a kind 
like no other before or after, nature 
ensures difference originality, only 
foolish man clings pathologically to 
uniformity, routine and the ‘safety’ 

of the dead known, so foreign to 
nature’s designs. 


they whipped me as a child for being 
different, instinctively i recoiled from 
the given. 


then they tortured me as an adult for 
daring to cut my own ‘unacceptable’ 
course 


not content with abuse and torture they 
jailed me hoping to ‘rehabilitate’ me 


and make me a productive member of 
their (dead) society. 


my lover pulled me to the ground 
attempting to draw my focus away 
from the exquisite beauty which had 
captured my attention, she could feel 
i was going, freeing myself from the 
tedium of the unreasonable 


i had learned long ago how to enter 
nature’s secret chambers and insulate 
myself from the unreasonable, the 
senseless horror, the needless pain 
and futility of man’s uniform, petty 
ways 


she had learnt to go for my cock on 
these occasions, her deft hands quickly 
releasing my phallus and placing it 

in her mouth in one movement — she 
began her rhythmic motions moving 
her crotch against my thigh while she 
engaged in her oral art 


but i had already departed while my 
cock remained behind and obliged 

her insecurities and desires tho i 
remained transfixed on the complexity 
and beauty of that leaf, which nature 
so easily creates and discards and 
began to laugh at man’s ‘great’ works 
of art housed in galleries and museums 
around the world, a tragic legacy of an 
aberrant, vain and arrogant species 


all humanity’s achievements shamed 


by a leaf 


my lover smiled the semen in her mouth 
prevented her from speaking 


Streams 


with every beat, it flows and courses 
circulating, propelled by a heart’s 
beating desire 


memories fade, wither and fall like 
autumn leaves, phantasms, ghosts, 
devoid of relevance they slowly dry 
and die — litter on the forest floor 


parched, thirsty, seeking moisture 
which only a passionate heart is able 
to provide 


tears of sadness, regret and joy 
petition the sky to release its liquid 
treasure — renewal 


sometimes only a shower other times 
a torrent this fertile forest waits patiently, 
it blooms only when revived by rain 


each new virgin flower, every blossoming 
bush anticipates your arrival 


armed with your rainbow and attended 
by the sun you release your life-giving 
treasure 


the rarest flower hidden deep in the 
heart of the forest blossoms only when 
awakened by your sweet rain and 
streaming caresses 


Lost Poems 


where do unwritten poems go after 
tantalising poets with sweet dreams, 
erotic imagery, precise metaphors 
and other textual seductions, i have 
often wondered? 


poems that do not quite make it onto 
paper are not really lost to poetry 
graveyards or wasted they return 

to that special place from whence 
they came to be transmuted, tailored 
perhaps for other writers to inscribe 
in this most seductive art 


her face turns toward mine beseeching, 
imploring but words fail her; her eyes 

fill with tears tho she does not openly 
weep, her hypnotic eyes steal my 
attention, suspending my thoughts, 
making a dumb spectator of my soul, 
but still no meaningful words/gestures, 
she fails to articulate her heart’s longing, 
her soul’s desire 


momentarily unable to speak or make 
known her intentions she releases that 
energy allowing it to return, charged by 
inexpression, to be utilised by a poet 
better able to define, contour and shape 
emotion 


outside my window, dry autumn leaves 
crunch under her bare feet; silently she 


lifts her head and smiles revealing tears 
running down her cheeks 


Apprehension 


that oddity that transforms a glance 
into a cosmic reaction seems lost, 
where are you today? 


i know, the same place u've always been 
but i've lost something special, important, 
the flight of a sunrise at midnight and the 
hum of spring that once penetrated my 
bones, where is it now? 


perhaps i have overdone it, burnt myself 
out like the blank pages of a defunct 
novelist 


i wish like a child for the violet eruption 
of ur embrace, the lack of which has 
hollowed my soul 


if i had it one more time i would never 
let it go but that’s what all bankrupt 
writers say, u see, i have lost it until 

i am transformed again 


Crying 


hear the clean desert wind free, 
leaving all urban impurities behind 
desert, where ancient melodies are 
easily heard as the wind sings 
through various natural forms 


no distractions exist to drag the 
attention away from the harmony 
and purity of the red centre 


the desert is clean, undisturbed it 
presents only itself considered 
worthless by avaricious men; the 
desert is the face of something larger 
that moves in splendour behind it, 
not hidden but not immediately 
apparent 


words learned in cities pour from my 
pen, crying for something lost and 
found reaching forever, seeking the 
purity and peace of the desert wind 
which washes through me and cleans 
the sticky impurities accrued in cities 
of the dead 


smogged city wind does not agitate 
the flame eternal only the clean desert 
wind fans that flame into a roaring, 
all-consuming bliss 


once experienced the desert wind 
remains, fanning the flame and creating 
a radiance that resists the darkness and 


pollution carried by the poison wind 
of cities 


wild birds swim and sing in the desert 
wind moving in waves each course free 
tho remaining in harmony with the flock 


city birds fight each other for scraps 
while desert birds drink from crystal 
spring water and feed from seeding 
desert grasses all provided naturally, 
what need do i have for a profession? 
i am not infatuated with gadgets and 
baubles that bind one to perpetual 
slavery? 


cities are cemeteries where corpses 
move as the dead move blind, vicious, 
unaware 


palms from aeons past continue to 
thrive in the desert sustained by red 
soil and clean rain filtered through 
mineral sands to emerge as springs 
and oases 


today as before the desert wind 
carries the rain to the red centre 
and revitalises all life in season 


only the clean desert wind surrounds, 
moves and enlivens everything it 
kisses 


Falling 


words, letters, signs and symbols 
arrange themselves in coherent and 
incoherent patterns guided by something 
other, but drawn from the accumulated 
experience of an artist whose task is as 
easy as the breeze that swirls up from 
deep recesses and spins down again, 
caught it seems in a magnetic ellipse 
until the message, meaning is transmitted 


the same force drives all fluids in bodies, 
internally and externally, separation is 
myth 


new zoos populate once green and 
flowering fields, the animals on spectacle 
captured in steel and glass engage in the 
tricks taught them by their keepers 


Click, click, click, frantic keyboards 

arrange designs, markets, mediums of 
exchange, also caught in a magnetic ellipse 
but the specimens are unaware they are 
kept though they have little choice but 

to appear and perform in their penns 

daily 


nothing replaces the wilds from which 
these animals were captured and now 
bred in captivity, their offspring know 

no other existence but captivity, which 
they call freedom, though confinement 
determines every action, movement and 
thought, but what would a specimen born 


in captivity know of the real freedom their 
once wild forebears experienced? 


a sea hawk hovers over the cemetery 
where wild flowers grow over graves, 

it twitches and dives like a bullet capturing 
its prey easily, so efficient are its wild 
instincts 


the human dead lay buried with stone 
markers, names and captions comforting 
nothing but memories of things past 


the new zoos have killed every vestige of 
life, the cemetery is in fact a second death, 
a necropolis that does not mourn the living 
or dead in the cities/zoos of annihilation 


glass towers are on show for the keepers, 
not for those that have wild eyes to see 
or the ability to arrange snowflakes on 
melting bitumen streets scorched by a 
polluted, choking summer’s day 


Nocturn 


night falls in slow motion carried 
gently on the scent of spring flowers, 
fragrance seems to emanate from the 
warm, secure blackness 


how appropriate the ‘falling’ of night 
though to be accurate night is lowered 
by disappearing day 


it is daylight that breaks impatiently in 
contrast to the tide of night enveloping, 
easing everything — my realm from the 
first 


life does not issue from the brightness 
of day it is conceived and gestates in 
pure darkness safe in the homogeneity 
of imperceptibility, the harsh glare of day 
which shatters the peace of night 


my nocturnal allies hide to emerge only 
when invisible to effect the changes that 
astound the creatures of day 


well do they say ‘what day is it?’ 
light is such a lie as it only becomes 
apparent when it strikes an object 
whereas night is immediate and 
requires nothing to facilitate its 
enveloping 


it is the difference between the long 
soothing hum of night and the sharp 
shrill of glaring day 


Tears of Gods 


the Chinese believe the tea plant 
sprouted from the tears of Gods 
while in India ganga is the plant 
attributed to Siva who is known 
as an inveterate ganga smoker 


both attributions seem apt as both 
(once sacred) plants enhance the body 
and mind 


the Himalayas in spring and summer 
see the harvesting of tea in Darjeeling 
and ganga-rubbing in every balmy 
mountain valley producing prized 
black attar/charis 


but not to be forgotten is the poppy its 
resin produces euphoria, the stuff of 
dreams preferred by poets and shaman 


a world away the coca plant is sacred 
to indigenous tribes and shaman, 
every plant that alters everyday 
consciousness is revered as sacred 
for good reason, traditional cultures 
do not fear/view altered states as 
problematic but as other dimensions 
of mind/experience 


mind mushrooms thrive in cow shit 
in northern and southern Oz, gold 
tops and blue meanies, smooth as 
can be 


police have no business regulating 
plants and fungi used as sacraments 


mind plants exist in almost every 
clime and locality, the Gods are 
kind offering their flesh and tears 
to heal our bodies and souls 


there is an abundance of natural Holy 
sacraments; refuse all lab synthetics, 
they are not of the body of God 


“And all should cry, Beware! Beware! 
His flashing eyes, his floating hair 
Weave a circle round him thrice, 

And close your eyes with Holy dread 
For he on honey-dew hath fed, 

And drunk the milk of Paradise.” — STC 


Savoir 


‘to Know,’ or knowing is not dependent 
on a single sense, it spans the entire 
spectrum of sensation from abstract 
thought to physical contact 


we arrive at knowledge via impressions 
however, some recipients are not tuned 
to our frequency and messages become 
lost in a mire of subjective previous 
experience, such was the case with you 


with every artifice in a poet’s repertoire 

i all but wrote it in the sky yet delivery 
failed, so strong were your previous 
impressions that any new message was 
thoroughly corrupted. 


we are all challenged in varying degrees 
no one is able to appreciate another’s 
real emotional state, though we are able 
to draw on common human experience, 
but what a peculiar mix it makes 


to hell with my usual mode of expression, 

i dredged for a song instead, a female voice 
to deliver female emotion, perhaps male 
filters are less severe with music and song 
try and understand how much i luv you, 
leave your past in the past, i am Now, fresh, 
new, discovery and experience 


Plankton 


plankton luminesce in waves before 
they crash softly to the shore of dreams 
appearing only at night 


darkness is fought by the tiniest sea 
vegetation to compensate for the fading 
light of men lost in designed illumined 
myths, dreams and media lies, when 
will they ever learn? 


day and night are inverted, sky and shore 
blur into an amorphous, groundless space 
in which desperate hollow people seek 
anything to believe in and anchor to, any 
fantasy is preferable to meaninglessness 
void and uncertainty 


and so the world is lost, the many cling to 
the selfish dreams of the few, welth/fame 
and opulence but the beach at night is 
untouched by desperate fantasies 


u pull ur light summer frock over ur head 
and walk naked next to me, ur body a 
source of delight to my eyes, u clasp the 
fingers of ur hand with mine and gently 
squeeze pulling me from my introspections 


the warm summer breeze lifts ur flowing 
hair mimicking the movement of the sea 
as u reel me in like a fish caught by a lure 


a night sky-pilot comes to ground 


Woohoo You 


the world is frantic but u are as easy 
as a leaf floating down a stream ona 
clear, untroubled summer’s day 


u ease the storm of my life and soothe 
my heart, ur asian jet hair shines like 
a raven’s wing; ur face is the wine i 
have thirsted for 


U approached me like a woman cloaked 
in a heavenly, bewitching scent then u 
fled like a frightened child, are u playing 
the usual feminine wiles that exasperate 
men of experience, are u testing the 
attraction? 


be aware i do not chase or play adolescent 
games, iam aman, not a boy and if a man 
frightens u, then so be it, strong independent 
feminine women are rare these days 


is it ur husband that constrains u, is it fear? 
u should know that i know that women taste 
of different fruits in the orchard of life and 
then return to their gardens or make a dash 
for greener pastures, no children involved 
makes u free to choose 


though i shall not concern myself with social 
dilemmas, ur presence now is all that matters 
though the sadness in ur eyes contradicts 
the smile on ur face 


these vacillating dichotomies/contradictions 


drive me to distraction so i drown u in soft 
kisses that u evoke from my innermost being 


lost in close embrace we are in heaven, do 
not allow urself to think of anything other 
than our presence, which revives wounded 
souls and ravaged hearts 


a night with u in my arms is enough to sustain 
me for decades, one cup of good wine defeats 
the constant indulgence of lesser grades, 
though u remain trapped within urself pleading 
it seems for someone to release/save u 


i do not interfere with the ecstasy of the present, 
future or past projections as reflections rob 

life of its rewards, and life only exists in 

the present 


do not trouble urself unnecessarily, ease into 
the soul u have healed and it would heal you 


No Reply 


was it the tinkle of tree-ice crystals, the 

whisper of the night, or the approaching 
hum of new summer warmth that drew 

me closer? 


it seemed that it all crept up too slow 
to be noticed but now it overwhelms, 
the innate attraction at the centre of 
Being 


it was as if i had lost something precious 

and became obsessed with its recovery, 
strange and seemingly unrelated occurrences 
became beckoning calls, signs, a language 
that bypasses conscious discrimination is 
effective, and so the message was delivered 
without my knowledge yet with the clearest 
meaning, untainted by thought 


restored, it has a secret which i cannot relay 
as no other thing is capable of receiving a 
message that is target specific, unintelligible 

to all but one, and so living with this knowledge 
becomes an easy burden, as there is nothing 
to talk or write about 


gliding ibis pass overhead, fruit bats fly from 
the other direction to their roosting trees; 

it’s timely, as the sun slips below the horizon, 
i hear it again 


do not feel deprived or short-changed by this, 
your message has already been delivered -- 
read it 


Apparition 


hidden by the long grasses u crouch 
over a grave, so sad lamenting loss 


i have never seen such sadness contoured 
and expressed by a body, ur entire frame 
is crying though silent, inaudible 


u have become grief personified 

kneeling over a gravestone upon which a 
sculptured figure of a young woman rests 
kneeling, lamenting 


no difference in posture can be discerned 
i see iam not seeing flesh and blood 


u turn and lock onto my eyes, liquid tears 
track down ur cheeks; i talk to u without 
uttering a sound u respond but remain sad 


why linger here? cemeteries are built by 
the living for the living, the dead have no 
need of them 


u turn away in understanding and slowly 
fade into the twilight 


i approach the grave and notice two wet 
drops on the gravestone, there is no chill 
in the air only the warmth of a summer 
evening 


Who told the Rose ... 


to unfurl its crimson sails 
and release its heady scent? 
rose, be crimson-red, open 
ur petals slowly like a woman 
revealing her secrets 


touch the summer breeze and 
awaken dreamers from their 
trance 


lure the bee and butterfly to 
seek nectar in ur innermost furls 
but be sure to wilt and die before 
it is discovered there’s no nectar 
to give 


i do not begrudge ur lack of nectar 
as u inform the world that physical 
beauty/allure is fleeting and lacks 
sustenance for the soul 


Lingering 


try as i did i failed u, that sad smile 
the sadness caught in ur eyes i could 
not remove it 


remember when we danced in the rain 
on cemetery hill, the sea before us in 
its deep blueness, the summer rain 
softened everything like a Monet 


we danced like there was no tomorrow 
but that glint remained - i loved u more 
than my life and needed u more than my 
next breath, u will never know how 
desperately i tried to free u from ur 
lingering pain 


but ur eyes revealed my defeat, my every 
attempt a failure, i just couldn’t release u 
no matter how hard i tried 


we loved like two naive youths in those 
days, tho its been decades; i still sense 
ur warm body and scent, such was the 
strength of our bond 


u made me victorious, my course altered 
from the rocks to the deep blue expanse, 
i have never looked back but i grieve for 
u still in the quiet moments when solitude 
opens the way to ur memory 


how ur sadness still haunts me because 
i failed to remove ur pain 


i could have done it given half a chance 
but u died suddenly leaving me only 
with ur light and the fathomless strength 
of ur character 


the breadth of our love orphaned time 
and space i see u as U were in ur prime 
the heart of a dove, the strength of a 
lioness, no-one else could have dragged 
me from certain doom to success 


even as i write this piece for you regret 
lingers tingeing my joy with sad reflections 


Unseen 


things unseen cool you in the searing 
heat of day or destroy entire cities if 
aroused in anger, never underestimate 
what is not immediately apparent 


powers for good or ill, as we see it, are 
evenly distributed between seen and 
unseen 


use all your faculties, what is not seen 
with one sense may easily be detected 
by another, who can see the wind? who 
is able to apprehend a summer breeze? 


no one has ever fixed its source or 
destination? 


motion, kinesis is the stuff of life, a 
dancing universe imparts its knowledge 
and harmony freely -- rigid formulas 
and social prescriptions disguised as 
order are death to free spirits, all static 
forms inevitably succumb to the 
irresistible kinesis/movement of life 


the formulators (conservatives) would 
have us all live in a box of their design, 
they name it ‘this and that’ and disguise 
it with alluring trinkets and gadgets yet 
the box remains a coffin, a specified 
mapped location for the living dead, 
lives entombed by do’s and dont's 


the unseen wind is an angel that favours 


the wise, we are sustained and borne aloft 
in ecstasy by the most sublime unseen 
force of all, Love, a gift, embrace it and 

let conservatives live in their fearful, dead 
prescribed world 


Summer Rain 


who would you try to deceive speaking 
winter with summer eyes? 


stringed instruments resonate on the wind 
yet ur voice intones cool ice and snow 


should i respond to the flame in ur eyes 
that speak honestly to mine or allow ice 
to imprison u in a perpetual winter of your 
making? 


melancholia is a poor companion better to 
break free and emerge naked and honest 
in the warm Summer sun 


some things we must do ourselves with 
abandon, without expectations 


hearts engage easily while words measure 
acceptable distances 


culture is a perverse measure why would 
u allow it to narrow ur options and Life? 


time is on no one’s side, it makes short 
work of all our lives 


is it not preferable to follow the heart 
and its natural inclination to joy rather 
than the calculating head in matters of 
love? 


summer rain, a rainbow arches across 
the sky 


Sea Rain 


it's pouring by the shore, barnacles and 
other fastened shell-life on the rocks 
perplex as salt water is replaced by 
fresh rain water, they close and clamp 
tightly onto the rocks waiting for the salt 
water to save them, i can almost hear 
them screaming though secretly they 
wish to be free of all that binds them 


what do the little animals in these shells do, 
release their grip and wash away with the 

tide while assaulted by threatening rain water 
or take a chance and hope that releasing their 
grip would return them to familiar places? 


people walk along the rocks prying these 
little shells/animals from their homes, a 

tasty treat for some tho most give no thought 
to the plight of these little creatures, it pays 
to be mobile it seems 


waves crash violently onto the rocks and wash 
a careless gatherer into the ocean, screaming 
and waving as he is tossed like a cork in the 
sea tho he gives no thought to the little animals 
screaming silently in his hessian bag 


the storm now violent, his friends too frightened 
to assist and so a human drowns in the turbulent 
sea, an environment unsuited for the species 


survivors crowd together by the shore bound by 
their guilt and cowardice while the cockles they 
have collected scream from the pain of separation 


across the ocean a war rages driven by those that 
profit therefrom 


casualties scream from the separation of their 
lives, homes and families, but the disruptors 
continue to drop their bombs and pry the life 
from many a helpless victim 


the floating drowned man begins to slowly sink 
beneath the waves while the others watch 
helplessly from the rocky shore 


in the township a fishwife plying her trade sings, 
‘cockles and muscles, alive, alive ho!’ 


Throng 


they crowd around seeking frantically to 
find expression, they seek a medium -- 
the muse is not one but many 


faces appear in colour 3D, exquisite, they 
pass across the back of my mind tho they 
cannot stick or disturb as there is nothing 
to stick to so they appear and disappear 
or fade, to be more accurate 


they reveal all manner of things in this 
world warning and luring trying to find 
expression, this world is an open book for 
the disembodied, nothing is secret, the 
akasha is not governed by time or space, 
it contains a record of all that is, was and 
ever will be at once 


the disembodied are like children, they 
cling frantically hoping to find expression, 
which i provide when it suits 


they have shown me the dirty secrets of 
this world many times, it appears like a 

3D movie, the machinations of the evil 
ones, which i encode at times, knowing that 
few listen, yet the spirits are momentarily 
satisfied tho it doesn’t last, they are ever 
around me but the door is mine to open or 
close 


it is not one voice i express today but many, 
do not be beguiled and enslaved by the evil 
of this world simply defeat it, it is powerless 


against those unified in Truth and Love, 
which qualities are gifted to all humanity by 
birthright 


You are not and never have been powerless 


This Way and That 


u appear before me naked dressed only 
in tears and regret 


my attic now crowded with two in its 
infinite singular space 


u complain about the lack of need, 

by that u mean dependence, i've heard 
it all before, some characteristics are 
common to all women 


every inane, irrelevant word of complaint 
falls on the feathers of an aquatic bird, 
why bother, i am no man’s or woman’s 
slave? yet u persist impervious to all the 
words and warnings about such behaviour, 
i've seen it all before, too many times 


is there nothing new under this tattered 
sky? the more u ramble the wider the 
distance becomes until i hear only the 
wind outside and see only the moving 
leaves of trees and swaying branches 


i am in the centre, the heart of this 
timeless land where tribals once gifted 
me the keys that unlock the doors of 
time and space, u are inside i am outside 
the more u harp the wider the chasm 
becomes 


an eagle effortlessly circles above allowing 
the thermals to do the work; a poet clicks 
the keys allowing the flow to do the writing 


u begin to weep out loud and threaten suicide, 
how original 


i return to the centre where my soul soars 
without the need of thermals, u tug violently 
on my shirt watching for an anticipated 
reaction, i lock onto ur eyes speaking volumes 
but u hear only urself as u shrink like a 
B-grade sci-fi movie, the incredible shrinking 
woman, before i am able restore u 


u disappear from sight, somewhere in your 
microscopic universe, where i'm sure u'll 
find another tiny person willing to listen and 
play ur games -- this expanse is far too large 
a place for u 


Rivers 


do rivers stress or strain to reach the 
sea? no, they take the path of least 
resistance as do all nature’s forces 
with the exception of one perverse 
species 


the body groans, my neck could support 
a bridge, such is the level of stress and 
strain 


did i stop when my body sent signals 
then alarms that i was over-extending 
my capacity? cease this bullshit or 
suffer! 


so now i suffer like a dog or rather a 
human that failed to heed nature’s 
warnings 


i've been here before, this place that 
specialises in pain and self-inflicted 
suffering, a crowded place brimming 
with my species 


the wind hisses through the grass, | 
watch stems and blades move in 
waves with the wind; an idiot suggests 
relaxation classes, could they top the 
message of the grass and wind? 


the sea effortlessly laps the shore, the 
moon is full, suspended in the night sky 
like a tarnished silver plate as it moves 
around the earth and sun 


it tugs at the sea which responds without 
a thought -- it is thought that interferes 
with the voice of nature and its sublime 
harmony 


i feel my neck release, accompanied by 
numerous cracks and clunks of my 
vertebrae, what a sorry species, i am not 
alone 


we forfeit harmony/peace for permanent 
war and are taught its necessary, but for 
whom? “look what your country has done 
for you”, the media says, though the truth 

is an elite group of sociopaths and criminals 
do it for themselves (profit) and could care 
less for the expendable slaves they manage 


all perversions, bad habits and destructive 
behaviours are easily overcome simply 

by listening to the message our creator is 
whispering constantly, ease up, merge 
with my harmony, flow like a mighty 

river on the plains winding its way 
inexorably to the sea, you will achieve, 
without blood, sweat and waterfalls of 
tears if u listen and learn 


my personal folly is great as i know better 
but continue like one of Pavlov’s dogs 

to play robot to the perversities of culture; 
“life was not meant to be easy,” says who, 

a bunch of avaricious slave drivers and their 
criminal political/theological puppets? 


i inhale the sweet wind and feel my 


diaphragm letting go; follow your course 
nature whispers, ignore the rantings of 
murdering, avaricious psychopaths, revive 
yourself in me and live harmoniously, i 
never forsake my progeny 


i am restored 


The Walls of Paradise 


after a lifetime searching i finally stood 
before the locked gates of paradise 
beseeching the gatekeeper to allow free 
passage 


but like a taunting demon the gatekeeper 
remained unmoved 


undaunted i began to circumnavigate 
the impregnable walls, which no-one 
had ever breached and discovered that 
they encompassed all existence; what 
strange barrier must i now confront 
and overcome? 


after numerous futile sweeps looking 
for weaknesses i remembered i was not 
forlorn, nothing could prohibit my entry 


again i approached the gatekeeper and 
discovered he was me, outwitting him 
would be a futile pursuit, a stalemate 


to have come this far and stand at the 
gates of the sublime and refused entry 
only quickened my efforts to gain access 


time began to play its destructive tricks 
the more i persevered and struggled 
(against myself) the more difficult it 
became 


a lad named Methuselah mocked me 
from a watchtower, the seasons had 


taken 
their toll 


i staggered to the gate determined but 

not prideful or arrogant; the gatekeeper 
laughed at the sight of me he had retained 
my youthful appearance and mocked the 
wretched creature i was 


such anguish i had never known, again i 
remembered who i was and sat before the 
gate with eyes riveted on the taunting image 
of my youth as gatekeeper 


i realised that before i could effect the 
external i needed to transform the internal 
so i sat like a mountain unmoved until the 
screen of my mind began to crowd with 
images of my previous lives and experiences 


there is no fear greater than personal fear, 
nor any repulsion more loathsome than a 
personal aversion, no hell more terrifying 
than one’s personal hell 


the gatekeeper laughed as he watched my 
face grimace confronting stark images of all 
my personal vulnerabilities, fears, aversions 
and joys 


i nevertheless remained steady and calm 
though slightly agitated by the images 
that flashed across my mind 


i watched until the images lost their power 
to disturb; experiences charged with 
emotional impact had enslaved me for 


aeons 


the gatekeeper observed my progress and 
became agitated, he began to age as i began 
to grow youthful as we/i exchanged states 


nevertheless, i remained steady and 
determined 


soon my emancipation approached with 
the mystic key that unlocks the gates of 
paradise 


it fixed its gaze on me probing for 
abberations and weaknesses, i 
remained steady, imperturbable 


the walls and gate vanished, i was in 
an open field of dreams and realities 
without clear distinctions 


i remained unmoved with unwavering 
focus 


the scene became voluptuous, my senses 
reeled, for such pleasure no sense was 
made, i was overwhelmed, every known 
and unknown ecstasy danced before me 
alluring, waiting for me to approach 


i remained firm 
at that the walls and gate re-appeared 
i could hear/see running waters, singing 


birds with quivering iridescent plumage, 
all manner of exquisite sights and sounds 


i was not moved -- the gatekeeper appeared 
and began to transform in rapid succession 
from my inception, through all my previous 
lives to Now 


the experience unnerved but i did not forfeit 
my seat 


instantly the gatekeeper vanished i became 
myself again, the gates of paradise flew open 


i had overcome myself and the world, all 
things yielded and deferred to another 
determined victor who persisted to the end 


Blue 


snow falls in the distance so far away 
that it’s hardly consequential or worth 
mentioning tho it snows never the less 


blue forest trees refuse to burn in raging 
forest fires while surrounding trees 
are consumed, screaming in the flames 


what secret does blue possess? the sky 
and sea are blue as are mountains in the 
distance which jutting peaks lick the 
snow and ice 


but the real signifier is this blue planet 
which we call home, the blue keeps us 
all safe yet no-one guards its deep 
blue hue 


Dead of Night 


stark day drops into night almost imperceptibly 
seared senses are balmed and soothed in its 
visually quiet softness, in night only does 
imagination assist with perception, as its 
screen allows for amorphous, unconscious 
streaming of forms/dreams entwined with 
corporeality 


in this mix artists and magicians walk 
comfortably in deserted streets, dimly lit 
lanes and tracks in foreboding forests -- 
phantoms also dwell here but those ghosts 
are not objective tho they appear so 


they are created on occasion when moonlight 
plays with shadows and shapes to produce 
spirits, the essence of something, and when 
engaged and given some vitality they are able 
to converse and become familiars; imbued with 
more vitality they are able to perform simple 
tasks like affect the dreams of those in sleep, 
too easy, and if given more precious vitality 
they are able to kill, tho no doctor is able to 
determine the cause of death 


it is quite the art in the night, moonlit forest 
clearings offer theatres were naked sylphs 
dance and engage those able to see 


other spirits not of one’s making also 
populate these places but should be 
watched as they do not issue from the 
seer’s imagination, their appearance 
is of another’s making, so cannot be 


trusted, they seduce and suck life-force 

for transfer and harm those affected, 

they are easily recognised by the incongruity 
in the harmony, which has been created 


if fear is strong then the victim succumbs 

if no fear exists then invisible shields protect, 
it is the art of the magicians of old who 
disguised their art with all manner of 
complexities to dumbfound the uninitiated, 
beware of what u see in the night as only 
fools tempt the moon and its fantastic 
creations 


tonight another drama wraps its spell around 
me and itself 


only day-prisoners imagine the night is dead 


The Tops 


the blue mountains along the east coast 
of Oz are aptly named as blue is their 
most prominent feature, tho they are 
not mountains they are the remnants 

of a plateau eroded by wind and water 
over millions of years now presenting 
as mountains 


it seems more practical to name them 
according to the dreamtime of the 

originals, each feature, animal and 

contour intertwined with perceptions 

of harmonious survival, native law and 

the sacred, which has persisted here longer 
than any other human society on earth, 

tho white invaders continue to commit 
genocide on the few remaining, not with 
guns but with white culture and drink 


yet the dreaming persists as i sit on an outcrop 
overlooking the great blue splendour watching, 
sensitive to the sacred and the life in the forests, 
breathing/moving in the valleys 


the gang-gang parrot of the Tops is not included 
in the sacred totems yet it has become a symbol 
of the ranges for me with its larrikin red-feathered 
crescent, smoky blue-grey plumage and acute 
intelligence almost matching that of the white 
invaders that are removed from all things 
harmonious and natural; they continue to 

blindly desecrate the land unaware they are 
produced and sustained by/through its purity 


i watch the setting light as it catches the red 
and yellow ochres of the cliffs exposed and 
scarred by commercial logging -- no photo 

or painting could ever hope to catch the 
dancing lights and changing hues of the ranges 
that live in defiance of white man’s destructive 
ways 


the tribals are long gone from these ranges, 

the dislocated mixed bloods that remain 
boozing themselves into extinction in white 
towns -- black and white remain polar opposites, 
the price of forfeiting an ancient culture is 

death 


it strikes me that the land creates the myths 
and dreams, as it magically impinges on 
human consciousness, moving and contouring 
sensitive minds as it did to the originals over 
hundreds of thousands of years 


and so the enduring blue of the mountains 
and every natural thing that inhabits them 
continue, too large to be wounded by blind, 
disconnected, insensitive white men 


Civilised 


Freud and Jung defined a dichotomy 
at constant war, the id and the ego 


confronted by a young sales girl 
who took a fancy, bending forward 
resting her elbows on a display table 
and curving her spine in an inverted 
arc which poked her rear skyward 
while she gazed fixedly into my eyes 


who could miss the primate mating 
position on offer? her body speaking 
loud and clear 


of course my immediate reaction was 

to shift to her rear, peel her leggings 

and knickers down around her knees 

and engage her in locked sexual embrace 
but we were in a department store and so 
my response was not physical tho it should 
have been, my entire reaction was mental 


we engaged in superficial dialogue about 

a commercial product, conforming to the 
social space/location tho my essential nature 
was roaring like a caged lion over this 
unmistakable invitation (or tease) while 

my civilised persona repressed my natural 
reaction 


consequently, my dialogue became tainted 
with ‘uncivilised’ humorous remarks, 

‘do you fancy men with long hair and goatees 
or are you always this friendly?’ 


before she could answer, i asked her name, 
her tag hidden at the time as she remained 
in the primate mating position, Rani, she 
replied, i see, an Indian princess, no! a 
queen, do not demean, she smiled, my 
apologies, my Hindi has suffered since 

i left India many years ago 


ur parents must be hippies, yes, they were 
her behaviour betraying a paternal fixation 


i was of her parents’ generation, my appearance 
betraying my past; her blue eyes remained tightly 
focused on mine throughout while i swept my gaze 
over her exposed arms, one of which supported 

a serpentine tattoo which curved across her 
flawless skin and shoulder to end at her upper 
spine; nice tatt, i said, tho its phallic symbolism 

is unmistakable, this girl had seen a cock or two 
dozen 


meanwhile my cock was dancing in my pants 
stimulated by her bold body-talk and eyes, 

O that we were in a forest or natural surroundings 
we could have raged like mountain lions my 

id continuing to push hard against my persona 


but the odds were against it in the civilised city 
of Sydney so i left with my purchase, planned 
prior to engaging her, tho she was offering more 
than i anticipated and seemed happy to continue 


‘| will mention u on my way out so u do not 
miss ur commission, i'll return in the near 
future,’ tho i never did 


it was the repressed response that broke the 
powerful attraction, the id is usually defeated 
in this context/contest — fuck it! 


nevertheless, the experience remains clear 
in memory, forcing its way into my cock 
(again) and onto this page 


Rescued 


moonless nights force one to walk on 
intuition, all the more difficult in 

unknown forests of sadness, or is it 

the absence of the silver light reflected 
by the moon, which somehow transforms 
golden, warm sunlight to cool silver 
moonlight? 


i make my way with care stepping safely 
on an unseen ground tho my unseen eye 
sees all in this sad and desolate forest 
wet with tears of regret 


what is this haunting place devoid of fear 
but saturated with remorse? 


i have heard of this emotion from wine 
imbibers tho i do not drink the popular 
poison myself 


i feel and see with eyes closed and mind 
surrendered to what is transmitted by the 
particular location, but where am i? 


between wakefulness and sleep perhaps 
or in deep dream as location is not yet 
determined, so i continue until a soft 
light issues from the centre of a grove 


defined by the light, i proceed in the now 
untangled sadness, how heavy this sensation 


the grove is cleared in the centre in which 
a Spirit, phantasm or extraordinary 


person is kneeling, crying softly, my 
intuition has led me to this place but 
why? 


i reach out slowly, my hand open, the 
entity turns her head and locks onto my 
eyes, she seems to recognise me but 

i not her 


she embraces me gently and whispers, 
‘iam not free’ 


i look around and see no constraints of 
any kind, the clearing is interrupted only 
by a natural path which leads in and out, 
‘iam not free’ she repeats, but this time 
it becomes evident she is real 


what restricts u? i ask, she looks confused 
turning her gaze about, find ur escape, i say, 
still in her soft embrace 


she relaxes but remains alert i make an 
effort to shift attention attempting to 
determine whether i am in dream or reality 


the air is crisp, scented with wild bush 
flowers and the greenness of lush foliage, 
i inhale deeply, she smiles, ‘have u come 
back to release me?’ 


back! do i know u? her eyes cannot hide 
despair, ‘how did u find this place, what 
brought u here, do u not remember?’ she 
questions, but i have no recollection 

tho i do not articulate my thoughts; 

well, iim here now, so what is it that 


confines u? 


she turns her face away and begins to 
release her embrace, please, do not despair, 
i am here for a reason tho the recollection 
remains unclear 


she releases me and returns to the centre 
of the clearing, it is then i realise that the 
source of light is not detectable tho it 
continues to illuminate the grove 


she kneels, eyes locked on mine and reclines, 
inviting me it seems, i approach, kneeling 
beside her exquisite body and presence, she 
opens her arms and heart, i am drawn into 
her arms again 


ur jail is in ur head, and u have the key in 
ur hand, free urself, i mutter 


she looks perplexed, ‘do it, release urself,’ 
she smiles and i find myself awake tho with 
the strongest sensation of a lingering, grateful 
and free presence 


how am i now to confront the pedestrian 
travails of everyday ‘reality’ after this other 
worldly experience? 


Sway 


how great are the mighty Himalayas 
and how small are grains from which 
the ranges are made? 


how mighty the tectonic force that 
thrust mountains upward and how 
soft the rivers that scour through the 
hardest rocks? 


all that is small becomes great and 
all that is great becomes small -- 
ceaseless births, deaths, renewal 


as a child i remember a small seedling 
in the crevice of huge boulder, as a 
man i return to see a healthy tree 
between two boulders which were 
once one 


the soft overcomes the hard -- with 
unrelenting perseverance and patience 
all is possible 


the moon appears in the afternoon sky 
in season, the sun ebbs slowly beneath 
the horizon to return the next dawn, 

the tribulations of men are self-inflicted 
if nature’s harmony and cycles are any 
indication 


everything manifest is produced/reduced 
without effort by allowing competing 
forces to yield and dominate in turn 


sway with me as life and all existence 
sways and renews itself in never ending 
patterns of perfection devoid of the 
slightest discordant perturbation 


Raging 


the sea rages tonight colliding with 
ferocity against the shore that obstructs 
its course; rocky barriers shoot waves 
skyward releasing spray that drenches 
my face and salts my lips 


yet of its own accord the sea remains 
calm, the enormous energy it releases 
is the result of external forces acting 
on it 


the sea in essence remains imperturbable 
though its appearance may deceive the 
desensitised and unthinking -- appearances 
always deceive, quiet reflection reveals 
much 


i scream against the wind responding to 
the night yet my scream is lost to the 
mighty roar -- no man or beast is able 
to compete with the forces of nature 


a seabird dislodged from its shelter 
twists and turns in the buffeting wind 
crying yet instinctively finds a course 
with subtle twists of its wings and turns 
of its body to eventually return to the 
safety of the cliffs 


i marvel that no civilised human, 
abruptly faced with death or crisis 
is able to react so perfectly to the 
forces that prevail against it, the 
instant reaction of a bird’s brain 


and body put all man’s achievements 
to shame 


my arrogance and pride draw me 
closer to the edge of the cliff 

fighting the headwind with every 

step. not fully sensitive to its random 
directions i reach the precarious edge, 
as i do the headwind ceases and 
instantly changes direction, my 
forward force and the wind-burst 

from behind sees me easily plummet 
off the edge to my death 


Crooked 


the screaming wind gnarls trees clinging 
twisted/contorted on the cliff since 
sprouting 


green leaves snap and slap each other, 
on gnarled branches, victims of the wind 


a man crazed by the constant roaring, 
hissing and whistling balances on the 
edge defying the wind and death, 
gambling that a maverick gust doesn't 
push him over 


raising his arms like the gnarled branches 
he pushes against its force twisting his 
body on the edge 


he looks back at his temporary lover 
who is wondering why she bothered 
but wind-blown minds do as the trees 
though not secure in their grounding 


they fight against inevitability, insanity, 
loss 


day and night trees and leaves 
continue screaming for the 
misshapen people in the village 
where crooked minds and spines 
lure them constantly to the windy 
cliffs high above the sea 


in the salty tidal pools below spiked 


sea urchins walk on needles feeding 
on the dead 


Quality 


they glide miles without thought or 
effort just above the water where 
air and sea meet forming a secret 
current known to the feathered few 


a gull returning to the cliffs in a 
storm twitches its wings and body 
perfectly in almost cyclonic winds 
to land safely in its nest, a wonder 
to behold how wild creatures react 
perfectly to the elements without 
thought 


the beauty and harmony of natural 
existence is unparalleled by anything 
produced by those that have mastered 
thought, a price too high to pay for 
losing direct connection with natural 
harmony 


a screaming airliner rips the sky dragged 
upward by primitive polluting engines, 
the craft cannot twitch or manoeuvre its 
body fast enough to save itself when 
difficulties arise; down they go with 

all lives lost when they routinely fail 


yet man governed by thought, thinks 
himself wonderful in his profound 
disconnected blindness 


the wind moves the long grasses and 
whips waves on the sea which yield 
and react according to their natures, 


hissing, murmuring and splashing 
songs while screaming man forces 
himself onto the natural world like 
some blind refugee from the depths 
of ignorance 


it is absurd to worship the contorted, 
cumbersome creations of man which the 
smallest living creature puts to shame, 
such is the supreme intelligence of 
thoughtlessness compared to the 
continual failures of arrogant and 
inadequate imaginings 


“| think therefore | am,” is missing the 
most important qualifier: ‘I think therefore 
| am Lost,’ is far more accurate 


Mourning 


would u mourn a caged bird that 
takes flight from captivity? 
i think not 


why then strange man do u mourn a 
soul that escapes the body which has 
held it captive? giving up the ghost 

is no cause for concern, what u mourn 
is Your loss, a selfish thing 


aware spirits are happy to leave the 
mortal coil and enter again a rarefied 
plane more suitable to their ‘particular’ 
needs, no toiling for gross foods to feed 
gross bodies, no defecating or urinating 
shaving, menstruation or fluid exchanges 


has it occurred to u that spirits mourn 
those trapped in bodies, lost to the 

finer realms of existence? would u trade 
a life free of disease for a body wracked 
from head to toe? i hope not 


consider ur imagination, limitless and 
uncontained, free to conjure whatever 
it pleases, is it material? No! 


consciousness is not physical yet because 
u are imprisoned in a gross body u falsely 
think ur mind is also trapped, not by any 
thing gross/material but what u falsely 
imagine and believe 


u were created free and remain free, the 


challenge of this earth existence is to 
create a free paradise on this plane, and 
what a fuckin’ mess u have made of it 


yet u mourn those that have escaped ur 
polluted hell; get ur priorities straight 
before ur false beliefs condemn u to 
live in a permanent prison 


u see, slavery only exists on this earth 
plane which u have transformed into a 
hell yet u are free at any time to choose 
what u create or to remain a slave to ur 
perversions 


i suppose it’s symptomatic, as is mourning 
freed spirits -- but i make a distinction as 
spirits are only free if they have learned 
they are not imprisoned, nothing is able to 
really confine a free spirit, u confine and 
imprison yourself 


Pine 


a solitary pine overlooks the sea 
sprinkling needles onto the ground 


they mix with open cones their seeds 
long since dispatched yet none have 
taken root nearby to rescue this solitary 
tree from its cruel isolation 


raindrops drip from its needles falling 
rhythmically on my face 


i draw closer to one drop not yet 
fallen and see the sea and sky caught 
in its tiny sphere 


how small are captured images, how 
large is reality? 


i wait it out, the rain ceases and | 
emerge from under its branches 

to hear a sea hawk cry from the 

tree top, eyes fixed on me, and then 
realise it was a hawk or bird that 
carried the seed to this clifftop, which 
sprouted producing needles, pins, 
cones and a drop of rain that captured 
the sky and sea in its clarity 


Special 


there’s a wild natural air that emanates 
from your being, something special 


the moment i cast my eyes on you, tho 

it was that ‘presence’ that turned my 
head, i understood that you were outside 
the fashion-addicted, desperate herd of 
female slaves that were/are taught their 
cunts are a commodity to be used as 
barter, currency and blackmail 


it’s a pity that experienced males easily 
see through tired pretences and leave 
pedestrian women by the wayside 


i wait patiently looking for something 
special, true and real -- a culturally 
unspoiled female able to stand without 
tinsel props and a mother’s advice of 
whoredom, which substandard males 
fall for -- it is said that a man has two 
heads but only one has a brain 


but women seem content catching any 
male after repeated failures to snag their 
knight in non-shining armour; mother 
was right after all but failed to mention 
that quality males reject worn, feeble 
approaches 


for mine, give me intellect, an athletic 
body, independence and most important, 
something special that exudes from 
every pore of being 


this is not an aspiration or dream as i 
have met a few that fit the criteria 
and felt my mind, body and soul jump 
thru my throat when i attempted to 
speak, such is real feminine power 
tho most are unaware they wield magic, 
ever so strong but soft, and smooth, 
devoid of all jagged edges like rolling 
ocean waves or wild mares prancing 
with tails and manes whipping in the 
wind as they gallop 


i watch as u run past, light shooting from 
ur being, pedestrian lifeless women in 
the street cringe when they see you, 


they also know that you are something 
special 


Veils and Chains 


caravans of thought crisscross over 
varied imagined landscapes ending 
where they start in circles of futility, 

a bridge cannot be crossed by thought 
it must be traversed 


“why take ye thought for raiment?” 
a sage once said, truer words were 
never spoken 


today, as always, trains of thought 
continue to betray the continuous -- 
infinity cannot be entered via finite 
means 


each finite concept, thought, linguistic 
presentation follows another, like ants 
constrained by scent, culture is reinforced 
and reproduced in mind which cannot 

be separated from thought as thought 
creates mind 


what use comes of analysing every crack, 
contour/texture of the walls that make a 
jail cell? 


nature does not toil yet it creates the infinite 
cosmos as by-product, nature/consciousness 
and kinetic Creation have no need of enslaving, 
limited, thought regardless of how beguiling 

it may appear 


the notion of self is traced to thought, 
“| think therefore | am” [deluded] 


personal pronouns are the source of all 
conflict, sorrow and misery as thoughtless 
continuity is not limited or veiled by 
counterfeit cultural products pretending 
value, identity and reality 


every arbitrary designation of culture is 
a worthless dream, yet dreams capture 
and impoverish if believed, lies never 
produce Truth/Reality, only more lies 
to distract, capture and enslave 


tho billions are trapped and exploited, 
freedom is forever on offer, there is no 
blindness darker than the open eyes 
of those that do not see what is before 
their faces 


and so Blake crossed the chasm with 
a tiny flower in his palm, Rumi with 
the heart of a lover expressed in his 
verse, and in India, Patanjali clearly 
stated that the culmination of yoga is 
simply the “cessation of the [thought] 
modifications of mind,” 


only slaves have need of teachers/gurus 
tho before yoga old Lao traversed the 
nameless, unfathomable Way (Tao) -- 
Heraclitus apprehended the continuity, 
Flux of the Logos 


so do not complain, take responsibility 
for ur life as there is no secret or external 
salvation; every tormented, culturally 
incarcerated being holds the key to real 
Freedom in hand 


the above sages to which i refer had certain 
qualities/characteristics in common, heart, 
courage, Clarity and perseverance, they 
were all heroes and overcame 


do you have what it takes to earn Your 
freedom, as real Freedom is never 
bestowed, it must be Earned? 


Climbing Trees 


i do not know what attracts young 
boys to climb trees but the impulse 
is irresistible 


a tree stands strong and firm in the 
ground but branches skyward offering 
a vantage, perspective, a certain 
freedom that ground dwellers cannot 
appreciate 


accessible lower branches support weight 
but care must be taken as one gains height 
and every new branch must be tested for 
strength as one ascends 


perhaps it’s the desire to conquer or just 
the raw delight of climbing and negotiating 
risk, who can say? 


young girls lack the impulse an oddity to 
boys though female behaviour is always 
a mystery to males 


but to a boy there is nothing like climbing, 
the higher one goes the more exhilarating 
the experience until precarious levels are 
reached where smaller branches may give 
way and ruin a good climb with a broken 
limb or two though danger sharpens 
coordination and teaches personal limits 
to be exceeded on the next climb 


every tree poses a different challenge, 
some have slender, uncluttered trunks 


with higher difficult to grasp branches, 
other trees have sturdy, broad and 
contoured trunks with low forming 
buttress supports and longer powerful 
branches that seem to float in the air, 
such is their strength 


most trees have something to offer 
intrepid youth and daring, though 
certain trees cannot be scaled from 
the ground without the support of 
shoulders from a mate who in turn 
waits to be hoisted aloft 


i remember those joyous climbs and 
later negotiating ledges on sky scrapers 
without a harness while cleaning 
windows and edging around outside 
corners twenty five or more stories 
above ground to save time and avoid 
the need to gain entry from inside and 
then have to climb out onto the ledge 
again, but i learned my limits well as 

a boy though i was fired for not observing 
safety regulations though i was as 
sure-footed as a mountain goat with the 
added advantage of experienced, strong 
climbing arms and a firm grip 


my apparent success in life some attribute 
to my daring but i calculate every move 

as i did as a boy minimising risk though 

to the uninitiated it seemed as though i 
was supremely daring, tho observers were 
usually mommy’s boys, indoor boys, soft 
TV watchers, who we teased when they 
ventured away from their mothers’ 


street kids have a huge advantage over 
toffs and brats given easy rides by their 
families to cushy jobs and insider dealing, 
tho none of them are able to cope when 
confronted by an educated street kid that 
learned his skills climbing trees and 
pushing personal limits to eventually 
tower above the herd 


Heavenly Bodies 


the moon, sun and stars move above 
as we scramble below never matching 
the great arcs these bodies make in the 
heavens 


at times ur eyes seem like swirling 
galaxies holding myriad suns in orbit 


u have fixed me in an arc, perpetually 
circling ur being yet like the galaxy, 
deep in ur eyes i see the same black 
hole that swallows everything inexorably 
drawn to it 


the curved contours of ur hips, thighs 
and breasts are the flame that a moth 
is unable to escape 


i am doomed to perish in the core of ur 
being, like all the suns that have perished 
before me -- but i accept my fate, and 
would die happily with a faint smile on 
my face betraying my secret 


few realise that succumbing is dicing 

with death but in death there is new life, 
so promise to resurrect me as a solar god 
of resurrection on the other side, with a 
solar golden phallus that rises and sets 
creating and sustaining diverse forms of 
life on innumerable new worlds 


Temple Divas 


female vocals invoke the Gods -- hit 
the low and high notes girl, pour it 
all out, woman 


from temple virgins intoning chants 

the female voice ascends and echoes 
striking domes and ceilings reverberating 
through spine and being 


the ear merely introduces a vibration 
which synchronises with the first sound, 
the Logos the utterance that brought 
existence into Being 


the female voice is more powerful 
than the male as it issues from every 
cavity in the female body 


what hope a male voice? women sing 
with their throats, lungs and vagina, 

the unique power is drawn from the 
womb through the lungs and is projected 
thru the throat but always finds its source 
in the vagina -- draw it all out woman 


maleness projects but lacks resonance, 
the womb shapes and contours every 
sound investing it with meaning before 
it rises thru the lungs to issue thru the 
throat 


sing, 
sing divine/sublime, sing me to death 
and life again and again, temple diva 


Ritual Art 


i watch while it takes form in this 
world or on the screen of my mind, 

i cannot distinguish as the impression 
shares the same sensory medium 


it swirls like smoke in an updraft, its 
presence is strong, unmistakable but 
it struggles to take form it seems, tho 
it is linked to my wish 


it emerges like a ghost in space to 
haunt and taunt as the ritual dictates 


a magus at work evoking demons and 
spirits with strange incantations, incense 
and various objects of the art 


but this is no ordinary spirit or apparition 

it seems too familiar as if i am confronting 
a lost or hidden aspect of myself yet it has 
a distinctive life of its own 


i engage it seeking answers but it 
stubbornly refuses to impart any 
hint of identity 


it seeks union and attempts without 
consent to enter my circle, i refuse, 
it pushes all the more not knowing 
that my defences are impenetrable, 
developed over the millennia in 
combat and love’s embrace 


i attempt to tame its futile persistence 


and childish impetuousness and 
indicate that nothing enters without 
my consent 


it doesn’t understand and appears 
dejected but its raw desire and 
resolve seem to gain in strength 


i reinforce my auric shell in response 
and indicate again that nothing enters 
without my approval -- it stops 
momentarily and stares at me with its 
feline eyes 


it slowly turns and moves its face 
directly opposite mine and emits 

a hellish scream knowing that failure 
results in oblivion 


its wet sensual lips and visibly moist 
labia are incongruous with its 
malevolent desire 


it makes a mocking gesture then 
adopts a childish innocence but neither 
aspect affects my composure, years 

of mastering the art has taught me 

to maintain focus/concentration and 
adhere strictly to the ritual art 


it shape-shifts again this time it adopts 
an androgynous appearance and reveals 
its young breasts and youthful erect 
phallus protruding from vaginal contours 


before me it stands again the perfect boy 
or girl depending on your orientation 


i remain steadfast though somewhat 
affected by this strangely erotic form 
but know too well it is all illusion 
designed to weaken -- behind the erotic 
appearance is a grotesque reality 


it gyrates in sexual frenzy spinning and 
contracting its abdomen in pulses until 
its vaginal fluids flow freely moistening 
its thighs 


i notice its phallus, swollen throbbing 
and dripping with excitement 


it Spasms and spurts streams of life 
force until it is soent and becomes 
easy prey for me 


it acknowledges defeat and becomes 
completely subservient to my will 


i display then burn images of the 
enemy in the censor and incant 
secret rituals until my wishes are 
completely understood 


it responds to my will eager to carry 
out its mmission 


it turns, spins and disappears to wreak 
vengeance on my enemies and the 
evil ones of this world 


Summer Eyes 


a warm summer breeze bathes 
my skin in delight banishing the 
winter chill for another season 

or longer, who knows the future? 


the valley begins to stir with life 
ready to don its summer garment 
and play host to all manner of life 


a visual symphony unfolds, a poet’s 
delight, 


sensual eyes absorb every part of 
you; hands accustomed to weaving 
lyric verse gently trace the contours 
of ur body/mind, ur entire being 


we move together in perfect harmony, 
the warm breeze insulating us from 
the memory of harsh winter chills 


birds throat their love calls reminding 
us that only the future holds promise, 
Life 


the past, whether dressed in splendour, 
rags or both is unable to produce, we 
resurrect it with memories at times but 
it is gone forever 


today is lush and warm, its fullness 
overwhelms and soothes the soul 

and senses, its abundance requires no 
assistance only appreciation, participation 


today is shaping into something special, 
a perfect summer day 
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Poetry and Prose on Self and Social Realisation 
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Jutting Incongruities 


skeleton ships strewn in moving 
dunes up and down this forbidding 
diamond coast, always guarded 
by the avaricious to maintain the 
inflated price of diamonds, 
charcoal in essence — 

what do I care for pressure? 


the sea and coast is extremely 
dangerous here so they venture 
by land tho the brave take the 
sea route to avoid the guards, 
bullets and guns — 

what do I care for pressure? 


it was not pressure that produced 
this pearl but an irritation in my 
soul which persisted long enough 
for a pearl to form 


explaining to those that do not create, 
the irritation is no accident, life attracts 
it and in the process valuable pearls 
are created — to whom or what 

should I offer this prize? 


only to you my love, as you have 
never let me rest until I covered 

your irritation with countless poetic 
secretions that have captured the moon 
which beams are transmitted to all 
freely by hand, sea, wind and 

sand 


the shifting sands routinely bury 
jutting incongruities — I am left 
with nothing to guard 


Blue 


snow falls in the distance 

so far that it's hardly consequential 
to mention it, tho the snow falls 
nevertheless 


blue forest trees refuse to burn in 
raging forest fires while surrounding 
trees, screaming, are consumed by 
the flames 


what secret does blue possess? 
the sky and sea are blue 

as are mountains in the distance 
which jutting peaks lick the snow 
until wet, but the real signifier is 
this blue planet which we call 
home 


the blue keeps us all safe, 
yet no one guards its deep 
blue hue 


Birth-Death 


u urged me to jump, 
free-falling from a jutting ledge 
from the blue of the mountains 
into the dark valley below 


u promised i would not die 
tho death was assured -- 
believe me and live, u stated, 
as if God had spoken 


but the voice issued from within 
tho its origin was somewhere 
unspecified tho more familiar 
than myself 


have i lied to myself, a trick to 
extinguish my tortures and joys 
in this plane or was it some 
strange misplacement? 


it seemed impossible, thoughts 

racing at the speed of light, i had 
jumped without thinking and was 

in free fall, no panic only exhilaration 
certain this would be the last 

of my many follies, the valley floor 
approaching in rapid and slow motion 


options reduced to nothing in the 
hands of Newton tho a flash screamed 
through my brain -- 

surrender is ur only choice/option, 

i would remain master by volition 


i let it all go, and surrendered completely 
only to find myself elsewhere 

flooded in radiant white light 

drowning now in ineffable ecstasy 


u kept ur impossible word 
the very first Word spoken 


i continue though not as before 
indeed, i died to my former tortured, 
ignorant self and became a poet 
among other inconceivable things 


Wayfarer 


this road must lead somewhere 
tho it has become a track in this 
dense forest, so faint is the track 
that it has become a trail, 
without focus and vigilance 

one is easily lost 


i must not be distracted or lured 

off course by exquisite wild flowers, 
aromatic fruits and perfumed herbs 
or repelled by grotesque shapes 

and gnarled forms, the track will 
lead me out into the open spaces, 

a warm breeze and the dazzling 
light of day if i remain to true to it 


it is rumoured that many have taken 
this path but i think not as it seems 
tailored for this traveller, it is 
peculiar to me, my path, tho it may 
lead to a common destination this 
road is meant for me 


at times easy at other times difficult, 
each phase poses it own unique 
challenges — it’s that uniqueness 
that indicates this path is mine alone 


should i lose track i would be utterly 
lost, previous experience has taught me 
not to meander as it has taken 

greater effort to return to my course 


light pierces the trees, the track has 


led me out of the darkness into 

open green fields speckled with 

tiny wild flowers all moving in rhythm 
with the wind but the track is now 
imperceptible in this expansive beauty, 
i seem to have lost my course 


the grasses have not been trodden 
underfoot or paw or hoof, i am 
perplexed but i know the way is sure 


turning slowly around, one 

feature becomes apparent in 

the distance — at first a mountain 

then a cloud all reflected sunlight 

tho the reflector is indistinct due 

to the brilliance of the light, that reflects, 
yet this one outstanding feature 
becomes a beacon or signpost and so 

the path was not lost, after all, it is 
adapted to suit the traveller 


i make for the source of light, 

as i walk the pressed grass returns 
to its previous supple and upright 
position leaving no hint or trace that 
anything has passed 


i am refreshed in the open 
and begin to stride to my 
destination easily making up 
for lost time navigating the 
dark forest 


it seems i have covered leagues 
in minutes, tho years were spent 


in darkness 


i stand before a large quartz 

jutting from a boulder, no longer 
glowing in the light, the perspective 
has changed tho the crystal continues 
to reveal the way 


the apex of its form points in a specific 
direction which i must follow 
if iam to complete this journey 


it points to a peak in the distance 

one that seems familiar, the sight 

of it lifts my heart and eases my soul, 
i know it is where i must go 


when i finally arrive i am overwhelmed 
by all the familiar sights, sounds and scents 
and the unmistakable warmth of home, 


it becomes apparent that this is the exact 
place i began my journey back Home 


Challenge 


trees push and climb into the Light displacing 
others and replacing those that have fallen 


composed of earth, water and air only, 

but a tree is not a rose which vulva-smooth 
soft scarlet petals are also composed 

of earth, water and air 


a man walks naked through a forest 
understanding the need or desire of its 
expression and regeneration; 

giant trees form from seeds and sprouts 
and express themselves in myriad manner 
but cannot escape the three primal elements 
the simple stuff of their existence, earth, 
water and air, three of the four primal 
elements, what need then to split hairs, 
which process never stops? 


but that is not what fascinates, it is the 
secrets of nature, the intelligence supreme 
that is able to form a towering tree or an 
exquisite rose though originating from the 
Same materials — what drives this expression 
into multifarious forms built from the 
rudimentary? 


a necessary question as all animals share the 
same rudimentary materials as vegetation, man 
included, which creature reduces to a few cents 
of essential materials, even less it would seem 
to others of the species 


and so scientists avoid this question that 


they cannot fathom and never would know 

the driving expression that transforms an acorn 
into a huge tree, tho DNA is the best they are 
able to offer But what intelligence forms and 
drives DNA? 


how does the dormant seed know how to gather 
nutrients and water from the earth and transpire 
air? 


they haven't got a clue, DNA is not an answer, 

it is clearly another question, their feeble 
explanations are inadequate as theirs is a discipline 
of questions not answers tho traditionals know 
how nature expresses itself and why, without 
measure or rule/r 


indeed the entire earth plane and its accoutrements 
are pushing into the Light completely 

harmonised with everything in and around, 

in other words all that we know are manifestations 
of the same thing in various waves or frequencies, 
of the primal Light but it appears diverse in 

its going as One mutually interdependent infinite 
Whole 


so i ask u why fragment/divide the harmony 

of the whole and attempt to “subdue the earth,” 

a completely insane suggestion as the only thing 
subjugated is the subjugator, a completely moronic 
pursuit as we see the disharmonious results on 

the earth today 


the wind sometimes whistles sometimes eases 
into breeze and at other times wreaks havoc but 
it is only moving air agitated by discordant 


pressures created by man -- good luck with the 
‘subduing,’ you ignorant clowns 


the Galaxy is a sea-shell on the sea floor, a 
sunflower and snail shell of the earth, 
which spiral repeats itself in the ‘Milky 
Way’ so have we understood that message 
of existence repeated everywhere? 


be sure that spiral speaks loud and clear of 
the harmony of infinity 


why would anyone believe the dissociated scientific 
drivel of the perverse and lost and hold them in 
high regard? 


dumb, brain dead scientists, is something trying 
to tell u something that you could learn from 
a pine cone? 


a signature/message perhaps, which opens an 
avenue to understanding everything, as no 
spiral has a beginning or end, it continues 


and so it becomes apparent that the end and 
beginning arrive at the same 

kinetic movement of continuity/infinity, 

where no subduing of anything is necessary 

or would you care to challenge this with your 
blind eyes and retarded understanding; perhaps 
that is why all scientists require a ruler — 
double meaning intended 


the infinite universe dances in Bliss revealing 
itself naked in all its splendour, but scientists 
baulk at such qualitative sentiments as their world 


is devoid of Love and heart, the poor bereft 
fools 


they will never know the secrets of immeasurable 
existence, displayed openly for all to see and feel 


without Love and its glory, as it is THAT which 
impels infinity's dance and all its concordant 
harmonies in every sphere, plane and dimension, 


so if you dare speak to me of Creation expect 
my pistol to be drawn to put an end to your 
pollution and idiotic perversities 


We are of the forever — and We are One without 
measure — Our Fire is irresistible and consumes 
All perversities 


Senseless 


there is no sense to be had from 
dulled senses that feed/pollute minds 
creating perversity 


what lasting benefit or good is to be 
had from the conflicts born/e of 
perverse dulled minds? 


give me pure food and water to 

eat and drink which once grew 

and flowed clean in their abundance 
and clean air to breathe while you 
choke on the smog of ur cities 


ur poison minds produce poison fruits 
u are killing the earth and its life 
though ur avaricious, dulled minds 

tell u it's necessary for profit, progress, 
and survival but what profit/progress 
exists in chemical death? 


there is no mystery except the profound 
stupidity of humankind turning away 
from the natural and rejecting all nature’s 
harmonies, natural and clean 


contorted avaricious minds twisted into 
knots cannot hope to see the easy path 
of harmonious existence 


so continue until u are no more 
never knowing the paradise u have 
lost, existence will not miss u 


join the many failed species before u; 
existence continues without the slightest 
regret, only those aware of its harmony 
and peace thrive in worlds beyond ur 
pathetic, poisonous reach 


you have only failed your profoundly 
stupid, greedy selves 


Wild Wind 


completely pointless it is 

to dwell on pain, suffering 

and the injustices we experience, 
call it our entry fee to this 
fucked up earth plane, a debt 

or tax for the ‘privilege’ 


so what is it that compensates 
for all the hurt and madness? 


we have choice! 

a choice to ride the wild wind 
or accept the tortuous subjection 
and life of an abused dog 


for me to choose the wild and 
unpredictable was instant as my 
time as a whimpering dog was 
over 


to dare where others imagine 
angels fear to tread exhilarates 
every aspect of Being, to dare 

and succeed is beyond description 


to finally spit in the eye of fear 
and rage against the forces that 
once subjected and enslaved 
leads to Real freedom and to the 
Creator whose infinite wisdom 
and intelligence informed me 
that i had finally understood 

the challenges of human life 

in today’s world which must be 


overcome regardless of particular 
handicaps and obstructions 


[to then] ride free on the wild 
whirling wind of all Existence 


Enduring 


carried again by ur voice beyond 
this world, i could hardly be 
grounded in ur presence 


it is impossible to accept that u 
are of this world, everything about 
you is other and ur effect on mere 
mortals is beyond articulation 


i dare not describe ur eyes, face 
lips and body as i fear i would 
dissolve in what i see as the most 
perfect example of something that 
should not have taken human form, 
perfection is reserved for gods 

and goddesses 


i am drunk looking at u, 

kissing ur lips is as making love 

to lesser women -- how unfortunate 
for them i found You 


is it perfect compatibility or just 
complete perfection? i care less 
whether this reaction is projection, 
objection or a mixture of both, 
why question and perhaps ruin 
what we share? 


emotion is stronger than intellect 
of that be sure my ineffable, exquisite 


other 


haul me back into ur embrace please 


i am lost without you 


the sight of u launches me into 
ecstasy, ur embrace reverberates 
to the core of my being; waterfalls 
plunge without care for u alone, 


the sea moves and laps at ur feet 
while storms rage elsewhere 


no mortal moves like dancing light 
or speaks with a voice that softly 
resonates to the edge of infinity 


i would say i love you if it were 
adequate, but it fails to deliver how 
i feel, u have impoverished the word 
Love with ur perfect presence 


and to think i sat looking at a blank 
screen before you walked into the room 


stay with me ... and Continue 


Timeless 


those magical moments when a glance, 
a gesture or smile ruptures the cosmos 
and all its power, beauty and ineffable 
Love pour through drenching being 
and dissolving the lie that was created 
by culture 


if i could love u simply because of a 
moment, if i could appear and disappear 
simultaneously u would know me but 
while u search for an identity u have 

no hope of finding me 


rapture is my name and infinity my home 
where nothing exists that is fixed or able 
to be located 


cease ur endless search for what does not 
exist, a Separate, individual identity, 

which i have gladly offered for my freedom 
and the flux of the unexplainable, 
description-less and unformed from 

which everything is formed 


look behind what u see and see me 
immeasurable against the firmament 
which is dwarfed by that endless moment 
of rupture/rapture; it is those moments 
only that open the door to infinity 
unplanned, unsought but discoverable 


if i was an object i would gladly offer 
it to u, but if the hand of god is unable 
to grasp it do not expect the impossible, 


though if u able to catch the wind or 
contain the ocean in a thimble u would 
make progress 


a thunderbolt is silenced by its pleasing, 
continuous roar — offer ur naked self in 
Love not of me but Love unconditionally 
then u would find and embrace ’me’ 


however, if u diligently persist in ur search, 
u would find something surprising 

u would find urself within what u imagine 
is me reflecting whatever passes by 


The Forsaken 


waters rise to accommodate 

the changes, winds alter course 
and intensity effected by the sea, 
the once hidden future becomes 
predictable 


caught in the poisonous slow whirling 
cycles of change dervishes dance, 
mystics shudder in divine bliss, 

there is no force able to disturb that 
irresistible flow 


those given choice have erred and 
chosen death, a slow death of torment, 
hollowing out life in stages and yet 
they passively embrace their deaths 

as if harmonious sustainable living 

is somehow impossible 


sleepwalking to oblivion, the adversary 
triumphs over the horde, too many 
have forsake their gifts/options 
allowing demons to dominate the halls 
of power 


yet the immortal rose continues to 
unfurl its sacred petals in sympathy 
with the pattern of Creation 


harmony and truth speak loud to 
those that have an ear, perfection and 
beauty reign supreme to those that 
have an eye to See though cleansing 
purges are visible on the horizon — 


once again the cycle is ready to 
repeat itself 


while all the while infinity dances 
whirling, swirling in the ecstasy of 
creation though torment for reasons 
known is now preferred by the majority 
on this plane 


And so it will Be 


Drifting 


there were times when fixators 
desperately attempted to fix 

the drifting plains and floating 
lakes of mind, time and being, 
though nailing water is impossible, 
but try telling that to ‘educators’ 
from kindy to the tertiary heights 
of verbose convolutions — empty, 
soulless, dry as rain/sun-bleached 
dog shit, which incidentally no longer 
exists on the streets as dog owners 
are now forced to collect dog shit 
in available plastic bags supplied 
by local councils, how considerate 
and desperately ‘anal’ 


and so my metaphor is lost on those 
younger than fifty, they were the 
days, Triumphs, Nortons, Beezas, 
greased hair and widgies turning 

it on for the crew — bennies, dexies 
and pot-fueled Beats and their 
incessant philosophical chatter, 
could be heard from the streets, 
cool man 


today they are but shadows mixed 
with the smog that issues from city 
corners where the splutter and drips 
of imported italian espresso machines 
once sang, gurgling like drunken 
plumbing 


the lanes and vacant lots that once 


reeked of cunt and fermented sperm 
are now apartment blocks tho haunted 
with strange moans and grunts in the 
dead of night 


yet the past overtakes the present from 
various perspectives complete with 
sight, smell and sound drifting slowly 
up through the tar, cement, new red 
bricks, and iPhones, did u hear the 
roar of a 650cc kick-starting? 


the coo of doves is no longer heard 
or the throat-calls of pigeons woo’ ing 


nothing from then enters now, the 
digital age of alienated slaves with 
iPhone in one hand and the other 
on clit or cock, tragic 


the old Moore Park pond surrounded 
with rushes and all manner of water 
catchment weeds bounding with frogs 
and amphibian ejaculate frothing on 
the surface have been replaced with 
manicured concrete shores lacking 
shelter and hides for water birds 
nesting and raising their young 


my head turns skyward, hoping its 
blueness has remained, it has, tho 
tinted with the brown of city pollution 


the devoid scene is so sterile i am 
forced to project my memory 
into the real world and dress it in 


its previous fertile glory, indeed 

iam now able to see the kids playing 
ill show u mine if u show me yours 
and elderly walkers tipping their hats 


park rangers rode horses then, now 
they drive swiftly past disconnected 
like the educators that do not see the 
floating lakes, drifting plains and the 
open neighbourhood front doors 

of the 50‘s 


Fluid 


hearts are plucked by the sweet 
breeze of love and move with the 
wind to the exquisite 


seas rise and fall reaching for 
the air of sky agitated by the 
frenzy of the sweet wind roaring 
as cyclonic spirals 


all fluids respond to each other, 
bodies swim internally and externally 
whipping high dropping low 

in spasms and according to the 

flow at any given moment 


Sweat pours from bodies in 
excitation as blood courses fast 
then easy at rest 


birds catch the fluid wind 
without which no birds or 
flying insects would have evolved 


fish catch the fluid waters 
darting/swimming in its invisible 
blueness, no creature is aware of 
the medium that supports it 


the fluids of man transport the 
essence and basics of life which 
grow in/with fluids in the wet 
bellies of women tho human bodies 
also swim in rarefied fluids of 

light before they are born 


which dim almost to darkness 
in parched dry civilisations 


The Work 


rest easy it is almost done, the work 
is nearing completion 


u spun the wheel in reverse so fast 
it appears to be spinning forward, 
the fools are mesmerised by its 
glittering spokes 


the capital no longer rests on solid 
ground the buffoon has appointed 
the means to end the poisonous, 
murdering reign that disrupts an 
otherwise peaceful world 


the mass murdering buffoon has 
been replaced the castle walls will 
fall never to be rebuilt, the rogue 
star and spangle are trapped 
between the forces of entropy and 
oblivion 


rest now, a job well done 


the reluctant would now be forced 
to war, a madman ensures it 


the world will shake from top to 
bottom but survive, the warming 
would soon produce food for 
surviving humanity in the once 
arctic regions of canada and siberia, 
u have led our tribe to safety 


the darkest cycle ends and another 


begins, the billions that have slept 
evading their responsibility would 
hardly be aware they have been 
slaughtered, they were the walking 
dead that begged for their own 
destruction, they smoulder now in 
their toxic graves 


that which was once uninhabitable 
becomes a temperate home for our 
children, each soul that resisted the 
evil would find a place/home in a 
new clean environment renewed 
on the occasion 


rest now, 

every sigil and glyph u have designed 
according to the secret science 

will trigger the purging 


tiny grains of sand tumble in a desert 
wind rolling massive dunes across 
the land burying the past tho our 
oasis has never been assailed 


their electric eyes u have blinded 
they only see what they are taught 
to see, the beast is easily led astray 


u have remained invisible and ur tent 
among the date palms and sweet waters 
is undisturbed 


put down ur stylus, codes and encryption 
for now and rest, the screams and 
thunder of destruction would not 


awaken u, you have earned ur rest and 
future 


dream easy my first and last love 
we have prevailed as u promised we 
would forty years past 


cease ur conjuring and magic the 
servitors are in the field and in the 
secret places following ur commands 


they play the thoughts of the beast 
like a stringed instrument, the final 
outcome is Assured 


the frantic tension u have created awaits 
ignition, by the smallest tactical force 

a cataclysm will be released from 
which there will be no turning back 


all is ready for ur final word and the 
irreversible, shock awakening 


Bards and Poets 


old world European bards 

that entertained villagers 
spreading lyric verse/propaganda 
while plucking the gut strings 

of lutes are not dead today 

in far away untamed lands 
below the Southern Cross 


poets scratch their verse 

on scraps of paper illuminated 

by eucalypt camp-fires describing 
a red and seared interior saturated 
with its own peculiar splendour, 
all the while drawing on the same 
font and spirit of inspiration that 
bards knew so well 


nothing in that sense has changed 
since the first human scrawled an 
image in a cave to magically 
capture by representation an 
object of need or desire 


all the printed histories do not reveal 
what a single ancient spray-stencilled 
hand print reveals under a desert rocky 
overhang — a human hand merging 
with the land 


none of our modern words could 
hope to explain one man's stencilled 
hand and all it entails, this land/hand 
are inseparable, breaching time 

and recording more than history 


as it is, aS i scratch it all down in 
the eerie quiet of the interior, 
where timeless whispers are easily 
heard between the pops, crackling 
of my camp-fire and the floating 
scented smoke of undisturbed 
Australia 


Raindrop 


during a summer shower 
the universe revealed itself 


under the scented pines one 
raindrop precariously dangling 
from a pine-needle caught the 
rays of the sun and exploded 

in colour and reach revealing 

as i watched all there was to see 


in the tiniest manifestation all 
existence opened, as all things 
contain the inherent pattern and 
harmony of Existence regardless 
of measure 


a huge heavy prison door flung 
open in my mind to reveal the 
continuous process of creation 
which words fail to describe 


lost in the experience my (false) 
identity evaporated replaced 

by ineffable joy, peace and bliss, 
such a wonder — yet i realised that 
it was always me/everything, the 
entirety of infinite existence was 
me though i no longer existed as 
something lost and separate 

from the whole 


and so today i watch the clouds 
watching me in their wonder; 
rivers and streams transport me 


in their flow; my finger tips outstretched 
merge with the air yet i am never lost 

in this overwhelming, scintillating ocean, 
as wherever it takes me i am home 


Grey 


the sky hangs low, it's dreams 
abandoned in its youth, it draws 

its bleeding sunset/rise colours 
into grey, yet the sun always shines 
above the opaque grey 


only those under it are deprived of 
light, warmth and hope 


to compensate for the loss 

people have become addicted to 
electronic representations of 

warm sun-drenched days 

presented on small and large screens 
that increase in size as the tolerance 
for artificial stimuli increases 


the sky is falling, so low today 
tall trees are burdened with 
supporting it above the ground 
where all the desperate live 
their vacuous lives fixed on 
smaller pocket-sized screens to 
evade (momentarily) the enveloping 
greyness as they move around 
like soulless ghosts, though the 
sun continues to shine above the 
greyness 


few if any put down their desperate 
screens and attempt to climb 
mountains which summits are 
bathed in golden light and cleaned 
with crystal clean air 


Holi 


i met alice in her wonderland 
lying on wet grass like a shot bird 
in the rain, dressed in white singlet 
and light track pants, in training 
except for her wound 


‘do not lie on the wet grass,’ I said 
paternally, ‘it's not too wet,’ she 
replied 


‘ur a little platypus,’ and continued 
my walk with amused friend, 
tho I glanced back one time 


flat on her back, arms and legs 
spread-eagle on the wet grass like 
da Vinci's golden mean but head 
to the side looking directly at us, 
smiling 


this little gold-haired platypus 
captured by her transforming, 
adolescent hormones exhibited 
something rare in her bearing 


I could see her future, which 
flashed across my mind 

and saw countless entranced 
men following her adult form 
to the ends of the earth 

while she continued smiling 
that cheeky little smile 


Mountains and Hills 


the common lowlands are no place 
for heroes to die, as everyone dies 
on the plains, flat and even, devoid 
of distinction — cemeteries are never 
located on mountains 


ask urself why heroes die solitary 
on mountains overlooking common 
ground — they earn their place above 
the rest whether by execution or 
choice 


having scaled and overcome 

the challenges of life they are raised 
in death on high hills that separate 
and elevate 


a crooked tree, ageless, prevailed 
upon by the elements grows on my 
hill overlooking the sea, cities and 
plains 


sitting under it is as comfortable 
as a womb before birth — plains 
people sometimes gather but never 
dare to ascend, they know their 
place and limitations 


the branches of my tree are grooved 
from hanging ropes dispensing death 
over the years, too many to count 
and if i die on top of my hill by rope, 
nail or bullet know that I have been 
released leaving my flesh garment 


behind as a sign/al for others to read 
and ponder whether they are 
dead in life or alive in death 


Dead 


the flag, heavy with rain 
barely moves in the wind 
the rotunda deserted 


rain pellets strike the surface 
of the lake, bugle and drum 
are silent 


a nation without pity dies 
inert bodies strewn like refuse 
in the field 


ur hair lifted and flowing in the 
summer breeze now drips heavy 
water, the colour of life is absent 
from ur face tho ur beauty remains 
like white porcelain, cold to the 
touch 


wild water birds shriek as they fly 
leaving a head lolling to and fro 
on the back of a black swan still 
moving but dying from a broken 
neck 


a neck broken that once held high 

the majesty of life — death has 
overtaken everything past and perverse 
making way for the white pelicans 

and swans of future time 


a warning sign remains by the lake, 
pure water that once supported water 
grasses, amphibians and birds only 


grows toxic algae today, fertilised 
by the folly of men 


Flying 


u captured me with ur deep easy eyes, 
free me 


u embraced me with ur firm body, 
free me 


u enslaved me with ur poetic heart, 
free me 


the words u weave mesmerise my mind, 
free me 


caught in bliss we fly over the drear 

of humanity, over trees, seas, mountains 
and plains, eagles defer to our ecstatic 
soaring 


i cannot nor would i fight this captivity, 
free me 


i was blind, lost and miserable until ur 
love set me free 


iam a slave in ur arms 


who would have thought a chance 
encounter would grow endlessly and 
break the shackles of a perverse and 
contorted culture? 


play me forever, never leave me, 
i surrender completely 


Cormorant’s Wing 


two cormorants winged 

over the cemetery by the sea 
never seen before tho it is home 
to hawks hovering in strong and 
easy breezes until they jerk and 
dive on defenceless prey 


cormorants are my favourite 
sea bird, an omen perhaps, 
unseen over a thirty year span 


spear beaks and supple necks 
tho a cormorant's wing is 
something special turned back 
where other birds fan their flight 
feathers 


a natural fighter in the sky and 
sea perfectly adapted for either 
medium while humans flounder 
in both 


i watch women pass with noses 
high and rehearsed gaits hoping 
to catch an eye and smile, tho 
completely unnatural are their 
movements 


asian silk on asian skin 

a perfect match, no occidental 
woman could hope to compete 
tho they stretch their necks 

in vain attempts to be graceful 


clod-hopping bovines, you haven't 
a chance, i have always preferred 
opium to tobacco 


Mandrake 


the cosmic sea churns 
saturated with life, 

its essence distils into 
a Silver chalice, an 
invitation to complete 
liberation 


u draw ur wand, zinc-willow 
and crystal tipped, 
only heroes enter this space 


not yet free, as existence 
invites instant death only 
surrendering its prize, 

to the few that overcome 


u push on, unrelenting persistence 
wins, u know it — allow the 

meek to inherit slavery 

to which state they are born 


climbing to the summit lashed 

by cutting winds and ice, 

u persevere until u crawl exhausted 
onto the level summit of ur 

life upon which is found 

a small stone enclosure 


u enter without hesitation and 
take the golden crown refined 
by ur indomitable will and 
unwavering focus — it shines 
brighter than a million suns, 

u pause, fascinated by its wonder 


then place it on ur head 


the silver chalice appears in its 
former place brimming with the 
essence, the elixir of immortality 


u imbibe the nectar of the gods 
who gather before u waiting for 
the final outcome, they kneel, 
they know their creator and place 


u alone must overcome 


goddesses appear alluring, sensual 
moist with desire, u are not distracted 


with chalice in left hand and wand 
in right, u complete the ritual and 
explode into infinite space swirling 
with galaxies which appear as small 
jewels relative to ur size 


u continue undaunted to the black 
centre that draws the known 

into its pitch darkness and dive 

deep into its qualities only to emerge 
on the other side as an indestructible 
Creator 


One with all, u dance, ur dancing 
produces all that is and is not and 
that which is in between — 
everything scintillating in throes 
of ecstasy 


the confines of body and mind 


sacrificed to unfettered, uncontaminated 
Consciousness — u take ur place beside 
the infinite originator, who is happy 

to see that You have finally overcome 


Tat Tvam Asi — Thou art THAT 


Phosphorescence 


only on moonless nights is it seen 
the phosphorescent glow that 
surrounds and defines things in 
the night — all things emit light tho 
ever so faint 


that light is seen by the keen eye 
and mind and defines each object 
tho living things emit a stronger 
light as would be expected 


they all work tirelessly in the night 
preparing for a different work 
during the day 


the only real darkness is that which 
exists in the minds of men; ignorance, 
which breeds selfishness and stupidity 
to the point where entire populations 
are now led by madmen 


such darkness/ignorance is blacker 
than the darkest night, nothing is 
discerned or defined properly, it 
can’t be 


so the denizens of that blackness 
attempt to rail against the light of 
day, to no avail of course, but what 
do the blind see? nothing outside 
their own puny perversity 


Field of Sorrows 


black crows pick at the bones 
of defeated soldiers and the 
peasants that joined them, 
only in defeat are nations 
formed — lest we forget 


the field is everywhere tended 
by those that grow bones and rob 
the people of their lives, labour 
and joys 


kill, you must kill in order to live 
free tho freedom is a lie that tyrants 
and cowards spin — die for me, as 

I and mine are unable to fight, we 
have grown soft riding the lives of 
others and building castles from 
their bones 


the field is green today, nature is 
irresistible, life overcomes death 
at every turn 


the flowing river reflects the green 
from surrounding trees in which 
emerald green parrots squawk and 
chatter 


the black crows are gone but will 
return as the farmers of bones 
and profit are never satisfied 


Insignificant 


threatened, the reflex took over 
like a puffer fish ballooning 


proportions impossible to measure 
beyond meagre reason until the 
spinning milky way became something 
to poke a finger through 


size is relative yet changing proportion 
defies attacks at micro or macro levels 
depending on the nature of the threat 


so now Atlas is a microscopic creature 
holding only the earth on his back, barely 
discernible in the viscous ejaculate 

of the galaxy 


nebula and imploding/exploding suns 
twinkle like glints in the eye 


the victorious claim this ability is only 
available to sages able to transform 
reality according to their harmonious 
desires — each movement disrupting a 
previous sequence transforming the 
known potential into an unknown 
manifestation/pattern until creation 

is adjusted forming a new harmony, 

as nothing is able to disturb the concordant 
symphony of all creation, one merely 
strikes a new note in the symphony 


search for the cause as it is impossible 
to trace like a poem not yet encoded, 


an impulse before creation, a magic spell 
when written changing everything, making 
the possible impossible and the impossible 
possible 


but really, what would destructive little 
creatures on the back of a spec in an 
expanding universe of magical splendour, 
know? 


Rains 


words like rain fall and form puddles 
and streams eventually finding their 
way back to the sea of fluid inspiration 
ready to re-enter the domain of the airy 
sylphs and fall again onto paper and 
screen as poems, articles, essays, 
discourse and more; like the rains, 

that endless cycle supports fluid 
writers of the past, present and future 


there comes a time however, when 
limited words fail to capture and 
express new meaning; in fact words 
only transmit what is already known, 
and the known is not new 


puddles of revitalising rain then form 
stagnant, dark pools reflecting the 
morbidity of failing cultures, which 
nevertheless promise evolutionary 
change in their dying — we live in 
those times 


the abused signs and symbols that 

once cemented culture are now frayed 
by abuse and over-use, they have 
exhausted interpreters/readers/decoders, 
drying the lakes of possibility and 
inspiration 


we are left with no means by which 
to locate meaning in the post-truth era 
and so the proportionately growing 
entropy of meaninglessness prevails 


over truth, tho words have never been 
able to capture Truth, but inference, 
intimation, imputation and allusion 
were once enough 


at this daunting juncture between meaning 
and loss of culture wise scribes put down 
their styluses, pens and keyboards -- 
divested of meaning words carry only 
subjective illusions, fictions, myths 

and dreams 


today the author may have died but like 
the rains the future portends a new 
revitalising storm that would drown the 
remnants of the known and allow the 
unknown to sprout and grow, all the while 
being fed by cyclic rains 


readers/culture are momentarily abandoned 
to reflect only on their reflections 


MeaningLess or More 


An intriguing word as all successful communication depends on meaning 
and the signs and symbols that transport culturally learned meaning/s. 


It becomes fairly obvious that ‘meaning’ is a learned process in that we 
learn to associate certain signs, symbols and actions with specific meanings; 
for instance, in Australian culture an upraised thumb, is a derogatory sign, it 
sort of translates as ‘up your arse,’ or ‘get fucked’ in the negative sense; 
whereas in America an upraised thumb is a sign of victory or success, the 
index finger is used in America to transmit what an upraised thumb ‘was’ in 
Oz, tho the American media has altered Australian culture, the index finger 
now replacing the message of an upraised thumb, bear with it, i am merely 
emphasising that meaning is learned and is culture specific. 


The learning process (socialisation) is intense in youth but continues 
through old age tho the elderly are often mocked by youth that have new 
meanings associated with various signs, symbols producing new values to 
communicate their intentions; indeed, there is no escaping culture as 
responsible for meaning — so why is there so much confusion regarding 
intended meaning in communication? 


Personal experience, bias and subjectivity are most often blamed for faulty 
communication, hence various professions utilise jargon, and for 
semioticians jargon is far clearer than the utilisation of common words, 
nevertheless jargon is language, a sort of slang, which is a far more efficient 
means of communication than common language. 


However, all language breaks down when attempts are made to transmit 
profound, abstract and intuitive based meanings; words fail and the devices 
of poetics are resorted to, allusion, analogy, metaphor, simile etc, which is 
why poetry is felt while it is read, poets use language to reach beyond 
language into other sentient realms. Now it should be noted that while 
poetry has more success in ‘moving’ or ‘resonating’ with readers it also 
depends to a large degree on Subjectivity, as no fixed meaning in 
transmission is attempted, readers are left to interpret what they read, which 


makes poetry of all ages, a post-modern art form, poetry is therefore 
liberating in many respects while common language imprisons and attempts 
to fix. 


Now consider that culturally inculcated meanings become an automatic 
interpretive process, making subjects slaves to language, which is why 
advertising and marketing strategies are successful, as the automatic 
process is utilised to force interpreters to do what they otherwise may not 
do, consider your shopping habits and how you select branded items, via 
superimposed, unconsciously learned, preferences. 


Today arguments regarding freedom, free will and liberty proliferate, as 
clearly language, including abstract signs and emotive symbols, are utilised 
to enslave entire populations. The open ended political slogan is a good 
example of how intended meanings or distractions usually designed to 
capture, are utilised by marketers, PR and advertising consultants to allow 
readers/interpreters to fill in the blanks with their own biases and hopes, for 
example, the now infamous, unqualified phrase, “light at the end of the 
tunnel,” which was utilised politically to dupe the population and prolong 
the senseless, mass murdering war in Vietnam. 


Nevertheless, we all have resistant mechanisms, which are subjectivity and 
personal bias, it is our own distorted (subjective) interpretations that either 
help to enslave or liberate us. 


So the next time someone accuses you of subjectivity say, thank you. 
Without it we would all be mindless automatons — hmm! 


Storming Heaven 


such was my longing that I 
stormed paradise while 

the gates were unguarded, 
the golden lock and chain did 
i break with a spell 


but as fast as i entered i was 
ejected, one has to earn a 
permanent place here 


nevertheless, a millisecond in 
paradise is worth the pleasures 

of trillions of lives, i was hooked 
such was the ineffable awe, beauty 
and bliss of the experience that 
now i have no peace, as i must 
return 


it was strangely familiar, i had 
been there before, i recalled with 
effort, so what was i doing here in 
this hell-hole when i remembered 
from where i originated? 


who or what threw me out of paradise, 
was it due to my forced re-entry or a 
matter of course? 


the gates are now permanently guarded 
and locked with an unbreakable seal in 
order to prevent another forced entry 


millennia have passed while i tried 
desperately to overcome the walls 


and gate of paradise but to no avail, 
i had to earn my place with focused 
mind, deed and action, the currency 
required to enter and remain 


but i have imagination, the pedestrian 
route was never for me so i hatched a 
plan as i could never tolerate rejection, 
paradise is our true home 


over time and more failed attempts 
than i care to count, my skills developed 
to exceptional levels, so why not? 


the Light would not deprive me of its 
sublimity any longer 


i knew from previous experience that 

the Light may manifest as Gods in 
various worlds to instruct and assist, 

it was these manifestations that could 
easily be exploited, so i waited till 

the earth was scheduled for an appearance 
and the Light to inhabit a human body 


so i too appeared on the earth and cultivated 
a disguise to express my plan 


i instructed her to offer a beautiful garment 
fit for a King as a gift offering to the 

the God, knowing full well that the Light 
must return to paradise 


the avatar received the gift with a smile 
and donned the garment 


after the work was completed it returned 
to paradise in form until it entered the 
gate whereupon the God resumed its 
native state and transformed the garment 
it wore to the same essential Light, 
which is the substrate of all Existence 


i now remain as the Light i emanated from 


it was only for a brief period that i became 
a fine robe fit for a King 


perhaps it was my mastery of the art of 
Transformation that finally earned my place 
in paradise, but i cannot be sure 


Beset 


it seems that whichever direction i took 
regardless of context i was/am besieged 
with all manner of problems; it troubled 
me for years until one magic day a 
solution was provided or rather I 
discovered, as it was always available 


the problems were neutralised by a 

simple process of dis-location, that is, 
non-immersion in the problem itself 

rather in favour of dealing with how 

it was formed or occurred, one could 

say the ‘paths’ to and from were responsible, 
not the outcome or result 


so in order not to create unwanted problems/ 
outcomes a new approach was required, 
one that would not create monster tribulations 


another requirement was essential, the actor 
or protagonist must not exist or be recognised 
by self or another — of course problems only 
exist for those affected or infected by them, 
problems are the consequence of attached 
actions as distinct from unattached actions, 
which find nowhere to attach themselves or 
roost 


it was a challenging undertaking not to exist 
but operational so to speak in the world, 

the mother of all problems — ‘to be or not 

to be,’ surely was the question 


yet this binary was not a mutually exclusive affair, 


i discovered i merely had to exist as something 
other than a focal point or subject 


by pure chance some years back an astrologer 
asked to calculate my natal chart and as i 

was born in a military hospital in Europe 
precise details of time of birth were available 
on my birth certificate, there is a point to this 
SO persevere 


apparently i had the planet neptune precisely 

on my ‘Imum coeli,’ (Latin for "bottom of the 
sky") which (IC) translates as home, foundation, 
location, place, etc, and neptune dissolves 
everything it touches, or rather permeates, 

its non-specifity influencing the affected other, 
how fortunate for my solution with problems, 

as they required a specific place/location 

upon which to act; in other words i had 

to be located before any agent could affect me 


put simply, i presented not only a moving 
target but a dissolving target, one must be 
located before any external agent could take 
an effect 


tho this astrological placement has its negatives, 
for instance, how could anyone project personal 
love onto a phantom? ‘i can’t reach you,’ 

(for purposes of control, no doubt) was always 
the complaint from females yet there i was 

in their respective faces, though the result is 

i have remained single/unmarried all my life, 
and can’t get a bank or credit loan, etc, nor do 

i have a finance history, and all my ‘bona fide’ 
photo IDs are not helpful due to the lack of the 


above to substantiate ‘me’ 


though it’s all no great loss, some would say 

a huge benefit, so my solution, by circumstance 
of birth and personal effort was gifted to me 
and previously earned tho i act in the world, 
and effect changes, yet the world is unable to 
apprehend/comprehend the actor physically, 
psychologically, spiritually or by any means 

at its disposal, including physical surveillance, 
as by pure chance i have a beard and wear 
spectacles, which prevent biometric identification, 
how handy in today’s surveillance states 


so you see, being and non-being are not mutually 
exclusive as anyone with a little effort is able to 
be or not to be simultaneously 


Who or What? 


does a flower know itself, 
its scent, its beauty 
its manifesting rhythms? 


a good question that requires 
an answer 


immediately it becomes apparent 
that a flower just is what it is, 
what need to know when existence 
speaks for itself 


how very smart a flower is not to 
entangle itself in an identity, fraught 
with all manner of perplexities 
stemming from a created personal 
pronoun/identity that today plagues 
all humankind 


in the west it was that fool Descartes, 
who stated "1 think therefore 1 am," 
without considering the origin and 
process of thought and the use of a 
personal pronoun as a given, 

which if one cares to analyse 

are all learned from culture, 

so who indeed is the, ‘1 am’ 
without learned thought to interfere 
with pristine, continuous existence, 
who indeed? 


humanity vexes over nothing or rather 
superimposed illusions implanted during 


the socialisation process, we ‘think’ we 
are American, Chinese or some such other 
falsity while missing existence pure and 
simple — so what is behind thought, 

you dumb deluded fool, Descartes? 


nothing actually, or should 1 say nothing 
which is more accurate? 


there is no need of an identity or concept 
as self as awareness speaks from its core, 
so who are you? 


1 already know, you haven’t got a clue, 
as everything you imagine you are has 
been learned 


so please don’t piss me off with, left-right, 
marxist-capitalist or this that crapulous 
learned illusions, as nothing tops a flower 
without the slightest notion of identity, 
but an acute expression of pure Being 


you search for truth with thought, 
like maggots searching through shit 
for food, but u should know that 
thought can only find itself 


what then is left to apprehend reality/ 
existence? 1 could answer in words 
but that would be self-defeating, 
wouldn’t it? for those of you that 
have a functional brain 


so to the few remaining that intuitively 
understand, look behind what you have 


been taught and you would soon realise 
that it’s culture, which is a croc — 
how can anything lose itself? 


so, knowing that you indeed exist now 
follow that lead, find yourself without 
looking or searching and if u wake 

from ur sleep all your superimposed 
desperate needs would evaporate as 

they would no longer exist, but you would 


so who or what are you? 


Time 

the absurdity of time, idiotic 
because it is simply arbitrary 
delineations superimposed on 
continuity in order to serve 
mercantilism 


however, reality/existence is 
eternal, kinetic no beginning, 

no end, only immeasurable infinity 
or the process of Be-ing 


how absurd time is when i reflect 
on my presence 


my Love has never aged, weakened 

or diminished; my body, though 

has a beginning so it must end 

it serves its purpose as a suitable 
vehicle but it rules nothing but itself, 
certainly not me or the continuity 

of consciousness/Love, 

which immortality scoffs at the limited/ 
finite, governed by time/space 


existence/life cannot destroy itself 
but bodies die, so what is it that lives 
always? 


and to think that all the religious 
texts fail to mention the obvious, 
continuity cannot cease, so what 
need is there for grief, loss or 
despair or ‘success?’ 


infinity is Bliss by nature and 
the power that drives it is Love 


how absurd time/space, which rules 
a world of finite illusions which it 
creates while Infinity dances on in 
Joy, harmony and Bliss 


Coral 


the 'Great' Barrier Reef is dying, 
good work Australia! 


the sugar lobby presses governments 
and seeps its poisonous fertilisers 

into the sea, which choke the reef 

and allow star-fish predators 

to chew the life from the corals 

while the coal industry dumps its black 
waste in our pristine northern waters 


in ‘73 the CSIRO warned of impending 
doom for the reef if we didn’t heed the 
warnings, but do natural wonders win 
seats in parliament? 


perhaps they should, along with 
fracking bans and other disruptive 
poisonous practices — what value 
do Aussies place on the treasures 
of our land and sea? 


gross incompetence prevails in the 
political capital, only voters are able 
to supply the appropriate shock 

to the capital — dump corporate-loving 
lackey politicians that serve exploiting 
and destructive corporations and the 
parasitic banks that support them 


are they worth the death of arable land, 
rich coasts and seas — who lends assistance 
to big agriculture and mining companies 
that rape and pollute so fat cats are able 


to live their pathetic decadent lives, 
how many gold taps do you have in your 
bathroom? 


the big banks have been exposed as 
criminal enterprises and more is yet to 
be revealed, why serve these bludgers/ 
parasites that have our servile politicians 
in their pockets? 


Oz is rich but its resources are finite, 

is there a regulating, sustainable hand 
from servile Canberra politicians that 
allow the rape and pollution our land 

and seas? 


what would our children inherit in a 
poisoned vanquished land and desert 
seas? 


the answer lies in bleached white dead 
corals, Ruin! 


40% of the reef is gone but we can do 
better, let’s make it 60% in the next few 
years, our complacency is something 
we could truly be proud of 


take a lesson from the originals that 
never abused the land and seas, 

we either respect and preserve our 
unique home and all its wonders 

or allow avaricious corporates to 
kill it for short term profits, 

how’s that? 


only Australians can save Australia from 
foreign corporate rogues and rapacious 
transnational exploiters/thieves 


we are able to change the political culture 
of Canberra at the ballot box by not 
supporting the two major parties, make 
your vote count and send a clear message 
to lackey politicians and return Oz to its 
traditional values without which the 
nation/culture is lost 


Nada Shakti - The Nature of Reality 


As we should all be aware in this modern educated age of stupor, matter is 
comprised of particles — protons, neutrons and an infinite (yes, infinite) 
‘number’ of nano particles and of course, electrons. 


These components are the same, a proton, neutron and electron in one atom 
are no different to the protons, neutrons etc, of other atoms, so what is it 
that creates the plurality of things in the phenomenological universe? 
Vibration, in a word. But what is it that determines vibration or the varying 
pitches or frequencies of different elements when their component parts are 
the same? Simply, it’s the number of component parts in any given atom. 


Each atom generates its own peculiar vibration so one could easily say the 
entire universe is sound, as sound is nothing but vibration and so it goes that 
if we follow any sound to its source we encounter the primal creative 

sound, which pulses its own unique, dynamic, Creative frequency as the 
original, primal sound. 


Now a little refinement. ‘Particles’ are really energy vibrations vibrating at 
particular pitches or frequencies, which remain constant, hence we are able 
to differentiate various things of differing frequencies, therefore creation is 
an orchestra of multi-various sounds — in fact, there is no such thing as 
matter per se. 


However, ‘they’ all issue from one infinite emanating ‘source,’ which is the 
most rarefied of all frequencies, in fact, it is literally ‘off the scale,’ as it 
contains within it the ‘seeds’ of all other frequencies — this aspect is 
impossible to grasp intellectually as it is an infinite kinetic process and the 
mind is finite therefore unable to apprehend infinite reality. However, once 
the mind is freed from its finite shackles (cultural thoughts and concepts) it 
easily understands/embraces the reality and knows instantaneously, as 
apparent differences are obliterated in this state of Being, which has been 
described as total knowledge/awareness, which also has a quality, as do all 
other ‘things’ — that quality is ineffable Bliss, as creation is enraptured in its 
Creation! Never imagine for a second that existence is devoid of qualities, 


as dry science and mathematics would have it. 


Now, we are all part of creation and so are directly connected to the source 
of our creation, it stands to reason then that we are All able to trace a route 
to our source directly. One of many means of doing this is to follow the 
sounds that inhabit our particular being, which are heard only in a profound 
meditative state, indeed, in this state the once inaudible sounds begin to 
roar, hum and explode before confronting or entering the original 
sound/pulse of Creation. 


Now to a practical method. Sit comfortably and quietly with spine erect 
following its natural curve, your/our centre of gravity is just below the 
navel — let go of all mental modulations (thoughts) and 'tune in' until sound 
is detectable. I should explain that these sounds are not of an environmental 
source, they emanate internally as you would soon discover. Continuous 
practice develops the inner aural ‘organ,’ which is not the ear though it may 
appear so. It may also assist if one mentally intones a low hum or according 
to the tradition Aum/Om, which is pronounced audibly as ‘auoommm’ 
which mental ‘intonation’ assists beginners in concentration, however, the 
internal ‘Nada’ would soon overtake it and become ‘heard’ then intonation 
is dispensed with as the inner ‘sound’ is far more alluring. 


You see how incredibly easy (for those that persevere) it is to discover the 
pulse of ‘God/Creation’ and all the secrets of the infinite universe at Once! 
Surely, practice is a small price to pay for limitless Knowledge, Bliss and 
continuous Be-ing/Immortality. 


Peace. 


The Non-Existence of Being 


it’s a form of obsession with humankind, 
being and non-being, "to Be or not to be," 
is indeed the question that has challenged 
humankind since creation 


subject to scrutiny, being reveals the most 
voluptuous ‘things’, however, the most 
rarefied conscious states issue from 
non-being 


humans instinctively seek Truth and 

the primordial principle from which 

all life/existence sprang, and if we 

are fortunate enough to discover it 

we realise that it resides in non-being, 
which state alone is subject only to itself 
and is best expressed as, ‘I am That I Am’ 


the self-created original is not subject 

to anything unlike its creation which 

is subject to it — all the dimensions and 
multifarious forms it creates or rather, 
emanate from it, are essentially illusory 

as they constitute a diverse plurality 

not of the character of One infinite continuum; 
plurality in short is a trick designed to ensnare 
with all its attractions and alluring temptations 


and so we have infinite, self-created being/ 
continuum and an illusory finite world of 
beginnings and endings 


we have a vague inaccessible memory of 
Our inception, it haunts us until we are 


forced through circumstance, disappointment 
and hardship to seek the secure constancy 
of something beyond us 


the question arises, how do we as finite beings 
apprehend the infinite, immutable constant? 


simple, by tracing our consciousness back 
to its source, as nothing is separated from 
the living principle 


we are able to realise who we are and our 
purpose in life 


unsurprisingly much has been written 
about this mysterious source throughout 
the ages, why are we not surprised? 


we are sentient, created beings and seek 
that which created us and other answers 
to life’s enduring questions 


now consider that the desire to know is 
innate therefore common to all and that 
throughout human history many have 
pondered and inquired into the great 
mysteries and the meaning of life 


an ancient Hindu holy text begins: 


“T am Life; The Life of all lives. 
Adore Me who am Life.” 


and as we know from a modicum 
of theological knowledge the above 
sentiment/claim is shared by almost 


all the religions; we are also informed 
by various people from divergent 
cultures and historical periods that 
we have direct access to that source 
of Life 


and so the mystery and meaning of our 
lives is accessible to those that pursue 
Truth to the end 


in order to approach a condition of 
continuous becoming, which is the 
character of infinity, we must adopt 

a condition that is compatible and as 
thought is finite, which is the polar opposite 
of infinity, thought (conceptualisation) 
must be abandoned if we wish to 

apprehend truth or infinity 


we learn from Zen Buddhism: 


“sitting quietly doing nothing, 
spring comes and the grass grows by itself” 


which means do not fuss mentally 

as realising truth is Perfectly natural 

as is our direct and continuous connection 
to it 


the cessation of thought, which is merely 
composed of cultural signs, images and 
symbols, eliminates the greatest barrier 

to understanding which is our false notions 
of a separate identity that defines us as 
different in a pluralistic world 


our bodies are born therefore must die 
yet something (primal memory) informs 
us there’s more, something that survives 
and continues after physical death — 
every culture believes in some sort of 
afterlife and that is no coincidence 

as we ‘die’ to our bodies regularly during 
Sleep, yet remain confident that we 
continue to exist 


we are in essence pure consciousness, 

which state does not necessarily involve 
thought; an empty or clear consciousness 
becomes aware of itself and its source, 

the seemingly endless process of thought 

is culturally derived and with practice is 
able to be subdued, Descartes unfortunately 
got it very wrong when he attributed thought 
as a condition of being/identity, “I think 
therefore I am” is erroneous as Being is not 
subject to thought, which assertion is ‘easily’ 
verified by anyone willing to subdue the 
incessant train of thought 


Descartes’ thought-based extremely limited 
identity is a very poor substitute for unconditional 
(Self) awareness of the infinite process of 
Creation in which we are involved/participate 


No Will, No Way! 


The title is as true as can be, and is the open secret for achieving one’s 
ambitions and goals. 


Every person, group or nation, expresses its character and direction openly 
regardless of all the bull, myth, misinformation and propaganda that issues 
like sewage from the corporate mass media. The truth simply cannot be 
hidden if one takes a broad perspective and is able to understand what is on 
open display under everyone’s nose. 


We know the character of Australia and its cultural cringe, which forever 
seeks a parent figure to hide behind and to preserve its absurd infantile 
cultural mentality. And if you believe that this national temperament is 
merely a side issue or quaint cultural aberration, you would be deluded as 
on every occasion that a national leader in Australia attempts to assert 
independence, internal pathological forces of the cultural cringe band 
together and subvert all attempts to become a mature independent, 
sovereign nation; hence we have for the most part, servile lackey leaders 
that look to outside influences for guidance and leadership, a disgraceful 
state for Oz. 


Now in stark contrast to infantile Oz we have adolescent and delinquent 
America as an openly criminal State that is pathologically vying for world 
domination, a futile and failed pursuit as history has proven time and again, 
but as the world knows Americans are not very bright or informed and 
foolishly believe the tripe that issues from their media, which claims 
America is exceptional and that ‘God’ is on its side, which is an obvious 
absurd lie; however, Americans imagine they, as exceptional beings are 
above the law and civilised moral values/principles. 


And so is it any wonder that America violates moral, social and legal 
principles/laws/conventions on a daily basis. The open fact remains that 
America is the world’s leading civilian killing nation, therefore the world’s 
leading terrorist nation by definition and there is no avoiding that stark 
reality. 


It is enough to cite those two examples as this short paper is not about 
pathological nations but the will to change or rather the lack of Will in the 
global population to restore decency, justice and democracy to nations that 
have clearly been captured by malevolent, destructive forces. 


For Australia the solution is simple, grow up and install national 
independent leaders and take one’s place in the world! For America, 
however, where the evil (proven) corporate and banker elites rule 
completely, the solution is a trifle more involved. 


We read on American alternative media sites how the few thinking and 
intelligent people in America deplore the State of the nation yet they fail to 
outline the most basic reasons for its pathology and current criminal course, 
let alone undertake plans and the design of strategies and tactics to take 
back their hijacked Republic. 


The problem of course is a lack of Will, which undeniably involves 
cowardice, from the public and as we all know without a Will there is no 
Way in any direction, and so we have the first western police state that 
people accept passively — what a thorough disgrace and transgression from 
the founding principles of that nation; the current status quo is nothing but a 
source of shame for all Americans, and yes, be aware that the world does 
not perceive America as exceptional, in fact, it views it realistically as a 
marauding, criminal, mass murdering State with a paralysed population of 
cowards and wimps — who else in the world would submit to genital 
groping at airports? Something Obama openly mocked the population 
about, notwithstanding the outrageous attack on liberty that the Boston 
lock-down openly displayed to a shocked world; an entire capital city was 
taken over by paramilitary police with unrestricted powers of intrusion, and 
for what? In order to apprehend One mortally wounded teenager, which 
arrest a citizen accomplished in the end — give the world a break deluded 
American dreamboats and cowards. 


The point is, if we desire change we must first see what is wrong with the 
‘picture’ and then formulate strategies and plans to remedy or rectify 


obvious problems. After becoming aware of the obvious, and realising we, 
the overwhelming powerful majority want only freedom from State 
oppression, peace and harmony with our fellow man, it becomes imperative 
to act, however, the not so secret principle that fuels and propels action is 
the Will to Justice; need I say, it's time to ‘get real,’ people 
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Plumage 


Poetry of Love Inspiration Growth Revolution and Freedom 


by Lindsay Traynor 


Feathers 


migrating birds they come and go 


some variegated with striking 
plumage others drab but possessing 
rare song that shames the famed 
nightingale 


each with something unique, 
something special to offer those 
with nectar, seed and safe refuge 


but with the morning they sing 
and are gone, the urge to take 
to wing and fly overtakes any 
tendency to stay 


compelled by nature’s drives 
forces these exotic creatures 
must take to the air bound 
for Asia, Europe or the jungle 
forests of Irian Jaya 


my favourites are local 
hummingbirds of the northern 
ranges and the gang-gang of the 
south; one for its sheer beauty, 
the other for its mischievous 
intelligence and entertaining 
antics 


they gather in season, some 
feed directly from open palms, 
others imagine they steal seed 
though it was intended for them 


some fanciers, overwhelmed by 
desire, attempt in vain to possess 
and capture the spirit of these 
exquisite birds, so captivating, 
alluring, rare and inviting their 
appearance, song and character 


i have discovered that offering 
unconditionally small necessities, 

safe rest, essential needs and comfort 
attracts the free-spirited variety 

while fanciers settle for appearances 
in cages that confine and kill spirit 

like so many others 


my reward for honouring Freedom 
is they continue to come and go 
preferring an open hand and an 
open heart to the stultifying confines 
of a gilded cage 


if Freedom is loved offer it freely to 
all Life, including humanity 


Regrets 


like hamsters running pet shop 
wheels, regrets are circular having 
no resolution 


everything living moves on, i/we, 
move on, regrets surely not 


every event/thing done is decisive 
beginning and ending in itself, 
complete, does Love begin or end? 
so it is with our profound encounters 


we may in ignorance become 
temporarily lost but Love/Life 

continue forever, We continue 
forever 


what an utter folly it is to regret 

and taint the beauty and wonder 

that is experience Now; what sheer 
joy that destined encounter, what 
sheer ecstasy/majesty and magic 

we experience, do not misunderstand, 
what is there truly to regret? 


we have been strengthened and 
made wiser by experience/encounter, 
all collisions are extraordinary 


i leave you my soul, what else have 
i to give of worth? 


a Persian poet once suggested that 
Lovers have at least a thousand souls 


to sacrifice for Love; so i leave a 

soul for you to burn on the altar of 

our enduring Love, use it to illuminate/ 
dispel the darkness should it ever 
envelop you 


would we regret the rising sun, roses 
budding/blossoming or the south wind 
cleaning the air? 


most would sell their souls for a 
minute of what we shared, why your 
tears, are they for me, you or 
yesterday’s memories? 


how many yesterdays are able to 
intrude on today — none? 


like an addict you wish to repeat 
habit/sensation, like a laboratory 
rat with a pleasure electrode in its 
brain and a lever to hit until it dies, 
every spasm more contorted than 
the one that preceded it -- we are 
not rodents 


the bliss/ecstasy of our encounter 
cannot be tarnished unless we 
corrode it ourselves, the past is past 
remember it as it was, enthralling, 
wonderful 


do not ask how i am, it’s a question 
insecure people ask, never forget we 
are warriors fighters to the death, 
heroes and heroines 


move on to new experiences each 
stronger and more intense than the 
last, no one is ever forsaken except 
by their own perverse imaginings 


like the Love we share, beginningless 
and endless, leave it open, flowering/ 
flowing always, tugging at the seams 
of Creation 


Carried on the Wind 


struck to the ground beside 
the track overlooking the sea, 
Free as the Bondi breeze 


like a Tibetan prayer flag i 
unfurl my sacred text to be 
carried on the wind to the 
teaming millions and all 
things 


a flag to protect against the 
treacherous passes and 
dangerous tracks like Buddhist 
sutras that ward off the evil, 
which pervades the world 


[Compassion, a most foreign 
word in today’s sick, star- 
spangled Occident] 


what need for fake Hollywood 
terrorists, etc when Real warriors 
from the South Land run the wire 
like Mongol conquerors never 
retreating an inch or withdrawing 
at the death of the Khan; always 
expanding their seized digital 
territory 


our sacred text is inscribed 
and carried on digital winds, 
disseminated to every land 
do you see/hear our flags 
whipping in gales and gently 


lolling in mild summer winds? 
forever vexing and taunting 
the failing evil powers 


we seek out star-spangled 
tentacles and slice them from 
the body of the demon 
watching them writhe, 

twitch and curl in death spasms; 
one less hold that evil is able 

to maintain on hapless, 
innocent victims 


every step is gained ground 
toward the inevitable final 
Victory and the restoration of 
Justice, Peace and Harmony 


Ascension 


it began with You as it always 
does, you know it 


first you tugged gently at my 
garments and played around my 
feet, like a child 


sparkling with laughter, your 
flashing eyes stole me away 
from mundane tasks and 
delivered me into your serenity, 
the face of an infant God 


you grew before my eyes, 
your adolescent embraces never 
infrequent or devoid of affection 


you flowered into full youth, 
grown, full and firm powerfully 
elegant, a blue vision in human 
form 


now ready, it was/is time fruit 
of my soul, diamond of my mind 


time to reach the unattainable, 
time to savour forbidden fruit 
and satiate a soul’s yearning 
a heart’s desire 


you led me to the summit 
through thickets, treacherous 
passes, all manner of 
obstructions and barriers you 


adeptly and stealthily navigated 
until we reached the peak -- 
rarefied thin air constantly 
rasping at my throat 


there you left me supine an 
offering, to the Sun/existence 
body, mind and soul 


my chest cavity opens like a 
flower revealing my heart, 
receiving warm solar rays 
from You 


slowly with ease my inner 
being releases itself like scent 
from forest trees 


my heart beating opened to the 
Sun endures in naked Love for 
You 


i now die daily, a mountain 
offering for You alone 


Dream Assassins 


potent dreams become preludes 
to reality if they inspire action 

in dreamers and others who 
participate in the dream 


born in fertile imaginations, 
nurtured with passionate desire, 
dreams have hatched every 
invention we take for granted 
today 


from Tesla’s AC current, which 
supplies the entire world with 
power, to supersonic aircraft, 
which the nefarious use to 
deliver death to populations 

in impoverished, resource rich 
nations 


every advance and social reform 
began with a dream in a dreamer’s 
imagination 


yet those unable to dream view 
dreamers with fear, suspicion 

and dread — dreamers are portrayed 
as social maladjusts, subversives 
and revolutionaries, enemies of 

a perverse State, destroyers of the 
sick Status Quo 


wherever dreamers are found 
non-dreamers follow to compensate 
for their profound lack and 


to eliminate the source of their 
irrational fears 


at times it seems like a struggle 

to the death, between two separate 
species but sadly it is only one 
group at war with itself 


a war that would end in extinction, 
an insane race to eliminate the 
essence of harmony and survival 


it is fortunate that dreamers are 
in numbers and are easily able to 
identify those that would prevent 
the free flow of creativity 


be vigilant, be aware of destructive 
dream assassins, they are only able 
to deliver stasis, entropy and death 


refuse their perverse ways, dream 
of wonders, marvels and magic 
vistas that open onto new worlds 
and endless horizons 


We have a Dream ... 


Fecundity 


you are in season, ready yearning 
to be revitalised, made whole 
and productive again 


i withhold not a drop, the torrents 
i release from glacial peaks, seas 
and rugged ranges are for you, 
your body swells in wet delight 


you are in season fertile, ready 
to transform the land from ochres 
to lush greens, bursting colour 
(passion) and dancing rhythms 


small creatures explode into song 
when you drape yourself in shawls 
of colour, speckled with myriad 
flowers, fruits and seeds — would 
you not accept my transforming 
gift? 


i pour torrents from the roof of 
the world and reach every secret, 
dry place that it may flow again 
with life’s abundant joy 


reserve your most divine fruit, 
found only in your secret gardens, 
for us -- delicacies served only in 
Paradise, food fit for Gods alone, 
a gift to those able to satisfy your 
powerful yearning and satiate 
your soul’s desire 


Pact 


on those occasions i recklessly 
release my heart and soul as an 
offering and it is rejected, 
abused, regarded as a Curiosity, 
a trifling not as the precious, 
fragile essence of a human 
Being open, raw to the world 


i am forced to reflect on why 
i leave my innermost being 
exposed to be indelicately 
prodded, probed and suffer 
the most insensitive, brutish 
abuse and callous disregard, 
even from those held dear 


i wince and twist in pain 
while they/u remain unaware 
that boots are not required 
to walk the corridors of my 
soul 


nature deemed it appropriate 
to endow the few that would 
otherwise be ruined, crushed, 
left desolate, with a curious 
ability to revive on the shimmer 
of a hummingbird's wing, the 
clean scent of a sea breeze or 
the joy and smiling face of 

a Child 


Love is re-generated for All 
existence to every quadrant, 


in all directions -- may all 
sentient beings be peaceful, 
happy and blissful 


the sun disappears behind the 
sea leaving a work of wonder 
in the sky, iam unable to 
describe the sheer beauty, awe 
and splendour of it 


perhaps a pact was made before 
my inception, if i dared bare my 
innermost being to an aberrant 
world, i would be granted an 
abundance, more Love than hurt, 
more bliss than pain, and the 
ability to turn every tragedy to 
advantage -- a blessing perhaps, 
a gift bestowed 


Love increases the more we Love, 
i offer myself daily for sacrifice 
on that alter 


tears flow easily, the flutter of a 
moth’s wing fills me with hope 
and joy -- my tears transform into 
tiny gems glistening in the soft 
moonlight 


Healing Poem 


would you heal yourself, 
everything with Love or 
perpetuate the hurt and abuse 
you unjustly suffered as a 

child and inflict that poisonous 
malaise onto others undeserving 
of your revenge and wrath? 
misplaced retribution is behind 
all social plagues 


wonder no more at the state of 
the State and the sick filth it 
produces daily 


are we polluted or tainted by 

its disease or are we free, reborn 
in Love and generous affection 

for each other and all living things? 


i wonder what triggers the hurt 
you continue to wrestle and 
cruelly manifest, the hidden 
tortures too terrible to face and 
resolve, which find expression 
through projection onto innocent 
company and intimate associates 
— itis a needless and sick 
perpetuation that is better resolved 
with unconditional Love for the 
good of All 


during those morbid episodes 
you become a wooden marionette 
clicking awkwardly on a stage 


not of ur own making, the 
characters you superimpose onto 
the innocent are not the torturers 
of your past 


emerge from ur self-imposed prison, 
unlock those heavy doors with Love 
and affection for all 


free yourself, the Universe waits 
for u to release yourself 


the solace u seek in same sex 
sensuality is transitory, fleeting, 
it only serves to reinforce your 
Fears and hide the demons 
that haunt you 


did u not Know u become transparent 
to those that unconditionally Love 
You, such is the sublime healing 
power of unconditional Love 


Love that is not confined to a 
single entity but envelopes all 
beings in joy and despair and 
heals everything it touches 


tho i would tenderly kiss ur neck 
and stroke your troubled brow 

it is you who must finally resolve 
your inner turmoil and release 
the demons that taunt/haunt you, 
you are surrounded by a sea of 
healing Love, it waits patiently 
for u to open ur frightened heart, 
never despair 


the magic is never lost, lift ur 
head/heart and fix ur gaze on 
the warm night sky, the 
constellations, a gift from Isis 
from whose breasts flow forth 
the firmament 


dive deep into healing velvet 

seas, breathe easy as the life 

that inhabits them and be restored, 
released from your tortured past 


in whatever direction u turn you 
will confront your demons or/and 
the opportunity of release 


with every human birth a 
whispered promise is made 

that healing Love is a constant 
companion, an inexhaustible 
resource that would saturate ur 
being and work its healing magic 
once the heart and soul are open 
to receive it 


i Loved u before time began, 

i Love now and will continue 

in Love after existence is rolled 
up like a scroll, such is Love’s 
enduring power, quality and 
strength 


be comforted, u are never lost 
or ever alone, sweet peace to 
You forever 


Hesitation 


your reticence is unwarranted 


i would only kiss ur lips and 
caress your form with my 
fingertips 


only a man, naught to fear, 
especially by woman true, 
one with depth and yearning 
soul such as you 


u see what u've done? i 
haven't rhymed in years, 


in Love we Always overcome 
we stand Victorious, Free of 
the inculcated aversion of love, 
joy and harmony 


what sheer insanity they preach, 
they would try to normalise 
murder, mayhem, war and fear, 
yet they have no answer for 
Love, which overcomes All their 
toxic drear 


A gift to all, a resource free, 
most powerful infinite Love, 
you and me 


Transformations 


never found in shallows this 
species is at home in deep 
dark waters 


not content with peripheral 
superficialities, which only 
satisfy feebs, this genus enjoys 
rare prizes, pearls of quality 

and other treasures hidden deep 
beneath the surface in warm 
velvet seas. 


pressure intolerant creatures 

spin endlessly on the surface 
subject to all manner of vexations 
buffeted by every imaginable 
whim, forces that have little 

effect on the dwellers of the deep 


occasionally, curiosity overcomes 
a surface dweller and tentative 
plunges are made until subtle 
body changes equip the brave 

for deeper dives, which accelerate 
the metamorphosis until a new, 
more able body is formed able to 
withstand and enjoy the deep 


during this transformation fear of 
leaving familiar surrounds tussles 
with the desire for something new, 
more satisfying 


at this critical time a dweller of the 


deep, sensing the promise of a new 
acolyte, may guide/assist in the 
process by accompanying the brave 
adventurer down until delicate 
winged fins and pulsing gills fully 
form -- making a most exquisite 
creature of the deep 


success is rare most candidates balk 
and return to the surface to spend 
their days in desperate mediocrity 


some undaunted souls persist 
completing the transformation to 
enter a new dimension inhabited 
with exotic and mysterious species 
and the rewards associated with 
that kind 


remain true, be brave and venture 
down, the rewards far exceed the 
challenges 


Open Highways 


with every slow turn of the 
throttle i feel your arms tighten 
around my waist, your body 
moving closer to mine 


almost full throttle, a twist of 
the wrist, the screaming wind, 
the roaring, a sleek machine, 
the two of us 


your head tucked perfectly 
between my shoulder and 
neck safely behind me, your 
breasts pressed against my 
back, our bodies secure, 
entwined, sharing, forcing 
old enemies, life and death, 
to confront each other and 
seek an impossible alliance/ 
resolution, neither daring to 
separate us 


ghost towns, desert bush played 
host to young abandon, youthful 
frenzy and leaping love 


wet with love we danced and 
frolicked till dusk, the city 
reluctantly demanding our 
return 


on those excursions you 
burrowed deep into my being, 
to the innermost reaches of 


my soul and made yourself 
a home never to vacate 
though your earthly lease 
has long since expired 


(some) memories are able to 
curve time, so lucid they are 


they are unaware your spirit 
resides alive in my being 
emerging to play, sing and 
steal me from the pettiness 
of this world 


a familiar fragrance and muffled 
laughter pervade the air 


Bodies in Space 


there is an erroneous view that 
rogue bodies cavort randomly 
in space; however, deeper 
examination reveals that no 
such reality exists 


All bodies dance in rhythmic 
interrelation, in accordance with/ 
to lesser and/or greater dynamic 
patterns of mutually effective 
energies 


everything that exists is defined 
by/in relation to another (there is 
no light without ‘dark’) and on 

it goes 


dynamics are created based on 
gravity/tendency/desire mutual 
attraction/aversion and inclination 


[therefore] no accidents or 
untraceable random events occur 
in this infinite continuum 


we encounter each other ‘collide’ 
as a result of mutual attraction 

and separate when an evolutionary 
change creates a variation that 
attracts different energies 
necessary for continued growth/ 
evolution; we do not meet by 
accident in our journey to fulfilment 


galaxies continue to birth myriad 
suns, planets, solar systems; cosmic 
bodies sweating, embracing, dancing 
unrestricted in bliss, ecstasy -- how 
could anything restrict/confine 

Love? 


i thought of two, with me, three 
converging, cavorting, sweating, 
gushing galaxies, imbibing universes 
creating, Paradise 


Orchid 


a rare genus this wild jungle 
flower, difficult to locate but 
worth the effort of discovery 


it is found only in the undergrowth 
never in the open, hidden from 
all but the most persistent searchers 


it resists all attempts at cultivation/ 
domestication, this genus only 
flowers in the wild, it cannot 
endure confinement or managed 
environments 


its soft speckled petals betray its 
fragility yet it thrives in hostile 
forests and dark, humid jungles 


a tiny flower familiar to the 
creatures of the night but lost 
to the squawking, noise of day 


if by chance you encounter this 
orchid in bloom expose it to the 
soft moonlight, its natural beauty 
enhanced 


never remove it from its place — 
it flourishes only in locations 
of its choosing 


there it shares itself with those 
that take the trouble to discover 


its fragile allure, its secret hidden 
places 


Septic 


i wish at times i could fold in 
on myself, retreat like a flower 
closing its petals for the night, 
wrapping itself up, protecting 
its heart from the insensitivity 
that surrounds it and the 
malevolent forces that lurk 


if only i could hide from the 
consequences of my actions 
and retreat from the pain i feel 
after having intentionally caused 
pain and suffering in another 


i should never have been let loose 
on an unsuspecting, fragile world 
where innocence and sensitivity 
fall prey to rampaging brutes like 
me 


but i have never been able to 
contract or retreat into morbidity 

or melancholia, i am left exposed 
to the elements to feel the exquisite 
hurt and pain returned to me in 
triple proportion, from having hurt 
those for whom i have no 
disaffection 


i have no right, regardless of good 
intentions, to inflict pain or discomfort 
on another soul, no right to cause the 
slightest mental perturbation 


what type of star-spangled monster 
have | become? 


lrony 


a magician once taught me how 
to be invisible 


stand, he said, on top of the highest 
landmark and bellow at the top of 
your lungs, gyrating, flailing your 
arms and jumping about all the while 


do this regularly and you will soon 
become invisible! 


extreme visibility paradoxically 
becomes invisibility, i am living 
proof 


they have been searching for years — 
they run around me, over me and 
between my legs while i bellow and 
gyrate, yet they do not see me 


they follow semiotic trails 

and seek me at writers festivals — 
they failed to see me in Melbourne 
how then do they hope to see me 
in Sydney? 


how ‘cunning’ they are to have 
deduced from the crumb-trails 
i leave that | am a veteran; 
that i may be artful with a pen 
or more so with a keyboard 
(my weapon of choice) 


such skill as this has not been 


seen since simple Simon 
incarnated as President Bush/ 
Trump — we are all in awe of 
their talents and intelligence 


i have all but spelled out my 
name and location yet they fail 
to see, they are unable to arrive 
at an answer for the simplest 
calculation, 2+2=anyone’s guess 


i offer them my soul yet they 
fixate on my dick 


i am surrounded/distracted by 
women, wild hips, exotic 
ornaments, Asian eyes and 
magnetic smiles; my heart i 
offer but they too cast their 
eyes on my dick 


i wish to converse and play 
with their minds and spirits 
but they offer open thighs 
and throats instead 


i fear at times the magus cursed 
me with his tricks and wild dervish 
dances 


an Estonian maid i frightened 
without even trying, such is the 
strength of his magic 


i will do my best to leave a clearer 
trail, signs a blind man could follow, 
but please try at least to distinguish 


the silhouettes that appear 


engage my eyes, my face, not my 
crotch 


[I'm just a soul whose intentions are 
good, O Lord, please let me be 
misunderstood] 


they say i am a stranger, a lone 
wolf, though my entire life i have 
published for the entire world to 
read/see 


Unforgettable Moments 


i have never forgotten that first 
(and last) kiss 


the instant our lips met our bodies 
scintillated from the toes through 
to the top of our heads, completely 
overwhelmed by the power of our 
souls exchanging signatures, 
greeting, embracing, swooning in 
delight 


it wasn’t only that you left stunned, 
disoriented, and a little daunted, 

i didn’t Know what hit me either 

so delicious, warm and permeating 
that experience 


your sweet kiss gripped my entire 
being so surprising the exchange 

i forgot myself entirely - transported 
to paradise for an unforgettable 
moment 


a kiss like no other before or since 
— O, toni, you needn’t have taken 
flight like an overwhelmed young 
girl fearful of losing a treasured 
prize 


i couldn't blame you then nor 

could i now, we were left spinning, 
disoriented in sublime space but 

you vanished after that extraordinary 
encounter leaving me with a 


profound and tender memory 
tattooed on my soul forever 


remember me as i remember you 
a perfect moment unspoiled by 
familiarity, a magical moment that 
only our two bodies/souls could 
share 


no regrets, though | sometimes 
wonder what sublime heights 
we could have reached together 


Summer Rain 


who would you deceive, 
speaking winter with 
summer eyes? 


stringed instruments 
resonate on the warm 
wind yet ur voice intones 
cool ice and snow 


should i respond to the 
flame in ur eyes that speak 
honestly to mine or allow 
ice to imprison u ina 
perpetual winter of your 
own making? 


melancholia is a poor 
companion better to break 
free and emerge naked 

in the warm summer sun 


some things we must do 
ourselves with abandon 
without expectations - 
hearts engage easily while 
words measure acceptable 
distances 


culture/propriety is a perverse 
measure, why would u allow 
it to narrow ur options? 


time is on no one’s side, it 
makes short work of all our 


lives 


is it not preferable to follow 
the heart and its natural 
inclinations for joy rather 
than the head in matters of 
Love? 


summer rain, a rainbow 
arches across the sky 


Himalayas 


your love is strong 
like a mountain, 
how so? 


you're a himalayan 
woman! 


never been loved so 
strong, wild, screaming 
wind 


i glimpse a 
snow leopard 
stalking its prey 


The Tibetan Long Hum 


remember how enthralled you 
were with my Asian art collection, 
one piece in particular, a Tibetan 
Thangka — Yab-Yum - Buddha 
and his consort locked in sexual 
embrace, you loved that picture; 

| have it still, though other pieces 
you liked fed my veins to relieve 
the pain 


i saw your face today in the features 
of another (woman) so young, as 

i remember you, i nearly faltered, 
you could have been twins though 
decades and strength of character 
separate you 


this one diminutive but tectonic, 
and you too fragile like fine Chinese 
porcelain doomed to shatter 


i failed to protect you from wigs, 
gowns, white coats and ugly, lying 
guardians/parents 


what chance a young outsider, 
defying the highest authorities 
in the land, a rebel on their 
home ground? 


they crucified us both — i lost you 
forever, torn from my arms and 
destroyed 


i discovered it was possible to 
kill a person in a living body 
leaving no trace of the crime 
no evidence that would satisfy 
a court though a vile, heartless 
murder had been committed — 
i can barely relate it now 


people forget that leucotomies 
are legal today only signatures 
from white coats are required 
to commit spiritual and soul 
murder though today 

‘chemical management is 
preferred, that’s social progress 


‘cure indicators’ have not 
changed in half a century -- 
able to perform menial labour, 
obey guardians and others in 
authority, ‘cured!’ take your 
zombie home 


u asked me what the painting 
represented -- always the 
philosopher, i tried to explain; 

the male, female deities in 
sexual embrace represented 

the reconciliation of opposites, 
the unification of (all) binary 
oppositions, life-death, love-hate, 
day-night, heat-cold, dispassion- 
passion, etc. 


The Buddha locked in coitus yet 
oblivious to the plurality of the 
world/sensation, his consort, her 


lips pressed tightly against his 
her yoni enveloping his lingam, 
lost in passionate embrace; 
you loved it, her abandon/ 
passion and his imperturbable 
detachment 


together they represent completion 
everything unified, One 


Om Mani Padme Hum — The Jewel 
is in the Lotus 


i intone it often, and remember ... 


Riding Tigers Chasing Dragons 


in semi-dream Tigers pace 
the dark and hidden places 
and deny my mind its rest 


phantasms and mythical 
creatures team in these 
semi-dream landscapes 


stealthily they move thru 
jungles of the night 
reminding me never to 
relent or cease in my 
focused endeavours 


like a man possessed | 
slay legions of demons 
and all manner of 
malevolent life that 
threaten my kind 


not since Solomon have 

the jinn been marshalled 

to the service of one magus, 
yet the fiery (winged) dragon 
continues to evade capture 


we have taken (digital) ground 
and hold fast our acquisitions 
their machines are in our hands; 
we inhabit their secret places 
and watch their every move 


like thin peals of opium smoke 
we ride and twist effortlessly 


with the slightest movement, 
such is the secret of our invisibility 
and intoxicating subtlety 


with patience, persistence and 
unwavering vigilance the gambit 
and prize is ours, the enemy has 
no strength or stamina for an 
extended campaign 


we weave dreams and substitute 
realities ever so convincingly 


the skill is letting the enemy 
believe they have determined 
their own course 


let them race toward a 
predetermined end like a dying 
man to a mirage that hides 

a precipice 


Doing the Tonne on a 650 


it was the last 650cc i owned, 
i'd had a few -- i was just 18 
and still at high school 


i had expensive tastes for a 
schoolboy so i hustled yanks 
on R&R before they returned 
to Uncle Ho who routinely 
and abruptly ended (many) 
of their young lives 


they were only kids, a few 
years older than me fighting 
some bullshit Gulf of Tonkin 
staged ideological war -- 
the fat cats loved it 
hundreds of millions 

in blood-drenched dollars 


over 50,000 Americans killed 
and 4 million Indo-Chinese 
from Laos through Cambodia 
to Vietnam, dead — for what? 
so executive, white-collar 
Criminals could turn huge 
profits 


i made sure i showed those 
boys a good time while in 
Sydney, it may have been 
their last 


Sydney was my town, the 
Eastside was home, i grew 


up on the streets, i knew 

all the girls, nice whores 
with a heart and a taste for 
expanders, from acid to pot; 
coffee shops served purple 
hearts, bennies and dexies 
with every expresso — 

cool, man! 


the yanks showered me with 
money, i arranged to have 
their every need satisfied, 
never had a dissatisfied 
customer; they just kept 
throwing money at me, 

i became a reluctant 
entrepreneur, a high school 
kid on a 650cc Trumpy, 
proud and arrogant 


it is hilarious when i think 
about it now, the Domain, 
Webster spouting from his 
soap-box and the Nazi party 
(in uniform) fighting off 
thugs the Jews hired, 

never a dull moment, the 
decade seemed tailored just 
for me 


pockets loaded with pot, 
pills, acid and American 
currency, | was the prince 

of Darlo Rd, in black leathers 


my only loves were my girl, 
sweet serena and my Triumph 


— i loved them both equally 
with a passion, what more 
could a young man want? 


it seems like only yesterday 
i did the tonne on my finely 
tuned machine; 110mph on 
the road to the Atomic Energy 
Commission -- the wind 
screaming through my hair, 
my black shades forced 
hard against the bridge of 
my nose, the roar of the 
engine and the ever present 
angel of death just waiting 
for me to make one tiny 
mistake; i never did, i still 
haven't, many decades later 


on one occasion a beetle 
impacted my forehead 

at 100mph, it felt like i’d 
been shot, i had to dig it 
out of my head later — 

no helmets in those days 


i loved to tempt death, still 
do 


the yanks would sometimes 
ramble about the war, drunk; 

i could taste their fear, bravery, 
desperation and desolation 

all at once 


the only way i could shake 
this lifestyle was to ride fast, 


as fast as a well-tuned 650 
could carry me 


it came to an end the night 

my bike was stolen; soon 

after that, serena overdosed, 

a suicide attempt, she was torn 
between her family, who hated 
the sight of me, and her 
profound love for me 


doctors and family begged 
me to reel her back to the 
living, which i did, not that 
begging was required 


they shot electricity through 
her brain until she forgot my 
name 


Indigo 


that afternoon was predominately 
grey -- sky, clouds and the evening 
light reflecting only mid-tones 


if ever a sky could be despondent 
it was that grey blanket above 
Rushcutters Bay 


a perfect half-moon stole glimpses 
of the earth between rolling leaden 
clouds; bright, transmuted silver 
shafts of moonlight, reached the 
earth originating from a hidden, 
warm, golden sun 


the moon, framed by grey despair, 
seemed to shine of its own 
luminescence against the heavy 
gloom 


occasionally a long break in the 
clouds revealed the moon hanging, 
bleeding reflected light from a 
clean dissection 


i gazed up often at its wounded 
yearning as if answering a plea 
that few could hear/see 


people hurried past casting 
apprehensive glances in my 
direction perhaps wondering 
whether i was a genuine ‘lunatic 
making silent entreaties, face 


b) 


pointed skyward to the pagan 
Goddess of the night 


i would not wait long, the entire 
universe acknowledged my silent 
petitions affirming transience, 

flux and constantly shifting 

realities, the primary characteristics 
of existence -- a life of constantly 
changing splendour 


the mid-tone sky began to develop 

a hue, lead-grey slowly shifted to 

a warm indigo-blue, a colour often 
used to background serene Buddhas 
seated in trance, eyes turned upward- 
inward with faint smiles painted 

deftly on their faces 


in minutes the grey foreboding 
became a soft sea of velvet indigo- 
blue gently supporting a serene 
half-moon and wisps of silver clouds 
reflecting reflected moonlight 


is it coincidence my favourite colour 
is indigo-blue? 


Aquatic 


gliding 
winding 
cleaving 
weaving 
wet 
wondrous 
fish 


few animals challenge nature’s 
forces directly and survive, yet 
turning against the current and 
overcoming is precisely the mode 
that salmon mysteriously choose 
to prosper 


we can only wonder at the power 
and explosive strength contained 
in their sleek bodies, as they swim 
up river, rapids and waterfalls to 
spawn in high mountain lakes; an 
awe-inspiring journey 


the sheer power of the species 
staggers belief 


each fish, laden with sperm/eggs 
(continuity) is compelled to make 
the journey or die in the attempt 


after years swimming freely in 
open oceans the fish respond to 
the call and begin their final run 
back to the place of their origin 
to procreate thus completing a 


full miraculous cycle of Life 
that few other creatures could 
even imagine 


patiently waiting for the precise 
moment ... who could comprehend 
the awesome, gyrating power and 
single minded drive/purpose locked 
away in one of nature’s humble 
species? 


Weavers 


with wheel and loom we 

spin and inter-weave threads 
throughout worn and tired 
fabrics 


our fresh and vital motifs 
afford new vision and form 
a grand design; old, fading 
patterns, irrelevant today 
are displaced in geometric 
progression as | write 


our looms are strong and 
versatile, our skilled 
weavers easily produce 

the finest silks to the 
heaviest wools; wheels 
spinning day and night 
produce the finest quality 
available, sturdy, captivating 
with universal appeal 


the entire world will soon 
have new and vibrant attire 
with which to adorn itself; 
our weaves are smooth and 
soft, a joy to wear and 
behold ill-fitting, ugly, worn 
garments will no longer see 
the Light of day 


No God but Love 


come, surround and envelop me 
with tenderness; unseal my 
bindings with your sweet kisses 
lay me to rest that i may rise again 
and overcome the darkest night 
reigning with the Gods in the 
bright light of day 


am i not your progeny, made 
in awe-full dread to overcome 
and take my place beside you 
in Paradise? 


have i not opposed them, the liars, 
murderers and thieves? do | not 
relentlessly pursue them and hurry 
them to their fate? 


i could barely utter a meaningful 
phrase before You stole my soul 
and endowed me with magic 
letters that confuse and confound 
the souls of evil men; did You not 
tailor me for the task, would i 
have chosen this course of my 
own volition? 


be vigilant, watch over me my 
Love; prevent my meanderings, 
which always lead to folly 


offer me on the altar, body, 
mind and soul, a willing 
sacrifice for Love’s sake, 


transfuse your healing Light 
to every particle of my 
Being, revive my soul 


do not fail me in times of need; 
illuminate my path that i may 
never stumble or falter 


yesterday by surprise i almost 
met my end but you plucked 

me from harms way at the last 
instant, a sobering experience — 
it seems you have not done 
with me yet 


iam yours my Love, you know 
it, i will never relent or shy 

from the task you set for me; 
may my lips never cease singing 
your praises, nor my heart forget 
for whom it beats 


how so? 


my freedom is your sentence, 
your sweet prison my salvation 


Enveloped 


how far is it possible to soar 
on these wings of wax and 
string, yet i have touched 
countless moons, skipped 
stars and traversed galaxies 


what trick is this? 

i asked not for Love but Love 
uninvited ambushed and 
enveloped my soul -- it refuses 
to diminish or release its hold 
on my Being, i am captive 


dissolving in nebulae where 
suns are destroyed and re- 
created ready to bring forth 
new planets teaming with Life 
— all for Love’s sake 


like some insatiable, cosmic 
junkie that can never get 
enough my spirit cries for 
more, more sweet ambrosia, 
but i fear these tattered 
wings may fail me 


who would have thought after 
so many encounters that a 
simple touch would send me 
spinning? a bloody touch for 
Christ’s sake; a simple hug, 
one among thousands in my 
life and i am catapulted to the 
outer reaches of the cosmos, 


forever, it seems 


You went straight through me 
without warning, not the 
slightest hint -- fair go! 


Cleave 


cleave to Love, it is your power, 
strength and Being, cling to it 
for dear Life, more important 
than the need to breathe is y/our 
Love 


wonder not why millions become 
slaves to the vilest, darkest forces; 
they have lost Love, their strength, 
the very foundation of Being -- 
they fear everything and learn to 
loath that which would free them, 
the tragedy of our time is Love lost 


Love requires courage, forbearance, 
patience, endurance and wild abandon; 
culture is anathema to the Freedom of 
Love — is it now clear why enslavers 
loath it? 


Love endures forever and overcomes 
every obstacle yet it escapes the fearful 
and timid — see how they run! 


a Loving heart is more than all 

the rhapsodies and lofty words 
ever written by the most sublime 
poets; a Loving heart speaks all 
languages to all people for all time 


if you would make Love your 
eternal companion understand it 
cannot be possessed; it is given 
freely and must also be expressed 


freely and selflessly 


cleave tightly to Love, grasp it as 
a drowning man would a saving 
hand -- never let it go -- nothing 
else sustains and empowers like 
selfless Love 


nothing/nobody is able to rob you 

of Love; its strength endures forever; 
it is the reason and ‘substance’ of 
Existence 


if you do not Love you are already 
dead and nothing good comes from 
death or its progeny, denial, nihilism, 
hate and destruction 


understand that Love offers itself 
continuously to everyone without 
distinction or condition, it is your 
most precious resource, what morbid 
lunacy would reject or fear such a 
gift? 


be not afraid, overcome, embrace 
and cleave to Love; it is Your 
salvation, only Love is able to cure 
all the woes of the world 


Victory 


seabirds fly 
fish swim 
man kills 
without a 
whim 


i penned those words as a child, 
knowing (convinced) that it 
needn't be that way, yet the 
killing persists and my childhood 
days are long gone 


the assassins of unity, hope, joy 

and all human values that we hold 
precious are Known to us all; 

they brandish their vile, poisonous 
wares for all to see, hoping that 

fear overtakes our natural inclinations 
for Harmony, Peace and Love 


our political leaders are sick narcissists 
and puppets of criminal elites; they 
pose no problem whatsoever -- that is 
clear; fleas are a greater nuisance than 
those incompetent, servile lackeys 


when We decide together the killing 
will cease ... if a young innocent 
child is moved to protest what then 
of mature adults strong and steadfast 
in their convictions? 


do not these constant outpourings 
indicate victory? 


in vain do murderers, liars and 
thieves search for the source of 
their demise; a handful of sand 

is their reward, while we Continue 
to command the high ground 


constant harassment, persecution 
and repression have only made us 
stronger; surely these irrepressible 
expressions and the relentless 
resistance indicate the final, 
inevitable Victory 


Love, camaraderie and Justice 
sustain us; no empire has ever 
claimed victory over the indomitable 
will of our people, are we not 
honour/duty-bound to rid our land 
of evil murderers and thieves, the 
hijackers of our governments? 


who are We? 


From the four corners of the World 
-- We are One 


Integrity 


sincerity -- do not seek immortality 
via a poet's ability to etch stanzas 
in time or create word-necklaces 
strung with rhymes 


strange rhythms and fantastic 
imaginings that endure for 
generations are appealing but 
do not be mesmerised by such 
artifices 


many women have been named Helen 
but we remember today the face that 
launched a thousand ships and we 
create her beauty anew; a beauty that 
changes with the demands of the age; 
her beauty was never cast in bronze or 
fashioned in stone and therein lies the 
secret, beauty (re)created by imagination 
—a million faces that launched a million 
ships 


if you wish to endure it is better that 
you Love sincerely — only then is your 
place among the immortals guaranteed; 
Love is One and draws everything 
together into itself 


be sincere, as Love lays bare all fake 
and counterfeit emotion and makes 
hags of deceivers and connivers 


poets inscribe for posterity but are only 
able to offer convincing simulacra — 


be not deceived by words, authenticity 
is found only in the heart, the brain is 
easily deceived 


it is therefore with my heart that i 
constantly intone your name and 
pledge my unceasing Love, it grows 
beyond my ability to contain it; 
every space and void is filled, 
bursting with Love/Life, expanding 
constantly beyond all measure 


be borne aloft at the slightest prompting, 
let abundance overflow, disperse it to 
every corner of the universe 


We are One 


Kindred 


we are kindred you and i though 
hundreds of years separate us 


rather that i state it plainly, we are 
and have always been Lovers, 
regardless of time, space or 
distinctions 


i was with you in my mother's 
womb singing praises to Creation; 
remember the soul-stealing song 
we sang, something reminiscent 
of the sea and the allure of sirens 


i remember it was God herself 
who set the metre to which i 
perpetually hum praises and 
gratitude 


you once stated that “our task is 
not to seek Love, but merely to find 
the barriers within ourselves that 
prevent its free expression” 


it staggers me to think of the Huge 
resource of Love that every human 
being forgoes for no good reason 


though i embrace asian consorts it 
is for you that i pen my songs of 
Love and devotion 


i have forgotten the order of things 
but need only remember that each 


component speaks of the whole 
regardless of order 


you left me with a stylus to inscribe 

in verse the soul’s lament of love 

lost; please delay your request i have 
need now, i have grown accustomed 
to Love’s presence and depend on its 
powers of endurance and persistence 


you often remarked that given the 
option to fly, people choose instead 
to crawl, perhaps it is time we 
awakened them to Love's limitless 
power. we are able to heal the world 
overnight with Love only — a free 
resource neglected/wasted 


but there is a limit to how much a 
single poet can achieve — but no 
limit on the powers of Love manifest 


sweet dreams for now, a new dawn 
will break and i promise to cover 
the day and night skies with poetry 
for Love’s sake 


Equine 


in times of great pain my faithful 
steed appears 


cut from agonising darkness her 
bright whiteness rears, hooves 
prancing on the night sky, nostrils 
flaring as she frantically whinnies, 
urging me to mount 


like a wounded Mongol Khan i 
grasp her flowing mane, whip 
myself onto her bare back and 
cling on for dear life, my head 
pressed hard against her neck 


with one mighty rear and kick we 

are gone from this place in an instant; 
i am soon lost in her rhythmic 
motions and swirling eyes — vortices 
that put galaxies to shame 


with a click of her magic hooves we 
span light years gathering shattered 
pieces of life, slowly re-absorbing/ 
re-integrating existence for yet 
another round or turn of the wheel 


before dawn i find myself back in 

my terrestrial abode, my sturdy 

mare uneasily pacing, impatient to 
return to our secret garden in paradise 


i dismount and she is gone like a 
comet in the warm night sky 


restored and reinvigorated, the air 
continues to shimmer and pulse 
with her presence 


No Contest 


(mesmerised) 


are you in awe of their war machines 
built only to kill and destroy, do you 
fear them? 


do you really fear twisted old men that 
kill for profit and feast on the blood 

of innocence and youth, do you 
believe their feeble lies? 


their war machines are reduced to 
naught by a single verse and entire 
cultures are turned by a narrative 


nature's irresistible equalising power, 
the pen against the armies of the world, 
an unfair advantage, no doubt 


Impositions 


let me inform you of a reality 
or two 


do not come to my jungle or desert 
home with your poisonous world 
view and perverse values 


what can you offer us in exchange 
for destroying our way of life, which 
Foreign standard/measure do you 
apply on our reality, which you do 
not understand or appreciate? 


i have seen your steel/glass towers 
jutting through your poisonous air, 
everyone racing, going nowhere 


living lives of servitude to a monster 
you alternatively call capitalism, 
progress, liberty, democracy and 
‘freedom' 


yet those words portray the opposite 
of their meaning, your upside-down 
world and inverse logic is yours 
alone; your words and values amount 
to nothing more than slavery, a 
condition all humanity rejects 


it matters not whether chains have 
taken new forms, wires, tubes, screens, 
engines and worthless plastic/paper, 

it all amounts to Bondage 


we are born to Freedom in our jungles, 
deserts and mountains, you are born 
into slavery from the day your birth is 
registered 


we are born sovereign, you are bonded, 
that is clear 


we reject your worthless baubles and 
trinkets, you have nothing but slavery 
and death to offer and you have 
nowhere to go but hell 


we have heard how you transform entire 
living nations into hells on earth, we 
reject you completely 


with what would you replace our 
native homes, clean and teaming 
with life? your filthy oil and poison 
coca-cola? no thank you! 


take you baubles and perversities 
and go back to the hell that 
spawned you, we have no need 
of your poisonous offerings and 
lunatic ways; you have no right 

to impose your unsustainable, 
inharmonious, polluting way of 
death onto anyone 


if you attempt by whatever lying, 
scheming means to steal what does 
not rightfully belong to you, we 

will fight you and prevail — of that 
you can be assured 


is it preferable to live and perhaps 
die fighting for our traditional 
culture/existence, or die a slow 
and soulless death in your 
poisonous, perverse world? 


Go! 

you have nothing to offer anyone 
here but death, you see, we have 
recently learned to write in english 


Death of a Poet 


He 
lived in bodies and minds 
in Sydney in the sixties 


He 

had remarkable talent, he 
wrote with an American 
accent and developed the 
monotone; his stanzas were 
tubular, very disinfected 


He 

polished (bleached) the green 
from leaves and crafted the 
blood out of veins 


He 
converted sterile into metaphor 
like silicon chips 


He 

scattered sawdust words to 
thirsty throats while it rained 
on desert sand 


in the eighties he died, 
Passion, colour, and verve 
killed him 


He 

left his derivators bewildered, 
they still place glass roses 
on his grave 


Delayed Eye Movements 


(to brett) 
remember 
when we tried to find happiness in a syringe, that Chinaman with 
nimble fingers dancing about opium tipped needles, those Asian 
places the smoky streets while you painted in blue-fire-hues with 
your ginger skin and we drank women wine and 
"It's Alright Ma" 
(I'm Only Bleeding) 


there was Nell's sugarcane face and blue-sky-breasts somewhere 
over the MLC and that little uni-student who had a yoni like an 
apricot in a battlefield 


that day we met the sage in mission clothes and asked him (he 
wouldn't reply without brown muscat we purchased) said Art was 


Ayres Rock's shadow on the 
South China sea 


imagine 


we bought tickets to a Mongolian temple to watch the carp 
and learn 


reflections 


loved to watch you paint to the tune pulsing in my veins, tinker of the 
Art world 


remember 


we were broke. had my final realisation when you conjured $190,000 
with your brush, in two weeks 


you painted Rees and Bacon on ordered canvas to the rhyme of 
prevailing aesthetics; a case of mistaken identity i think 


nostalgia 


got sick of watching carp relish birdseed -- the Abbot insisted that we 
stay, proximity was the reason 


benediction 


sat alone at the pond when a hummingbird dived from the water into 
the air tapped me on the forehead with its beautiful beak 


three times 
said, 
the only value anything has is the value given it 


then refused to answer further questions regarding Art 


took the gander out of the oven -- people were coming to dinner 
without appetites 


i'll save you a piece 


Schoolyard Allegory 


Somewhere in an elementary school a schoolyard bully and his 
cowardly lackeys confronted an eleven-year-old boy and demanded 
money. The eleven-year-old had precious little money; he could not 
and would not accede to the demand. 


The bully decided to make a show of his displeasure and strength by 
belting the boy in the face. This event attracted the attention of all 
the other boys in the schoolyard (who had also been bullied.) A large 
crowd formed around the confrontation. The teachers in authority, for 
reasons known only to them, ignored the situation. 


The young lad was no match for the bully even though he was 
capable of defending himself. Though slightly hurt, he stood his 
ground (for reasons known only to him.) The bully became enraged 
because the lad did not cower when confronted, so he struck him 
again. 


That blow resulted in a nosebleed and some tears from the eyes, but 
the lad stood his ground. The onlookers watched passively but 
attentively. The bully, sensing that his ‘power’ was at stake, let loose 
a volley of blows which knocked the lad to the ground. The bully 
stood over the lad ranting, spitting and displaying a great measure of 
rage; but the lad regained his feet and stood again to face the bully. 


The other boys were amazed at this show of defiance and 
instinctively moved closer. The bully was furious; he launched 
another volley of blows that again knocked the lad to the ground, but 
this time the bully began kicking the lad while he was down. Small 
groans and gasps could be heard from the crowd of boys. 


The cowardly lackeys became uneasy, but the bully was far too 
involved with himself to notice anything, he continued to kick and 
rant until one of the onlookers said "leave him alone!" This remark 
distracted the bully from his assault. He glared into the crowd looking 


for the boy who made the remark. "Who said that?" he screamed, 
but no one replied; so he chose a boy who’s appearance he had 
never liked and started belting him. 


Meanwhile, our lad (who was bleeding profusely) regained his feet 
and went after the bully. He grabbed his arm and quietly said "leave 
him alone." The bully turned and stared, confronting not only the 
eyes of our badly hurt lad, but all the boys he had previously bullied. 
The lackeys, sensing the inevitable, attempted to depart but were 
prevented by the crowd. The other lad the bully assaulted seized the 
opportunity and crouched behind the bully’s legs; it was an easy 
matter for our lad to push the bully off his feet. No sooner had he hit 
the ground all the other boys attacked. | would rather not describe 
what occurred next, but human nature being what it is, combined 
with the hatred the bully had engendered over the years, culminated 
in a severe beating, you can well imagine. 


The bully and his cowardly lackeys were hospitalised and did not 
return to that school. Our lad became a friend to all and peace 
returned to the schoolyard. 


Imprint 


old world european bards once 
entertained illiterate villagers 
spreading lyric propaganda 
plucking the gut strings of lutes, 
their spirit continues today 


in untamed foreign lands below 
the southern cross poets scratch 
their verse on scraps of paper 
illuminated by eucalypt campfires 
describing a red and seared 
interior saturated with its own 
peculiar splendour all the while 
drawing from the same font of 
inspiration that bards knew so 
well 


nothing in that sense has changed 
since the first human scrawled 

an image in a cave to magically 
capture by representation an 
object of desire or need 


all the printed histories do not 
reveal what a single mouth- 
sprayed stenciled handprint reveals 
under a rocky overhang -- a human 
hand merging with the land 


none of our modern words could 
hope to explain one man's 
stenciled hand and all it entails; 
this land/hand are inseparable, 
breaching time and recording 


history as it is 


i scratch it all down in the eerie 
quiet of the interior where 
timeless whispers are easily 
heard between the crackling pops 
of the fire and floating scented 
smoke of Australia 


Between 


the shimmers and pulse clear the 
fog which issues from the known 
revealing a membrane behind 
which translucence shapes appear 
and disappear or so it seems, 
though these bodies withdraw 

and present themselves in varying 
proximity to the translucent screen 


images nailed with cross, crescent 
and star no longer hold the captured 
mind and caged body 


a key of vapour forms which opens 
the thin skin into the world of 
dancing shadows though relative 
is the view from the wrong side of 
creation 


with a wisp of smoke the membrane 
splits neatly and weeps the dew of 
gratification; with a phantom thrust 
between the open slit i was on the 
other side, which perspective 
offered a view into the absurdity 

of the known 


the phantoms are radiant beings 
sailing free on a shoreless sea 
never to be fixed on land or 
anchored in false belief 


i watched this sea which waves 
become anything imagined, my 


thoughts became real until a new 
thought changed the scene into 
one i could enter and live if 
desired, though i refused to indulge 
my fantasies (pretending reality) 
then slowly disintegrating 
confronted by the light of the 

real 


illusion stacked on illusion never 
make a reality and so i let it all 
go and enter that sea to float free 
until such time i take to wing to 
fly forever in radiance 
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